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Tx ages paſt, when ſmit with warmth ſublime, 
Their bards foretold the dark events of time, 
And piercing forward through the myſtic ſhade, 
Kings yet to come, and chiets unborn ſurvey'd, 
Amitta:'s ſon perceiv'd, among the reſt, 

The mighty flame uſurp his labouring breaſt :!— 
For thus, in dreams, the voice unerring came 
Of rim, who lives through every age the tame; 

ARISE! and o'er the intervening waſte, 


To Nineveh's imperial turrets haſte; 


That mighty town to ruin I decree, 

% Proclaim deſtruction, and proclaim from me: 

«« Too long it ſtands, to Gop and man a foz, 

«« Without one virtue left to ſhield the blow ; 

«« Guilt, black as night, their ſpcedy ruin brings, 

And hotteſt vengeance from the KING or kings,” 
The prophet heard—hut dar'd to diſobey, 

(Weak as he was) and fled a different way ; 

In Joppa's port a trading ſtig he found 

Far o'er the main to Ctiitani Tarſniſh bound; 

The price of paſſage to her chief he paid, 

And there conccal'd with ruſſian ſailors flay'd, 

His purpoſe fixt, at orce perverſe and blimd, 

To leave his country, and his Gop behind. 

Burr who ſpread the ocean's vaſt expanſe, 

And views all nature with a fingle glance, 
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Forth from its priſon bade the tempeſt fly— 
1 he tempeſt ſwell'd the ocean to the ſky; 
Ute trembling barque, as the fierce biliow knocks, 
Scarce bears che fury of repeated ihocks; 14 
Her crew diſtreſt, aſtoniſWa ..nd afraid, 14 
E ch to his various god in anguiſh pray'd, 
Nor truſt alone to penitence and prayer, 
They clear the decks, and for the worſt prepare, 
Tue coſtly lading to the deep they throw, 
hat lighter o'er the billows ſhe may go, 
Nor wien regret the wealthy cargo ſpar'd, 
For wealth is nothing, when with life compar'd. 
Bor tu the ſhip's remoteſt chambers fled 
There penive Jonah droop'd his languid head, 
Ana, new to ali the dangers of the deep, 
Hd ſunk, dejected, in the arms of flee 
dias then the maiter broke the prophet's reſt, 
Aud as he crv'd, he ſmote his frantic breaſt— 
O "coper, from thy ſtupid ſlumbers riſe, 
« At ſuch an hour can flcep invade thine eyes ?— 
IF ever thou to heaven didit fend a prayer, 
No ſend thy warmett ſupplications there, 
Perhaps thy God may pity our diſtreſs, 
And {ave us, foundering in this dark abyſs.” 
nus warn'd, the ſeer his vows repentant paid 
Meantime, the ſeamen to their fellows faid: * 
No common waves our ſhatter'd veſſel rend, 
There mutt be one for whom theſe ſtorms impend, 
4 Syme wreich we bear, for whom theſe billows riſe, 
*« Foe to the gods, and hated by the ſkies; 
„C Come, fince the billows all our arts defy, 
6 Come, let the lot decid: for whom we die.“ 
IxSTANT the lots amid the vale they threw, 
And the markt lot dejected Jonah drew! 
Tux thus their chief the guil:y man addreſs'd, 
« S1y, for what crime of thine are we dittreſt? 
«« What is thy country, what thy calling, ſay, 
«« Whence doit thou come, what potentate obey? 
« Unfold it all, nor be the truth deny'd.” 
The maſter ſnake—and Jonah thus reply'd: 
«© A HeBrew I, from neighbouring regions came, 
« A Jewiſh prophet, not unknown to fame; 
« That God I fear who ſoread this raging ſea, 
«« Who fixt the ſhores by his ſupreme decree, 
And reigns throughout immeaſurable ſpace, 
«« His footitool earth, the heaven his dwelling place. 
« But I, regardleſs of his high command, 
« [is mandate ſlighting, fled my native land, 
« Fool that I was, from Joppa's port to ly, 
„Who thought to ſhun his all pervading eye!— G2 
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« For this the tempeſt rends each tatter'd ſail, 

For this, your veſlel ſcarce ſupports the gile!”? 
Tut ſeamen heard, diſtracted and diimay'd; 

Wnen thus again their trembling captain ſaid: 

How couldit thou thus, ungenerous as thou art, 

« Aﬀront thy patron, and with us depart ;— 

Lo! for thy crimes, and not our own, we die; 

« Mark, how the wild waves threaten from on high, . 

«« Our fails in fragments flit before the blaſt, 

c Scarce to its ſtation we confine the malt ; 

« What ſhall we do, unhappy man, declare, 

«« How ſhall we act, or how direct our prayer, 

That angry Neptune may his rage reſtrain, 

And huih once more theſe tumults of the main?“ 
THe ſeer reply'd, „The means are in your power 

„ To till the tempeſt in this dreadful hour :;— 

« High on the ſea-beat prow will 1 aſcend, 

« And let the boldeſt of your crew attend 

To plunge me headlong from that giddy ſteep 

«« Down to the boſom of the unfathom'd deep; 

«© So ſhall the ocean from its raging ceaſe,, 

« And the herce tempeſt ſoon be huſh'd to peace:— 

«©?Tis for my crime this angry ocean raves, | 

«Tis for my fin we plough theſe fearful waves; 

« Diſlodge me ſoon—the itorm ſhall then decay, 

% Which ſtill grows louder while on board I ſtay.““ 

Tuus he—but they, to fave their vagrant gueſt 
Refuſ'd as yet to grant his ſtrange requeſt, 

And though aloft on mountain waves they ride, 
And the toſt galley reels from fide to fide, 

Yet to their brealts they drew the ſweepy oar, 
And vainly ſtrove to gain the diſtant ſhore; 
The ruthan winds refuſe that wiſh'd retreat, 
And hiercer o'er the decks the billows beat. 

THen to the ſkies the chief his prayer addreſt, 
* Thou Jove ſupreme, the greateſt and the beſt! 
« Becauſe thy ſovereign pleaſure doth require 
That death alone mult ſatisfy thine ire, 

O ſpare us for thy dying prophet's ſake, 
Nor let us perth for the life we take; 

„If we are wrong, his lot was thy decree, . 
* And thou haſt done as ic ſeem'd beſt to thee.” 
Tu from the ſummit of the waſhy prow, 

They plung'd the prophet to the depths below, 

And ſtraight the winds, and ſtraight the billows ceaſe, 
And every threatening ſurge lay huſh'd in peace; 
The trembling crew edore the Power Supreme 

Who kindly thus from ruin reſcued them ; 

Their vows they ſend to his imperial throne, 

And victims offer to this God unknown. 
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FA 
* V ur: N from the prow's intimidating height 
They plang'd the prophet to tne realms of night, 
Not long he languith'd in the briny deep, 

In dexti's cold aims not yet decreed to nleep.— 
Jon au taw nim, from tne abodes of bliſs, 
Sunk © the bottom of the vai abyts, 

Aud dae à Whale, the nigatie!t of the kind, 

Eis prophet in theſe diimal maniauns nnd 

The hoe form, approaching through tie wave, 
Receiv'd him living to a living grave, 

Where thlee ong days in dark diſtreis he lay, 
And oft repenting, to his God did pray— 

The power benign, propitious io his prayer, 

Bale the huge am to neighbouring ſhores repair 
In.! ant the \y h. ile obey” d tne high command, 

And cat hin: {.fe on Paleſtina's ſtrand. 

Tus prophet then his paſt tranſgreſſions mourn'd, 
And gra'efu.. thus to heaven his thanks return'd: 
« Afticted from the depths of nell 1 pray'd, 
© Phe dark abyf; of everlaſting ſhade; 

« My God in mercy heard the earneſt prayer, 
« And dying Jonah felt thy preſence there. 
« Becauſe 1 dar'd thy mandate 1 
« Far didſt thou plunge me from the face of day: 
« ]n the vait ocein, where no land is found, 
„The mighty waters cloſ'd thy prophet round; 
« On me the waves their utmoſt fury ſpent, 

© And al! thy biilgws o'er my body went, 
vet then, ſarrounded Hy the diſmal ſhade, 
«Thus to my Maker from the depths I ſaid: 
Though hlu beneath the caverns of che main, 
46 0 thy bieſt temole will 1 luok again, 
„Though from thy figh. to utter dirkneſs throw n, 
4 Still -w1ill 1 tra? , and truſt on thee alone— 

cc With angatin dee I felt the billows roll. 

ce Scarce in her manſion ſtay'd my frighted foal; 
6 Oakes my he id were wrapt the weeds of night, 
And d rkneſs, mingied with no ray of light; 

«© ] ſauw the caves the briny ocean ius, 

« | ſaw the baſes of the infernal hills, 

« Earth, wick her bors, encompaſs'd me around, 
« Yet. from the bot om of that dark prof und 

ce Where uf no more the tw 21.109 ven lupplies, 

© And death repoſes, didſt chou b 4 me rife. 

« When f.inting nature bow'd to thy d lecree, 

« And the lone ipizi: nad prevar'd to tice, 

6 Then from my pruvn 1 ee thee, 
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1 My prayer towards thy heaventy temple came, 
The temple ſ.cred to jg us name. 

«« Uuh..ppy they, who vanities purſue, 

« And lies believing, their own ſouls undo— 

« But to thine ear my gratefu! ſong ſhall rite, 

« For thee ſhall ſmoke the joyous {aCritice, 

« My vows I'll pay at thy imp-rial throne, 

*« Since my ſalvation was from thee alone.“ 


re . 


()xcr more the voice to humbled Jonah came 
Of iu, who lives tarough every age the tame; 
« Ariſe! and o'er the intervening waſte 
„To Nineveh's exalted turrets halle, 
« And what to thee my Se1R1T ſhall reveal 
That preach—nor dare the ſacred truth conceal— 
« To deſolation I that town decree; 
« Proclaim deſtrudion, and proclaim from me.“ 
Obedient to Jeznovan's high command, 
The prophet roſe, and left Judea' s land, 
And now he near the ſpiry city drew, 
(Euphrates paſs'd, and rapid Li igris too:) 
So vaſt the bulk of this prodigious place, 
Three days were ſcant its lengthy ſtreets to trace; 
But as he enter'd, on the firſt iad day, 
Thus he began his tidings of diſmay : 

« O Ninevea! to Heaven's decree attend! 
« Yet forty days, and all thy glories end; 
« Yet forty days, the kies protract thy fall, 
« And deſolation then {hall bury all, 
« 'Thy proudeſt towers their utter ruin mourn, 
„And domes and temoles unextingaiſh'4 burn! 
O Ninevek! the Gov of armies do ms, 
« Thy thouſand ſtreets to never-ending glooms: 


„Through mouldering f:nes the hollow Wins hall roar, 
« And vultures ſcream where m narchs lode 


"tt betorc! 
Thy guilty ſons thall bow beneath the 1» ch 
Thy captive matrons own a foreign lord — 
« Such 15 the vengeance chit the heavens decree, 
« Such is the ruin that mat bury thee!” 

Tu people heard, and ſmit with inflant fear, 
Believ'd the fatal warnings'of the ſeer: 
This ſudden ruin ſo their ſouls diſtreſt, 
That each with ſackcloth did his limbs inveſt, 
grom him that gl'itter'd on the regal throne, 
To him that did beneath the burthen groan—— 
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Soon to their monarch came this voice of fate, 
Vho left his throne and coſtly robes of ſtate, 
And o'er his limbs 2 veſt of ſackcloth drew, 
And fate in aihes, forrowful to view— 
Jiis lords and nobles, now repentant grown, 
Witn equal grief their various fins bemoan, 
And through the city fent this loud decree, 
With threatening back'd, and dreadful penalty: 
« YE Ninevites, your wonted food refrain, 
Nor touch, ve beaſts,” the herbage of the plain, 
„Let all that live be humbled to the duſt, 
«« Nor taſte the waters, though ye die of thirſt: 
Let men and beaſts the garb of ſorrow wear, 
« And beg yon' ſcies theſe guilty walls to ſpare: 
Let all repent the evil they purſue, 
And curſe the miſchief that their hands would do 
«« Perhaps that God, who leans to mercy ſtill, 
« And ſent a prophet to declare his will, 
„May vet the vengeance, he defigns, adjourn, 
And, ere we perith, from his anger turn.” 
Jenovan heard, and pleas'd beheld at laſt 
Their deep repentance for tranſgreſſions paſt, 
With pity mov'd, he heard the earneſt prayer 
Of this vait city, humbled in deſpair; 
'Though juſtly due, his anger dies away, 
He bids the angel of deſtrufttion ſtay : 
Tae obedient angel hears the high command, 
And ſheathes the ſword, he drew to ſmite the land. 


EFF. 


Bur anger ſwell'd the haughty prophet's breaſt, 

Rage burn'd within, and robb'd his ſoul of reſt; 

duch was Js pride, he wiſh'd they all in flame 

Might rather periſh than belie hzs fame, 

And Gop's own bolts the tottering towers aſſail, 

And millions periih, than Vis word ſhould fail. 

Then to the heavens he ſent this peeviſh prayer 

(Vain, impious man to ſend ſuch pinings there): 
« WHiLE yet within my native land, I ſtay'd, 

« This would at laſt reward my toil, I ſaid, 

«« Deftruction through the Aſſyrian ſtreets to cry, 

« And then the event my million falſify ; 

« For this I ſtrove to ſhun thy fight before, 

« And ſought repoſe upon a foreign ſhore; 

knew thou wert ſo gracious and ſo kind, 

« Such mercy iways thy all cceating mind, 

« Averſe thy boits of vengeance to employ, 

« And ill relenting when thou ſhouldit deſtroy, 


of 
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That when I had declar'd thy ſacred will, 

« Thou wouldſt not what I propheſy'd fulfil, 

But leave me thus to ſcorn, contempt, and ſhame, 
«« A lying prophet, blaſted in my fame — 

« And now, I pray thee, N my laſt requeſt, 

« O take my life, ſo wretehed and unbleſt! 

If here I ſtay, 'tis but to grieve and ſigh; 


„Then take my life—'tis better far to die.“ 


« Is it thy place to ſwell with rage and pride, 
(Thus to his pining prophet, God reply'd) 
Say is it juſt thy heart ſhould burn with ire 
<< Becauſe that city is not wrapt in fire? 

«« What if I chooſe its ruin to delay, 

And ſend deſtruction on ſome future day, 
« Muſt thou, for that, with waſting anguiſh fi 
« And, hoſtile to my pleaſure, with to die?” 

Tur Jonah parted from the mourning town, 

And near its eaſtern limits ſate him down, 

A booth he builded with aſſiduous care, 

(Form'd of the cypreſs boughs that flouriſh'd there) 
And anxious now beneath their ſhadow lay, 
Waiting the iſſue of the fortieth day— 

As yet uncertain if the Power Divine 

Or would to mercy, or to wrath incline—— 
Meantime, the leaves that rooPd his arbour o'er, 
Shrunk up and faded, ſheltered him no more; 
But God ordain'd a thrifty gourd to rife, 

To ſcreen his * Vr from the ſcorching ſkies; 
High o'er his head aſpir'd the ſpreading leat, 
Too fondly meant to mitigate his grief, 

So cloſe a foliage o'er his head was made, 

That not a beam could pierce the happy hade: 
The wondering ſeer perceiv'd the branches grow 
And bleſs'd the ſhadow that reliev'd his woe; 
But when the next bright morn began to ſhine 
(So Gop ordain'd) a worm attack'd the vine, 
Beneath his bite its goodly leaves decay, 

And waſting, withering, die before the dav! 
Then as the lamp of heaven ſtill higher role 


gh, 


oO 


From eaſtern ſkies a ſultry tempeſt blows, 


The vertic ſun as fiercely pour'd his ray, 
And beam'd around inſufferable day, 
How beat thoſe beams on Jonah's fainting head! 
How oft he wiſh'd a place among the dead! 
All he could do, was now to grieve and ſigh, 
His life deteſt, and beg of God to die. 
Acain, JEHovan to his prophet faid, 
„Art thou ſo angry for thy vanith'd ſhade— 
For a mere ſhadow doſt thou well to grieve, 
* For this poor loſs would? thou thy being leave?'—- 
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« My rege is full, (the frantic prophet cry'd), 
My lait, my only comfort is deny'd— 

Tre tpre:ting vine that form'd my leafy bower; 
Echold it vantm'd in the needſul hour ! 

o beating winds and fuitry ſuns a prey, 

My fainting ſpirit drovps and dies away 

Gwe me a manſion in my native duſt, 

For though I die with rage, my rage 1s juſt.” 
Ox c more the AimricriTry deiga'd to make reply 
Does this loſt gourd thy ſorrow {well ſo hich, 

l hoſe friendly ſhade not to thy toil was due, 
Alone it ſprouted, and alone it grew; 
A nicht beheld its branches waving high, 
And the next ſun beheld thoſe branches die; 
« And ſhould not pity move the Lord of all 
To ſpare the vaſt Aﬀyrian capital, 
Within whoſe walls uncounted myriads ſtray, 
„Their Father I, my finful offspring they ?— 
Should they not move the great creating mind 
«© With ſix ſcore thouſand of the infant kind, 
« And herds untold, that graze the ſpacious field, 
For whom yon” meads their ſtorcs of fragrance yield ;— 
Should I this royal city wrap in flame, 
And ſlaughter millions to ſupport thy fame, 
When now repentant to their Gop they turn, 
And their paſt follies, low in aſhes, movrn?— 
Vain thoughtleſs wretch, recall thy weak requeſt, 
Death never came to man a welcome gueſt ;— 
Why with to die—what madneſs prompts thy mind, 
Too long the days of darkneſs thou ſhait find; 
„Life was a bleſſing by thy Maker meant, 
<< Doſt thou deipiſe the bleſſings he has lent— 
Enjoy my gifts while yet the ſeaſons run 
„True to their months, and ſocial with the ſun; 
„When to the duſt my mandate bids thee fall, 
All theſe are loft, for death. conceals them all 
«« No mor? the ſun illumes the ſprightiy day, 
„The ſeaſons vamih, and the ſtars decay: 
The trees, the flowers, no more thy ſenſe delight, 
Death ſhides them all in ever-during night. 
Then think not long the littie ſpace I lent - 
« Of thy own ſins, line Nineveh, repent; 

Rejoice at laſt the miglity change to ſee, 
« And bear with them as I have borne with thee.““ 


[Doxz in 1708. ] 
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POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


THE VILLAGE MERCHANT. 


Gnong from a race, that long had till'd the ſoil, 
And firſt diſrob'd it of its native trees, 
He w.i\h'd to heir their lands, but not their toil, 


And thought the ploughm.n's life no life of eaſe ;— 


4 Tis wrong (aid he) theſe pretty hands to wound 
„With felling oaks. or delving in the ground: 
« J, who, at leaft, have forty pounds in cath 
re And in a country ſtore might cut a daſh, 
«« Why ſhould I till theſe barren fields (he ſaid) 
J who have learnt to cypher, write, and read, 
ce Theſe fields that ſhrubs, and weeds, and brambles bear, 
© That pay me not, and only bring me care!“ 

Some thoughts had he, long while, to quit the ſod 
In ſea-port towns to try his luck in trade, 
But, then, their ways of living ſeem'd moſt odd— 
For duſty ftreets to leave his native ſhade, 
From graſly plats to pebbled walks remov'd 
The more he thought of hem, the leſs he lov'd: 
The city ſprings he could not drink, and {till 
Preferr'd the fountain near ſome buſhy hill: 

And yet, no ſplendid objects there were ſeen, 
No diſtant ſcenes, in gaudy colours clad, | 
Look where you would, the proſpect ſtill was mean, 
Scrub-oaks, aud ſcatter'd pines, and willows ſad 
Banks of a ſhallow river, ſtain'd with mud; 
A ſtream, where never ſwell'd the tide of flood, 
No lofty ſhip her topſails did unloſe, 
Nor ſailor ſail'd, except in log canocs. 

It would have puzzled Fauftus, to have told, 
What did attach him to this paltry ſpot; 
Where even the houſe he heir'd, was very old, 
And all its outworks hardly worth a groat: 
Yet ſo it was, the fancy took his brain 
A country ſhap might here ſome cuſtom gain: 
Whiſkey, he knew, would always be in vogue, 8 
While there are country ſquires to take a c:7ue, 
Laces and lawn; would dra each rural maid, 
And one muſt have her parvl, ano one her /ade—- 


% 


HARD by the road a pigmy building food, 
Thatch'd was its roof. and earthen were its floor; 
So ſmall its fize, that, in a jeſting meod, 

It might be call'd a houſe turn'd out of door 
Yet here, adjacent to an aged oak, | 
Full fifty years cli dad his hams did fr cke 
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Nor ceas'd the trade, 'till worn with years and ſpent, 
To Pluto's ſmoke-houſe he, himſelf, was ſent. | 
Hither our merchant turn'd his curious eye, 


And mus'd awhile _—_ this ſable ſhell; & 


„Here father ſmok'd his hogs (he ſaid) and why 
In truth, may not our garret do as well?” — 
So, down he took his hams and bacon flitches, 
Reiolv'd to fill the place with other riches; 
From every hole and cranny bruſh'd che ſoot, 
And fixt up ſhelves throughout the crazy hut: 
A counter, too, moſt cunningly was plann'd, 
Behind whoſe breaſt-work none but he might ſtand, 
Excepting now and then, by ſpecial grace, 
Some brother merchant from ſome other place. 
Now, muſter'd up his caſh, and ſaid his prayers, 
In Sunday ſuit he rigs himſelf for town, 
Two rw-bon'd feeds (deſign'd for great affairs) 
Are to the waggon hitch'd, old Bay and Brown 
Who ne'er had been before a league from home 
But now arc doom'd full many a mile to roam, 
Like merchant-ſhips, a various freight to bring a 
Of ribbons, lawns, and many a tawdry thing. 
ifolafjes too, bleſt ſweet, was not forgot, 
And iſland Rum, that every taſte delights, 
And eas, for maid and matron muſt be bought, 
Ryfin and catgut frings for fiddling wights— 
But why ſhould I his invoice here repeat? 
Twould be like counting From in pecks of wheat; 
Half Europe's toil was on his invoice found, 
And all was to be bought with FoxTY pound! 
Soon as the early dawn proclaim'd the day, 
He cock'd his hat with pins and comb'd his hair: 
Curious it was, and laughable to fee 
The village-merchant mounted in his chair: 
Shelves, pil'd with lawns and linens, in his head, 
Coatings and ſtuffs, and cloths, and ſcarlets red— 
All that would tuit man, woman, girl, or boy; 
Muſins and muſlinets, jeans, grograms, corduroy. 
Alack! faid I, he little, little, dreams 
That all the caſh he guards with ſtudious care 
His caſh! the mother of a thouſand ſchemes, 
Will hardly buy a load of earthen ware! 
But why ſhould i cxcite the hidden tear 
By whiſpering truths ungrateful to his ear; 
Still let him travel on, with ſcheming pate, 
Az diſappointment never comes too late. 
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THROUGH woods obſcure and dull perplexing ways, 

Slow and alone, he urg'd the clumſy wheel; 
Now {topping ſhort, to let his horſes graze, 
Now treating them with ſtraw and Indian meat: 
At length a I ſteeple caught his eye, 
Higher (thought he) than ever kite did fly ;— 
But ſo it is, theſe churc hmen are ſo proud 

They ever will be climbing to a cloud; 

Bound on a ſky-blue cruiſe, they always rig 
The longeſt ſteeple, and the largeſt wig.” 

Now ſafe arrived upon the pebb'ed way, 
Where well-born ſteeds the rattling coaches trail, 
Where ſhops on ſhops are ſeen—and ladies gay 
Walk with their curtains ſome, and ſome their veil; 
Where ſons of art their various labours {ſhow 
And one cries £4! and one cries muffins Lo! 
Amaz'd, alike, the merchant, and his pair 
Of ſcare-crow ſteeds, did nothing elſe but tare; 
So new was all tne ſcene. that, ſmit with awe, 
They grinn'd, and gaz'd, and gap'd at all they ſaw, 
And —— ſtopp'd, to ak at every door, 

60 * can you tell us where's the cheapeſt ore!” 
* The cheapeſt flore ! (a fly retailer ſaid) 

« Cheaper than cheap, guid faith, I have to ſel! ; 

Here are ſome colaur'd cloths that never fade: 

«© No other ſhop can ſer ve you half ſo well ; 

« Wanting fome money now, to pay my rent, 

«« PI] fell them at a 7 of one per cent. — 

« Hnm-hums are here aud muſli us Dt you plen 

«© Bandanas, baftas, pullcats, Iudia teas; 

«« Improv'd by age, and no grown very old, 

And given away, you may depends not fold!” 

Lur'd by the bait the wily ſhopman laid, 

He gave his ſteeds their meis of ſtraw and meal, 
Then gazing round the ſhop, thus, cautious ſaid, 
« Well, if you ſell ſo cheap, I think we'il deal; 
« But pray remem ber, *tis for goods I'm come, 
« For, as to polecats, we've enough at home— 
« Full forty pounds I have, and that in gold 

* (Enough to make a trading min look bold) 

« Unrig your ſhelves, and let me take a peep; 

1 Tis odds I leave them bare, you ſell ſo cheap.“ 
The city merchant ſtood, with lengthen'd jaws , 
And ſtar'd awhile, then made this ſhort reply 

* You clear my ſhelves! (he ſaid)—this helf of gauze 
* Is more than all your forty pound can buy: — 

„On yonder board, whoſe burthen feems fo fmall 
*'T hat one man's pocket might contain it all, 
More value lies, than you and all your ric 
From Adam down, could purchaſe or poſtc!:.” 
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Convinc'd, he turn'd him to arother ſtreet, 
Wher: humble fi; omen from the crowd retreat; 
Here caught his eye coarſe C-ihcoes ind crape, 
Pipes : ard tobacco, ricklenburghs and tape, 
P.tchers ant p PRs, of value not fo high 
But be mig ut 1 I, and For rounds would buy. 

Some Jugs, ſeme POTS, ſome ufty elis of tape, 
A keg of wine, Citi of ow proof rum, 

Bung'd cleſo—tor fear the loirit ſhould eſcape 

That mary 2 fot was waiting for at home; 

A groſs &f mine: a Cric of home made gin, 

Ten, vowder, how ſm Il paiceis he laid i in; 
Letaſſes, too, for Avic. eli» loving wights, 

(Srviclelt, that wings Sangrado's bIdeſt flights, 


When harſting I wu, the Wild ideas roll, 


3 std from that farthing-candle, call'd his ſoul:) 
A! thate h 


To urnich out his LI Hliputian ſtore; 

Brit caſh fe?! ſhort—and they who ſmil'd while yet 
The caſh ramain'd, now took a ſerious fit=: 

No more the ſliop-girl could his talk endure, 

Put, lik her Cat, {at ſullen and demure 

The duil retailer found no more to ſay, 

Pu: ſhook his head, and wiſh'd to ſneak away, 

Leaving his hooſe-dog now, to make reply, 

Ard watch the counter with a lynx's eye 

Our merchant took * hint, and off he went, 

Reſolv'd to ſell at zxrenty ve per cent. 


ETURNING far c'er many a hill and ſtone 
And much in dread his earthen-ware would break, 
Thoughtful he rode, and uttering many a groan 
Leſt at ſome worm- hole vent his caſk ſhould leak— 
His cak, that he: d the joys of rural ſquire 
Mähich even, was ſaid the parſon did admire, 
And valned more then all the duſty p*g's 
That C:lvin penn'd, and fifty other ſages 
Once high in fame—beprais'd in verſe and proſe, 
But now unth mb'd, enjoy a ſafe repoſe. 
At duſt of eve he reac h'd his 0:4 abode, 
Around kim quick his anxious ownſmen came, 
One 1%'d what iuck had h 127d him on the road, 
And one ungear'd the m id- beſpatter'd team. 
While on his cat each glanc da oving eye, 
Poticn Ut, tO 3 1 15 dare a brik reply 
Told all tart had befall'n him on his way, 
Wirt wo! Ader 5 18. the town detain'd his ſtay 
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Ala Ts and vater: A bererzze much uſed in the Eaſtern States. 


bon. ght, and would have purchas'd more, 
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« Houſes as high as yonder white-oak tree 
te 4nd boats of mo ir ous ſixe that go to ſea, 
« Streets throng'd with buy folk, lite ſwarming hive s 
« The lord knows bow they all contrgus to live— «+ 
« No ploughs I. ſaw, no pes, no care, no charge, 

I fact, they all are gentlemen at large, 

& And goods ho trick on every Winaaw tie, 

4% They all jeem born to ſeil—and none tc buy.“ 
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ALACK-a-day! on life's uncertain road 
How many plagues, what evils mult befall;—— 
wa has on none unmingled blifs beſtow'd, 
ut diſappointment 15 the lot of all: 
Thieves rob our ſtores, in ſpite of locks and keys, 
Cats ſteal our cream, and rats in feſt our cheeſe, 
The gayeſt coat a greaſe- ſpot may aſſail, 
Or Suſan pin a diſh-clout to its tail. 
Our village merchant (truſt me) had his ſhare 
Of vile mis-haps—for now, the goods, unpackt, 
Diſcover'd, what might make a deacon {wear 
Jugs, cream-pots, pipes, and grog-bowls ſadly crackt—— 
A general groan throughout the crowd was heard; 
Moſt pitied him, and ſome his ruin fear'd; 
Poor wight! *twas fad to fee him fret and chafe, 
While each enquir'd, “Sr, is the rum-caſe ſafe ?"? 
Alas! even that ſome miſchief had endur'd——; 
One raſcal hoop had ftarted near the chine!— 
Then curiouſly the bung-hole they explor'd, 
With ſtem of pipe, the leakage to define— 
Five gallons muſt be charg'd to os and gain! 
„Five oallons! (cry'd the merchant, writh'd with pain J— 
% Noww mcy the coofer never fee full flaſe, 
« But ſtill be driving at an empty ces - 
« Five gallons might have meli;w.*d down the gui re 
« And made tie captain ſtrut a full inch higher ; 
« Five gallons might ha ve prompied many a ſung, 
And made à froiic more than five days long : 
"« Five gallons now are lift, and. ia to think, 
« That when they leak'd—no ſoul wwas there to drin!“ 
Now, fiightly treated with a prorf-ela/s dram, 
Each neighbour took his leave, and went to bed, 
All but our merchant: he, with grief o'ercome, 
Re.oly'd ſtrange notions in his 8 head 
For loſſes ſuch as theſe, (thought he) 'tis meant, 
That goods are fold at Fwentyaſi ve per cent: 
«« No doubt theſe trading men know what is juſt, 
«Tis twenty f ve times what they colt at firſt!” 
So rigging off his ſhelves, by light of candle, 
The ancient ſmoke-houſe walls begin to ſhine: 
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Here, ſtood his tea-pots—ſome without a handle 

A broken jar—and there his keg of wine; 

Pipes, many a dozen, ordered in a row; 

Jugs, mugs, and grog-bowls leſs for ſale than ſhow: 
The leaky cak, repleniſh'd from the we.l, 


Roll'd to its birth—6at wwe 0 tales will tel. 4 
Catching the eye in eiegant diſplay, 1 


All was arranged and ſnug, by break of day: 


The blue dram-bottle, on tne counter plac'd, 


Stood, all prepar'd for him that buys to tafte——; 4 
Sure bait! by which e mon of cap is taken, ; 
As rats are caught by chevte, or ſcraps of bacon. p 


Now, from ail parts the rural people ran, 1 
With ready caſh, to buy what migut be bought: " 
One went to chncſe a pot, and one a an, 5 
And they that hid no pence their produce brought, | 
A hog, a calf, ſafe halter'd by the neck; 

Potatoes (Ireland's giory) many a peck; 
Bacon and checſe, of real value more 
Than India's gems, or all Potofi's ore. 

Some queitions a'k'd, the folks began to ſtare—— 
No ſou! would purchaſe, pipe, or pot. or pan: 

Fach ſhovuk his head hung back « Your goods ſo dear“ 
in fact (ſaid they) Ve de viPs in the man! 

Rum ne er hall meet my lips (cry'd honeit Sam) 

In ſhape of toddy, punch, grog, fling, or dram 5 

No cajh of mine you'll get (ſuid Houting Kate} 

« While gauze is valuci at jo dear a rate.” | 

Thus things dragg'd on tor many a tedibus day; 

No cuſtom cane; and nought but diſcoatent ; 
Gloom'd through the ſhop Mell, let them have their way, 
(The merchant ſaid) I/ jel! at cent per cent, 


wa By ich, 'tts plain, 1 ccc mf AN ſave, 4 VN 

For cent per cent is juſt ihe price I gave.“ | | & 5 
« Now! (cry'd the *ſquire, who ſtill had kept his pence} IP 

. Now, fir, you reaſon lite a man of ſenſe ! "3p 


Cuſtom will now from c very quarter comes | | 
4 [1 joy eam hall fliw tue inſdiring rum Co 
2045 tt / A . 5 y $4 

& 770 every foul in pleaſing dre aus be ſu-k, 3 

Hud even our SOCRATES Himel. is drunk 1? 
Soon were the thelves diiburiaen'd of their load; 

In three ſhort hours the keg of wine ran dry— 

Swift from us tap even dull mol.iſes flow'd; 

Each ſaw the rum-cak waſting, with a üg 

Here lies a worthy coſe (Sangrado ſaid) 

*« [ts debt to drinkards now, no doubt, is pa 

* Well----'twas a wile diſeaſe that hell d it, ſure, 

„A quick conſumption, that no art could cure! 

« Thus ſhall we all, when life vain dream is out, 

« Be ladg'd in corners dares er fick A about! 
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* 


** 


es Time ir the tapſter of our race below, 

& That turns the key, and vids the juices flow: 
« Quitting my books, henceforth be mine the taſt 
«« To mralize upon this EMPTY CASE 


« Thank heaven, weve had the rA TE -/ far 'twas well 


« And flill, thro' mercy, may enjoy the SMELL!” 


E Fi: OG UE 
IVELL !—ftrange it is, that men will till apply 


Things to themſelves, that authors never meant : 

Each country merchant aſts me, Is it 1 
On whom your r.yming ridicule is ſpent? 

Friends, hold your tongues —ſuch, myriads of your race 
Adorn Columbia's fertile, favour'd climes, Pl 

A man might rave ſe ven years from place to place 
Ere he <vould know the ſubj ect of my rhymes —= 

Perhaps in Jerſey is this creature known, 
Perhaps New-England claims him for her own: 
And if from Fancy's world this wight I drew, 
What is the imagin d character to you ? 

[Anno 1768.] 


EFTST-OLARY LINES 


On Taz DEATH or « FIDDLER. 


Tx Life's fair morn a FioDLe, was his choice, 

This he preferr'd to Reaſon's ſober voice; 

Some ſcores of tunes, on cat-gut taught to play, 

Sweetly he ſcrap'd the dream of life away: 

From houſ? to houſe (the joy of all) he ran, 

Welcome to all, this muſic-making man; 

Where'er he went, he bade all diſcord ceaſe 

And howling brats by him were huſh'd to peace: 

Where'er he went, to play for beau or belle, 

Much they admir'd the 60D within the hell; 

Each grey-hair'd dame for that poſtpor'd all care, 

nd own'd this fiddle was a ſweet affair.—- 

No foe had he ('twas worthy of remark) 

Except, perhaps, the preacner and his clerk, 

Some deacon grave, who liv'd by looking ad, 

Some rival wight, who no ſuch fiddle had: 

Theſe were, indeed, diſguſted with its tone; 

Becauſe—the world preferr'd it to their own. 
But, mark the event—with all his fiddling fill, 

Fs man of tunes went capering dowa tas Aill: 
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From endleſs mirth, an idle habit ſprung, 

And years advanc'd, in ſpite of all he ſung !— 

Deſpiüng home, and abſent day from day, 

Perplext with weeds his little garden lay ;— 

Hence plagues came on, and hence, too ſoon aroſe 

From midnight drams the diamonds on his noſe; 

Hence, ſaucy cares, that would no longer wait, 

Sciz'd all tae man, and pictur'd out his tate, 

New artiſts roſe; that each became his foe, 

Play'd livelier tunes (or people thought them ſo) ; 

Soon out of date the grey-hair'd {craper grew, 

(The truth was this, they wanted ſomething xew:) 

Surpriz'd he faw full ſeventy years were pait— 

And do 1 wake!—(th2 fiddier cry'd) at laſt? 

« While others toil'd, 72 bleſs the rainy day, 

« Ye gods! have I dove nothing elſe but play?“ 

With grief he ſaw the patches on his coat, 

Himſelf—hͤis fiddle—on the world ahoat; 

His hat, a flouch that beggars might abuſe, 

And toes uncouth, that peep'd fro: both his ſhoes 

Then curs'd his ſtrings, his 104n, ant his art, 

And ſaid— Tis ſo! your fiddier mult depart!” 
Now he is dead —ye few that prize him (till, 

That once admir'd—nay, once ador'd iis kill; 

And rhov, to whom 1 dedicate my lay, 

Ah! for the joys he gave, this tribute pay! 

You—at whoſe wedding he io Snely play'd, 

That night, when CEL1a ceas 4 to be a maid, 


Whoſe charms, THAT NIGHT, bade every boſom glow, 


Charms, that were toaſted twenty years ago! 
To him—that once you deem'd out- done by none, 
For him, provide the monumental ſtone! 

From other worlds he nad not much to hope, 

No ſlave to Luther, Calvin, or the Pope. 
(Perhaps ſome better work empioys him there 
Perhaps on Pluto's coaſt no fiddies are!—) 
Howe'er that be, allow me to remark— 

(Since things to come are ſadly in the dark) 

A NEwaRK STONE, companion of repoſe, 

Should tell the inſcription that the Mute beſtows: 
And ert that STONE his mouldering duſt confines, 
You give me but the BIN T—I'Il write the lines! 


0 * 
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ON AMERICAN ANTIQUITY. 


Aura, to every climate known, 

Spreads her broad boſom to the burning zone, 

'To eicher pole extends her vait domain 

Where varying ſuns o'er different ſunimers reign. 

Wide wandering ſtreams, vaſt plains, and pathleſs woods, 

Bold chores, contii'd by circunicribing floods, 

Denote this land—whole fertile, Howery breaſt 

Teems with all life and man, its nobler gueſt, 

In days of old, from ocean's deepeſt hed, 

Gul»hs unexplor'd, and countries of the dead, 

Rous'd by ſome voice, that thook all nature's frame, 

From the vaſt depth this new creation came: 

Perpetual change its varying nature feels, 

The wave once flow'd that now with froſt congeals, 

Suns on its breaſt have ſhed a feebler fire, 

Oceans have r id where mountains now aſpire. 

'The ſoil's proud lord a changetul temper knows, 

From differing earths his various nature grows: 

Long, long before the time that ſophiſts plan 

Exiſted in theſe woods the race of man, 

Warm'd into life by ſome creating flame, 

All worlds pervading, and through all, the fame ! 
Not from the weſt their ſwarthy tribes they brought, 

As Europe's pride and Afa's fo ly taught; 

With the ſame eaſe the great diſpoſing power 

Produc'd a man, a reptile, or a flower:;— 

See the ſwift deer, in lonely wilds that ſtrays, 

See the tall elk, that in the valley plays, 


See the fierce tiger's raging, ravenous band, 


And wolves (their race as ancient as the land) 

Did theſe of old from bleak Kam/hatta come, 
And traverſe ſeas, to find a happier home 
No!----from this duſt, this common 4%, they drew 
Their different forms, proud man, zar moulded you.— . 
At firſt, half beaſts, untaught to till the Id, 

Careleſs, they fed from Nature's foſtering hand; 

In depths of deferts dream'd their lives away, 

Sought no new worlds, nor look'd beyond to-day: 

The Almighty power, that lives and breathes through all, 
Bade ſome faint rays on theſe dark nations fall; 


Early, to them did reaſoning ſouls impart, 


Inventive genius, and ſome dawn of art; 

Then left them here, with ſenſe anough to win, 
Or cheat the bear, or panther of his in; 
Mean huts to build, regardleſs of their form, 
Completely bleſt, if ſheltered from the ftorm; 
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e the ſ-aſons change, day turn tongh'; 
Bow Yo the lamps of heaven that gave them icht, 
Deum'd in the ſpring, or bade the ſum er gw. 
Their harveſts ripen, and their gurdens grow 


— 


1 


K B A TAVIAN PICTURE. 


Cox: oi the carth, for plodding genius fam'd, 
Batavia long her earthborn natives claim'd:; 
P-got from , try, and not fr-m lese, 
Swarming at length, to theſe fair climes they move. 
Still in cheſe c.inies their numerous race ſurvive, 
And, born to labour, {til are fourd to thrive; | 
Th. o' rain and funſhine toiling for their heirs . 
'Ihey hold no natioa on this earth like theirs, 
Fond cf themſelves, no generous motives bind, 
To thoſe that ſocak their gibberiſh, only kind :— 
Yet ſtul ſeme virtues, candor muſt confeſs, 
And truth ſhall own, ſome virtues they poſſeſs: 
Where'er they fix, all nature imues around 
Groves bend with fruit and pienty cloathes the ground; 
No b:rren trees to ſhade their domes are ſeen, 
Trees muſt be fertile, and their dwellings clean, 
No idle fancy darcs its whims apply, 
Or hope attention from the maſter's eye, 
All tends to ſomething chat muſt pelf produre, 
All for ſome end, and every thing its uſe :— 
Liernal ſcowetings keep their floors afloat 
Neat as the outſide of the Sunday coat; 
Tha hoe, the loom, the female band employ, 
Theſe all their pleaſure, theſe their darling joy; 
The frong-ribb'd laſs no idle paſhons move, 
No frail ide s of romantic love 
He to her heart the readieſt path can find 
Who comes witi geld, and courts her to be kind, 
She heeds not valour, learning, Wit, or birth, 
Minds not the ſwain—bit aks him whit he's worth, 
No female feirs in her firm bieaſt p:evail, 
he heim ſhe handles and the tr.ms the tail, - 
In ſome imail barque the way to market tinds, * | 1 
Hauls aft the ſheet, or veers it to the winds, 
Vhile plc'd a-head, ſabſervient to her will, 
Ila ſmokes his pipe, and wonders at her ſkill. 
Hecilth to their colis—thus may they ſtyl go on 
Curie on my pen! Wat virtues ave 1 drawn! 
Is this the general taſte? No (Truth rep.es}— 
If Had of beauty, guiltiels of dilg.auc, 
— ; 4 
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See- here, the ſocial circle meant to grace) 

The fair Ceſarean ſhades her lovely face,— 

S12, early held to happier taks at home, 

Prefers the labours that her ſex become, 

Remote from view, directs ſome favourite art, 7 
And leaves to hardier man the ruder part. 


— 
_ * 


FARMER DOBBINS's Cour rar, 


HREE daughters I have, and as prettily made, 
As han dſome as any you'll ſee, 
And lovers they count—but ſtill Pm afraid 

They always wul hang upon me. 2 


In writing of letters, and talking of love 

They are foo!1ſhly ſpending their time; L 
One gives them a ribbon, and one a new glove, 
Aa4 thus chey are p#.ing taeir prime. 


Wich idle romances my book-caſe is ſtor'd 
That teach not to -raiſe or to pray, 
And the Bible itſelf is diſcharg'd from the board, 


Were, once, with Jack Bunyan it lay. 


Theſe bucks of the town, with their elegant coats 
I'm iick of their horſes and chairs: 

They plunder my hay, and they pilfer my oats— 
Am J keeping a tavera, my dears? 


Theſe ſuitors and h vers, that never can love, 
Content with a ſqueeze of the hand; 

Tho' often the ſubject of Hymen I move, 
Tis a ſubject tuey can't underitand. 


This courting and courting, and never concluding 
Is nonlenie—Pm ſorry to ſay: 

Your king and playing is rather intruding 
Unleſs—you will take them away ! 
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T H E 


PYRAMIDS OF EGYPT. 
4 B t A 1 Us 


Scene. EA YPr. 
Perſons. TRAVELLER, GENIUS, Tink, 


. 


* n a 
———_ 
* — — 


Traveller. 


\ Y HERE are thoſe far-fam'd piles of human grandeur, 
Thoſe ſpiinxes, pyramids, and Pompey's pillar, 
That bid defiance to the arm of 118 
Teil me, dear Gex1vus, for J loag to ſee them. 


A 4 
A w 
* - 


Genius. 

Ar Alexandria riſes Pompey's pillar, 
Whoſe date is but of yeſterday, compar'd 
With thoſe prodigi us fabricks that you ſee 
O'er yonder diſtant plain upon whoſe breaſt 
Old Nile hath never roll'd his ſwelling ſtream, 
The only plain ſo privileg'd in Egypt; 

Theſe pyramids may well excite your wonder, 
They are of moſt remote antiquity, 
Almoſt co-eval with thoſe cloud-crown'd hills 
That weſtward from them riſe—long ere the age 
That ſaw old Babel's tower aipiring high, 

Then firſt the ſage Egyptian architects 

Theſe ancient turrets to the heaven rais'd ;— 
But Babel's tower 15 gone, and theſc remain! 


Traveller. : 
Old Rome I thought unrival'd in Ler years, 
At leaſt the remnants that we find at Rome. y 
Deep are they ſunk in dark antiquity ;— 
But theſe, you tell me, are of older date. 


Genius. 
Talk not of Rome! —before they iopt a buſh 
From the even hills where Rome, earth's empreſs, ſtood, 
\ Theſe pyramids were old their birth-day 1s 
Beyond tradition's reach, or hiſtory. 


Traveller. 
Then let us haſte toward thoſe piles of wo der 
That ſcorn to bend beneath this weight of years 
Lo! ton y view, the aweful manſions riſe 
The pride of art, the ſleeping place of death! 
Are theſe the four prodigious monuments 
That ſo aſtoniſh every generation——_ 
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Let us examine this, the firſt and greateſt— 

A ſ:cret horror, chills my breaſt, dear Genius, 
To touch theſe monuments that are ſo ancient, 
The f2irfal property of ghoſts and death !——— 
Aa of ſich mighty bulk, that I preſume 

A rac2 of giants were the architects. 
Si1cz theſe proud fabricks to the heavens were rais'd 
How many generations have decay'd, 

How many monarchies to ruin paſs'd! 

Ji »v miny empires hid their riſe and fall! 

Waile th2ie remain—and promiſe to remain 

A3 ͤong as yonder ſun, thit gi ds their ſummits, 

Or moon or ſtars their wonted circuits run. 


Genius. 
— — The time will come 
W 121 the ſe ſtupendous piles you deem immortal, 
Worn dit with age, ſhall moulder on their baſes, 
An! aon, down, low to endleſs ruin verging, 

O erwneim'd by duſt, be ſeea and knowa no more! 
Ages ago. 1: dark oblivion's la 

Hal they b2en ſhrouded, bat the atmoſphere 

In tneſe pirch'd elimat es, hoſtile to decay, 

I: Hreganant with no rain, that by its moiſture 

MM 21: wat? their bulk in ſach exceſs of time, 

A» | prove them merely.mortal.— 

as on.this plain the anciznt Memphis ſtood, 

Her wal's encircled taeſe tall pyramids | 
Bit w er2 is Pharaoh's palace, wh ire the domes 
O: Igoot's haughty lords? all, all are gone, 
And ak: the phantom, ſnows of a Miy morning, 
Left not a veſtige to remember them | 


Traveller, 
How hall I reach the vertex of this pile 
How thall-T clumber up its ſhelviag ſides? 
I ſcarce eadure to glance towards the ſummit, | 
It ſeems among the clouds When was't thou rais'dF 
O work of more than m irtal majeſty— 
Was this prodac'd by perſevering man, 
Or did the gods erect this pyramid? 
| Genius. 
Nor gods, nor giants raiz'd this pyramid— 
It was the toil of mortals Ike yourſelf, 
Tant ſwell'd it to the ſkies 
Sceſt thou you? little door? Through that they paſs'd. 
Who rais'd ſo high this aggregate of wonders! 
What cannot tyrants do, | 
When they have ſubje& nations at their will, 
And the world's wealth to grati'y ambition! 
Millions of ſlaves beneack their labours fainted 


2 


22 POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


Who here were doom'd to toil inceſſantly, 

And years elaps'd wiule groaning myriads ſtrove 
To raiſe this mighty tomb—and but to hive 
The worthleſs bones of in Egyptian king.— 

O wrerch, might not a humbler tomb aave done, 
Could nothing but a pyramid inter thee? 


Traveller. 
Perhaps old Jacob's race, when here m__ 
Rais'd, in their years of bondage, this dread pile. 


Genius. 

Before the Jewiſh patriarchs ſaw the light, 
While.yet the globe was in its infancy 
"Theſe were erected to the pride of man 
Six thouſand years have run their tedi us round 
Since theſe ſmooth ſtones were on each other laid, 
Six houſand more may run as dull a round 
Ere Egypt ſees her pyramids decay'd. 

Traveller. 
But ſifer me to enter, and behold 
"The interior wonders of this edifice. 


Genius. 

*Tis darkneſs all, with hateful filence join'd=— 
Here drowſy bats enjoy a dull repoſe, 

And marble coffins, vacant of their bones, 

Show where the royal dead in ruin lay! 

By every pyramid a temp!e roſe 

Where oft, in concert, thoie of ancient time 
Sung to their goddeſs Is1s hymns of praiſe; 

But tneſe are failen!—their columns too ſuperb 
Are levell'd with the duſi—nor theſe alone— 
Where is thy vocal ſtatue, Memnon, now, 

That once, reſponſive to the morning beams, 
Harmoniouily to father Phoebus ſung ! 

V here is the image that in paſt time ſtood 
High on the ſummit of yon” pyramid ?— 

Sui may\you fee its poliſh'd pedeſtal— 

Where art thou ancient Thebhes? 
All vaniſh'd! crumbled into mother duſt, 
And nothing of antiquity remains 

But theſe huge pyramids, and yonder hills, 


T ime. 
Old Babel's tower hath felt my potent arm, 
I ruin'd Echatan and Batylon, 
Thy huge Coloſſus, Rhodes, I tumbled down, 
Aud on theſe pyramids I ſmote my icythe; 
But they reſiſt its edge then let them ſtand. 
But 4 can boaſt a greater feat than this, 
i long ago have ſhrouded thoſe in death 


1. 


all buried low, 
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Who made theſe ſtructures rebels to my power 
Bat, O return —I 1ele piles are not immortal! 
This earth. with all 1's doit of hills and mountains, 
Sail perih by my h-nl——+the1 how can theſe, 
T.iete hoary heudd pyramils of Egypt, 
That are but d yind'e I warts upon her body, 
That 01 a little, little ſpot of ground 
Extinguich the dill r liance of the ſun, 
Be „r o. to death ind me ——Trave.ler return 
Tnere's nought but GOD immortal Hs alone 
Exits ſ:cace, when Genius, Min, ini Time, 
(Lime not immortal, but a viewleſs point 
In the vat c rc:2 of ecernity) 
Are ſwallow'd ip, and, like the pvramils, 
Leave nn) an atom for their monument! 

[Awo 1769.] 
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The BANISHED MAN. 


One: Man may every region claim, 

And Nature is, in all, the lame, 

And we a pirt of her w de plan, 

Tell me, what makes THE Baxisn'd Man? 


The fivourite ſpot, that gave us birth, 
We foadly call, our motaer eurtn; 
And hence o ir vain diſtinctions grow, 
And man to man becomes a fue. 


That friendſhip to all nations due, 

And taught by reaſon to purſue, 

That love, which ſhoald the world combine, 
To Camry why do we confine! 


The Grecian ſage (old tories ſay) 
When queſtion's where his country lay, 
Int2ir'd by heaven, made no reply, 
Lut, rais'd his finger to tue ky. 


No region has, on earth, been known 

But iome, of choice, have made their own :— 
Your tears are not from Reaſon's ſource 

If choice can rak2 the path of force. 


« Alas! (you cry) that is not all: 

« My former friendſhips I recall, 

„My houſe, my farm, my days, my nights, 
« Scencs vaniſh'd now, and paſt deligats.“ —» 
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D:Rance for abſence you miſtake 
libre, days and nights their circuits make; 
Here, Nature walks her bcauteous round, 


And friendſhip may—perhaps—be found, 


If times grow dark, or wealth retires, 
Let Reaſon check your proud defires: 
Virtue the humbleſt och can wear, 
And lois of wealth is loſs of care. 


Thus, half unwilling, half reſign'd, 
2elponding, why, the generous mind ?— 
Think rig2t,—nor be the hour delayed 
That flies the ſun, to ſeek the ſhade. 


Though injur'd, exil'd, or alone, 
Nobly preſume the world your own, 
Convinc'd that, fince the world began, 
Time, only, makes The Baniſb'd Man. 


COLUMBUS TO FERDINAND. 


Columbus was a conſiderable number of years engaged in ſoliciting the Court of 

Spain to fit him out, in order to diſcover a new Continent, which. he imagined 

to cxiſt ſome here in the weſtern parts of the ocean. During his negeciations, a 

he is here ſuppoſed to addreſs king Ferdinand in the following ſtanzas. 5 
Ii usrRIOUS Monarch of Iberia's ſoil, : 
Too long I wait permiſſion to depart; 0 
Sick of delays, I beg thy liſtening ear Bly 
Shine forth the patron and the prince of art, 92 


While yet Columbus breathes the vital air, 
Grant his requeſt to paſs the weſtern main: 
Reſerve this glory for thy native ſoil, 


And what mult pleaſe thee more—for thy own reign. 


Cf this huge globe, how ſmall a part we know 
Does heaven their worlds to weſtern ſuns deny? 
How diſproportion'd to the mighty deep 
The lands that yet in human proſpect lie! 


Does Cynthia, when to weſtern ies arriv'd, 
Spend her ſweet beam upon the barren main 
And ne'er illume with midnight ſplendor, ſhe, 
The natives dancing on the hghtiome green—? 


Should the vaſt circuit of the world contain 
Such waſtes of ocean, and ſuch ſcanty land. 
Tis reaſon's voice that bids me think not ſo ; 

i think more nobly of the Almighty hand, 
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Does yon” fair lamp trace half the circle round 

To light the waves and moniters of the ſeas ?— 

No—be there muſt, beyond the billowy waſte, * 
Iſlands, and men, and animals, and trees. 


An unremitting fame my breaſt inſpires | 
To ſeek new lands amidſt the barren waves, 's 
Were fal ing low, the ſource of day deſcends, 
And the blue ſea his evening viſage laves. 


Hear, in his tragic lay, Cordova's ſage: * 

«The time will come, <vhen numerous years are paſt, 
«© The ocean ſhall unlooje the bands of things, 

« Ard an extended region riſe at laſt ; 


« 4rd Ty HIS ſpall diſcloſe the mighty land \ 
« Par, far away, where none have rov'd before ; 

« Nor ſhall the world's remoteſt region be 

©« Gibraltar's rock, or THULE's ſavage ſhore.” 


Fir'd at the theme, I languiſh to depart, 

Supply the barque, and bid Columbus ſal, 

He fe:rs no ſto. ms upon the untravell'd deep; 
2aſon ſhall ſteer, and ſkill diſarm the gale. 


Nor does he dread to loſe the intended courſe, 
Though far from land the reeling galley ſtray, < 
And ſkies above, and gulphy ſeas below | 

Be the ſole objects ſeen for many a day. 


Think not that Nature has unveil'd in vain 


'The myſtic magnet to the mortal eye : of 
So late have we the guiding needle plann'd 4 
Only to fail beneath our native ſky? c 
Ere this was known, the ruling power of all | 
Form'd for our uſe an ocean in the land, I 


Its breadth ſo ſmali, we could not wander long, 
Nor long be abſent from the neighbouring itrand, 


But ſtars no more ſhall point our daring way 
The Bear ſhall fink, and every guard be drown'd, 
And great Arcturus ſcarce eſcape the ſea, 


When ſouthward we ſhal! ſteer O grant my with, . 

Supply the barque, and bid Columbas ſail, 

He dreads no tempeſts on the untravell'd deep, | | 

Reaſon ſhall ſteer, and {kill diſarm the gale. - | 1 
Seneca the Poet, native of Cordova in Spain. Vent anris c serii, guibug 

ccranus vincula rerum ſaxet, et ingens pateat tellus, Typhisque nog d tt orbes 5 net 

ue tern: im 7 ,]... bcneca. Med. Act 11. V. 375. | 


Short was the courſe, and guided br: the ſtars, | 
' 
[ 


— 
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* 


THE DESERTED FARM-H O USE. 


* 


HIS antique dome th infatiate tooth of time 
Now level with the duit has almoſt jaid ;— 
Yet ere 'tis gone, | ſeize wy humble theme 
From tixele low ruins, that his years have made. 


Behold the urſocial hearth!--where once the fires 

Blaz'd high, and tooth'd the wintty travelier's woes; 
de the weak roof, that abler props requires, 

Admits the winds, and ſwift deſcending ſnows. 


Here, to forget"the labours of the day, 

No more the ſwains at evening hours repair, 

But wandering focks aſſume he well known way 
„Jo ſhun the rigours of the midnight air. 


In yonder chamber, half to ruin gone, 

Once ſtood the ancient houſewife's curtain'd bed 
Timely the pradent matron has withdrawn, 

Aud eaca domeltic comfort wita her fled. 


T'he trees, the lowers that her o vn hands had rear'd, 


'Tne p.ants, the vines, that were ſo verdant ſcen,— 
Ine tres, the flowers, the vines have diſappear'd, 
And every p:ant has vanich'd from tae green. 


So fits in tears on wide Campania's plain 

Rome, once the miſtreſs of a worid enſlav'd; 
That triumph'd o'er the land, ſubdued the main, 
And Time himſelf, in her wiid tranſports, brav'd. 


So fits in tears on Pa'eftina*s ſhore 

The Hehre towa, of ſplendor once divine 
Her kings, her lords, her triumphs are no more; 
diain are her prieits, and ruin'd every ſhrine. 


- 


Once, in the bounds of this deſerted room, 

P rhaps ſome ſwain noRurnal courtſhip made, 
P-raaps ſome Sycr/ack mus'd amidſt the gloom; 
Since Love and Death forever ſcek the ſhade. 


Perhaps ſome miſer, doom'd to diſcontent, 
Kere counted o'er the heaps acquir'd with pain: 
He to the duſt—his gold, on track ſent, 
Shall ne'er diſgrace theie mouldering walls again. 


Nor ſhall the glow-worm fopling, ſunſhine bred, 
Seek, at the evenug hour, this wonted dome 


x. 
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Time has reduc'd the fabrick to a ſhed, 
Scarce fit to be the wandering beggar's home. 


And none but I its diſmal doom lament— 

None, none but I o'er its cold aſhes mourn, 

Sent by the muſe—(the time perhaps mis-ſpent—) 

To write dull ſtanzas on this dome forlorn. 

"BEER EE EE EEE EE DE ES EB LLL.LEIE 


THE DEBTOR's SOLILOQUY. 


* Auer by truſt, from ſhop to ſhop I ran, 
Ga. + at ine windows deck'd with gaudy gear 

N Mullins. and lawns, and laces; papers, books, 

| And cloths, che fineſt from Britanni«'s iooms; 
Too te npting to the eye! Much did I talk 

Wien that thrice happy wight, who conſtant ſtands 
Mufing behind the counter—all his aim 

To catch che pence of lady or of ſquire, 


Moſt things I bought, but always figh'd for more. 
J bought, i d:ed—but not one ounce of wit; 
Mark taat, and mark ic down to my confution— 
O c edit, credit, what a cheat art thou! 
1 5414 no caſh—'twas noted for a crime 
By that recording hand, which wasTE-Book keeps. 
Nor that alone; but cruelly transfers 
To Journal, Ledger—and the lord knows what. 


Away I went; my buyings ſafely ſtow'd, 
W :2ther on negro's head, or dray—no matter 
So't paſs'd the joyous months that interven'd, 


. HE 
Wnile yet the buſy hours ran ſweetly on, 
le yet no 'prentice boys ayproach'd my door 
Wich lectures ſhort, but ſerious as the grave, 


Preaching up mournful truths from beardleſs chin! 


But pay-Day came at laf—and with it brought 
Unnumber'd plagues and cares, and doubts, and fears, 
And grants, and growls, and grumblings without end, 
And quirks, and quibbles, lies and ſubterfuges, 

Billets and notes with complimentscut ſhort; 


FT * 
. Fx 0 
ä 
n 6 8, 
. CAA, ng — * 


15 Ay ſuch as ſcarcely, ſaid, —I our humble ſervant! = 
3 Whene'er I walk'd the ſtreets, I found no ret— 1 
1 And rather would have met (horn'd, tail'd, and hooPd,) | 
9 Old Satan's ſelf, than fac'd one creditor 

# The knocker had no interval of pauſe, 

by And every man that came, came with a dun, 


And feacy looks, and ATE impertinence, 


—_——_—  - 


— 


23 POEMS ON SEVERAL occagions, 3 


And he vy lowering brow, that ſpoke no good!. + 
1olis*d to and fro? upon a fea of debt f 
Each day beheld me more and more diſtreſs'd; i 

A paper-kite amidſt the raging ſtorms, ; 5455 
A ſchool boys boat upon the Atlantic wave! 5 
What could I more I bundled up my duds, f 


Pull'd to the door, that ſtood upon a jar, « by 
Beneath the threſhold laid the landiord's key, 9 


And at the hour when ghoſts are ſaid to walk _ 1 

- March'd off, and left even Maſter Snip, unpaid! 4 
Blame me, ye men of cold philoſophy, | x 
That fear no ſheriffs, conſtables, or writs— af 
Blame me who wili—T reliſh not a jail, = 
And, be my trotters in what plight they may, Woe 
(Even tho* my foudzrous jack-bo-ts were unſoal'd) % 
Still ſhould they bear me from thoſe dull retreats 8 


Where want of ſpirit keeps the priſoner faſt, 
And wretches pine, and harpies turn the key. 
D= Das OX ou =w=zuopC__un=sa=u uOwm=vn=w wm m@©,iwrwwr=” 


T H K 
SABBATHDAT-CHACE 


Ox A fine Sunday morning I mounted my ſteed 

And ſouthward from Har TrokD had meant to proceed; 
My buggige was ſtow'd in a cart, very ſnug, 

Which RANGER, the gelding, was fated to lug; 

With his harneſs and buckles, he loom'd very grand, 
And was drove by young Daksr, a lad of the land 
On land, or on waier, moſt handy was he, 

A jockey on ſhore, and a ſailor at ſca, 

He knew all the. roads, he was ſo very keen, 


And the Bible by heart, at the age of fifteen, . 


As thus I jogg'd on, to my ſaddle confin'd, 
With Ranger and Darby a diſtance behind; += 
At laſt in full view of a ſteeple we came a 
With a cec& on the ſpire (J ſuppoſe he was game; 
A dove in the pulpit may ſuit your grave people, 
But always remember—a cock on the ſteeple) 
Cries Darby—“ Dear maſter, I beg you to ſtay; 
Believe me, there's danger in driving this way; 
Our deacons on Sundays have power to arreſt 
And lead us to church==if your honour thinks beſt— 
Tho' ſtiil I muſt do them the juſtice to tell, 
They would chooſe you ſhould pay them the fine—full as well.“ 


The fine (ſaid I) Darby, how much may it be- 
A ſhilling or ixpence?—why now, let me fee, 


' POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. = ag 


D Three ſhillings a-e all the ſmall pence that remain, 

52 And to change a half joe would be rather profane. 
Is it more than three ſhillings, the fine that you fpeak on; 
What ſay you good Darby will that ſerve the deacon? 

a « Three ſhiliings (cried Darby) why maſter you're jeſting ! 
f Let us AF while we can and make ſure of our weſting— 
Forty ſhillings, excuſe me, is to) much pay s 
It would take my month's wages—that's all I've to ſay!— 

Buy taking i road that inclines to the right 
The ſquire and the ſexton may bid us good night, 

If once to old Ranger I give up the rein 
Ihe parſon himſelf may purſue us in vain.” 
„Not I, my good Darby (I anſwer'd the lad) 
Leave the church on the left! thy would think we were mad; 
I would ſooner rely on the heels of my ſtecd, 

f And paſs by them all, like a 7eZ# indeed 
As long as I'm able to lead in the race 

Id Ranger, the gelding, will go a ou pace, 

As the deacon purſues, he will fly like a ſwallow, 
And you in the cart muſt, undoubtedly, follow,“ 1 5 

Then approaching the church, as we paſs'd by the door 
The ſexton peep'd out, with a ſaint or two more, 

A deacon came forward and wav'd us his hat, 

A ſignal to drop him fome money—mind that—! 
„% Now, Darby (I wkifper'd) be ready ta kin, 
Eaſe off the curb bridle—give Ranger the whip; 
While you have the rear, and myſelf lead the way, 
No doctor or deacon ſha'l catch us to day.“ 

By this time the deacon had mounted his poney 
And chac'd for the ſake of our ſouls, and—our money 
The ſaint, as he follow'd, 'cried—+* Stop them, halloo!“ 
As ſwift as he follow'd, as ſwiftly we lew— 

% Ah maſter! (ſaid Darby) I very much fear 

We myſt drop him ſome money to check his career, 
He is gaining upon us, and waves with his hat 
There's nothing, dear maſter, will top him but thai 
Remember the 1 (you well know the fable) 
Who flying the hanters as long as he's able, 

Wien he ſinds that his efforts can nothing avail 

But death and the puppies are cloſe at his tail, 
Inſtead of deſponding at ſuch a dead lift 

He bites off tþeir object, and makes a free gif. 
Since fortune ail hope of eſcaping denies 

Better give them a little, than loſe tie whole prize.“ 
But ſcarce had he ſpoke, when we came to a place 
Whoſe muddy condition concluded the chace, 

Down ſettled the cart—and old Ranger ſtuck faſt 
Ang! (ſaid the Saint) have J catch'd ye at la 
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MONUMENT CF PHAON 


Phaon, the admirer of Sappho, both of the iſle of Leſbos, privately forſook this: 


fi: object of his affections, and ſat out to vific forcigu countries. Sapp"o, 
after having long mourned his abſence (which is the ſubjett of ge of Gyid's 
fit.eit epiſtles) is here ſuppoſed to fall into the company ut lime a travels 
Yer, who informs her that he ſaw the tomb of a certain Phaon in ly, er. ed 
to his : emory ty a lady of the iſland, and gives her de inſcripcion, hin ting 
to her that, in all probability, it be longed to the ſame perſon ſhe bemoans. 
She thereupon, in 2 fit of rage and 4efpair, throws herſelf from the famous 
Leucadian rock, and periſhes in the gulph below, 


Sappho. 


No more I ing by yonder ſhaded ſtream, 
Where once int:a.c'd 1 fondly paſs'd the day, 
Supreme!y bleſt, when Phaon was my theme, 
But wretched now, when Phaon 15 away ! 


Of all the youths that grac'd our Leſbian iſle 

He, only he, my heart propitious found, 

So .oft his language, and ſo ſweet his ſmile, 

Heaven was my own, when Phaon claſp'd me round! 


But ſoon, too ſoon, the faithleſs lover fled, 
To wander on {ome diſtant barbarous ſhore— 
Who knows if Phaon is alive or dead, 

Or wretched Sapyho ihall behold him more. 


 Ihimenius. 
As late in fair Sicilia's groves I ftray'd, | . 
Charm'd with the beauties of the vernal ſcene 
Late me down am d the yew tree's ſhade, 
Flowers blooming round, with herbage freth and greens 


Not diſtant far a monument aroſe 

Among the trees, and form'd of Parian ſtone, 
And, as if there ſome ſtranger did repoſe, 

It ſtood negieCted, and it itood atone. 


Along its fides dependent ivy crept, 

The cypreſs bough, Plutonian green, was near, 
A ſcu!ptured Venus on the ſu mit wept, 

A penſive Cupid dropt the parting tear: 


Strains deep engrav'd on every ſide I read, 
How Phaon died upon that foreign ſhorc— 
Sappho, I think your Phaon muſt be dead: 
Sad were the ſtrains that did his fate deplore: 


2 — 4 9 
1 f _ 
* 


. 24 
E , 4 
51 


TY 
- 
* 
4 
I. 
95 5 


a I 


* 
A * by 


2 
* PIO 
* 


2 2 
Fa 


; 1 POEMS ON SEVERAL OCZCAIIINS. gr 
3 3 $29%ho., 
KR An fithleſs Phaon, thus from me to rove, 


And bleſs my rival in a foreign grove! 
Could Sicuy more charming foreſts ſhow 
Than thoſe chit in thy native Leſbos grow— 
Did fairer fruits adorn the bending tree 
Than thoſe that Lelbos did preſent to th2e! 
Or didit thou und through all the changing Air 
One beauty that with Sappho could compare! 
So ſoft, ſo ſweet, ſo charming and ſo kind, 
A face ſo fair, ſuch beauties of the mini— 
6 I'll go! and from the nigh Leuc adi in ſteep 
Take my laſt farewell in the lover's iea5, 
Ü charge thee Pnaon, by this deed of woe, a 
Fa To meet me in the E!y.an ſhades b:loy, 
No rival beauty ſhall pretend a ſhare, 
Sappho alone thall walk with Phacn there. 
Sat ſ»oke, and downward from the mountain's height 
Plung'l in tue plaſhy wave to everlaſting nig it. | 
Hr + OOH” 
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\ } AREFUL, vagrant, reliefs thing, 
Ever wandering on the wing, | 
Who thy wondrous fource can find, 
1 Fancr, regent of the mind; 


A ſpark from Jove's reſplendent throne 

But thy nature all unknown. 

Tuis ſpark o bright, celeſtial flame, | 
From Jove's ſeraphic altar came, | 
And hence mankind in man may trace, | 
Reſemblance to the immortal race. 5 | 
q. An! what is all this mighty work, 

9 Theſe ſuns and ſtars that round us roll! | 
What are they all where'er they ſhiae, 
But Faxcies of the Power Divine! 

What is this globe, theſe lands, and has, 
And heat, and cold, and flowers, and trees, 
And / fe, and death, and beaft, and man, 
An me —that with the fur began 

| But thoughts on reaſon's ſcale combin'd, 

1 Ideas of the Almighty mind! 

. Fax cr, thou the muſes? pride, 

In thy painted realms reſide 

Endleſs images of things, 

F.uttering each on golden wings, 

Leal objects, ſuch a ſtore, 

The univerſe coald hold no more: 
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Fancy, to thy power I owe 

Haif my happineſs below; 

By thee Eiytian groves were made, 

'Thine were the notes that Orpheus play'd; 
By hee was Pluto chirm'd ſo well 

Wile raptu ue ſeiz'd the ſons of hell 

Ceme, O come perceiv'd by none, 

You and I will walk alone. 


THE PRAYEROQOF- ORPHEUS 


S monarch of the world below, 
Stern guardian of this drowſy ſnade, 
Through theſe unlovely realms I go 
Te ſeek a captive thou haſt made. 
O'er Stygian waters have I paſs'd, 
Contemning Jove's unjuſt decree, p 
And reach'd thy ſable court at laſt ; 
To find my loſt Eurydice. 


Or all the nymphs, ſo deckt and dreſt 
Like Venus of the ſtarry train, 
She was the lovelieſt and the beſt, 
The pride and glory of the plain. 
O free from thy deſpotic ſway 
This nymph of heaven-deſcended charms, 
Too ſoon ſhe came this duky way 
Reſtore thy captive to my arms. 
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As by a ſtream's fair verdant ſide 
In myrtle ſhades ſhe rov'd along, 
A ſerpent ſtung my blooming bride, 
This brighteſt of the female throng— 
The venom haſtening thro? her veins — 
Forbade the freezing blood to flow. 
And thus ſhe left the Thracian plains 
For theſe dejected groves below. 
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Even thou may'ſt pity my ſad pain, 
Since Love, as ancient ftories ſay, 
Forc'd thee to leave thy native reign, 
And in Sicilian meadows ſtray: 
Brigat Proſerpine thy boſom fir'd, 
For her you ſought unwelcome 85 
Madfeſs and love in you conſp:r' 

To ſeize her to the ſhades of night. . 


— 
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"ON Bur if, averſ? to my requeſt, 

The vaniſb'd nymph, fir whom I mourn, 
Mus in P:utonian clumvers reit, 
EZ And never to my arms Tetutho— 
Take Orpheus too nis warm: deſire 
Can ne'er be quench'd by your decree: _ 
In life or deat he muſt admire, 
He muſt adore Eurydicè. 


Pri t+ twat Woo 


THE CITIZ ENS RESOLVE. 
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„Fan be the dull and heavy day 
« And toil, and reſtleſs care, from me 
«« Sorrow attends on loads of gold, 
And kings are wretched, I am told. 
* Soon from the noiſy town remov'd 
« To ſuch wild ſcenes as Shenſtone lov'd, ? 
«« Where plac'd the leafleſs oaks between, 
% Leſs haughty grows the winter green, 
« There, Night, will I (lock'd in thy arms, 
« Sweet goddeſs of the ſable charms) . 
«© Enjoy the dear, delightful dreams 
That fancy prompts by {ylvan ſtreams, 
| t© Where wood-nymphs walk their evening round, 
i And fairies haunt the moonlight ground. 
8 1 BEN EAT RH ſome mountain's towering height 
« In cottage low I hail the night, | 
« Where jovial ſwains with heart ſincere 
% Welcome the new returning year ;——- 
Each tells a tale or chants a ſong 
« Of her, for whom he ſigh'd fo long, 
« Of Cynthia fair, or Delia coy, 
*« Neglefting ſtill her love-fick boy 
5 While, near, the hoary headed ſage 
*« Recalls the feats of youth's gay age, 
All that in paſt time e'er was ſeen, 
_ « And many a frolic on the green, 
How champion he with champions met, 
And fiercely they did combat it 
«© Or how, full oft, with horn and hound 
They chac'd the deer the foreſt round g- 
The panting deer as ſwiftly flies, eg 
* Yet by the well-aim'd muſquet dies! 
* Tavs paſs the evening hours away, 
* Unnotic'd dies the parting day; 
*« Unmeaſur'd flows that happy juice, 
* Which mild October did produce, 
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1:18 No ſurly ſage too frugal found, 

«© No nigoard houſewifz deals it round, 

« But ſwift as changing goblets paſs 

They bleſs the virtues of the glaſs. 
«« BuT now the moon, exalted high, 


| 1 «© Adds luſtre to the*carth and ſky, 
| 
| 
| 
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| * And in the mighty ocean's glaſs 
« Admires the beauties of her face 

About her orb you may beho'd 
(| The cireling ftors, that bluſh with cold 
<«« But they in brighter ſeaſons pleaſe, 
« Winter can find no charms in theſe, 
„While leſs ambitious, we admire, 
1 « And more eſteem domeſtic fire. 
| | O covuLd | there a manſon find 8 
f 


— — 


* Suited exactly to my mind 
Near that induſtrious, heavenly train 
| «© Of ruſtics honeſt, neat, and plain; 
1 The days, the weeks, the years to paſs 
1 « With ſome good natur'd, longing laſs, 
« With her the cooling ſpring to 1ip, 
«© And ſ:1-e, at will, her damaſk lip; 
"The groves, the ſprings, the ſhades divine, 
« And a!l Arcadia ſhou'd be mine. 
Sr me, ſteep me, ſome poppies deep 
»In beechen bow!, to bring on !leep; 
« Love hath my ſoul in fetters bound, 
« "F'hro* the dull night no ſleep I found 
« O gentle ſeep! beſlow thy e 


4 


* 
„ _ . ——„— 


Of fields, and woods, and murmuring ſtreams, 
« Deep, tufted. groves, and grottoes are, 
«« And Flora, charming Flora, there. 

Dur r commerce, hence, with all thy train 
« Of debis, and Guzs, and loſs, and gain ;—— 
« 'To hills, and groves, and purling ttreams, 
& To nights of eaſe. anc beaven-horn dreams 

« While wiſer Damon hiftes aways 

| 4 Should 1 in mis dull city fray, 


* 


| „ Condemn'd to death by flow decays 
| « And care, that clouds my briphteit days? 
«« Nc Dy Sile uus ſe.f, | wear, 


i « In aſtic ſnades PI kill that care.“ 

So ſpoke L ;fancer, and in hae 

His cleiks difſcharg'd, his good re-cas'd, 

And to the «etierr. forefls tiew 

| With fifty airy 1chemes in view) 

His ſhips were fec to public ſal 

But what did all this change ava in 

In three ſhort months, lick of the veawven!y train, 
In three ſhort months—he mov'd to town again. 


* 23 — 
TH” 
— 
\ 


I 2 
"Mw 


* * 2 % 8 4 A * 
a ION 


2 0 * 

1 . - 
» * R . : * —— — > * 

* ws 1 ol _ G Sy 


IE Y "RN 
m—— "= 


* : 
-.— os 


8 8 . 
YE Ss " — ay 2 
. * . n 1 
- * 
hay + ICE 2 n * 1 


pu 


The FAIR BUCKLE-THIEE. 


_ 
A Country girl, from Fluſhing's coaſt, 
Of three miles round the pride and boaſt, 
To market came with early fruit, 

Apples that might the townſmen ſuit, 
With cabbage-head, and parſnip root. 


With hat of ſtraw and homeſpun gowns 
(Her Sunday ſuit) ſhe came to town 
To ſee, and walk the city through, 
With leather ſtring in leather ſhoe, 

But ſighing much for buckles new. 


Six hours, and more, ſhe patient ſtood 

And traded off whate'er ſhe cou'd ; | 
But caſh was ſcarce, and times were hard, 
Her apples met wit 1 ſmall regard, 

She did not get her due reward. 


Her caſh receiv'd—alas! how ſmall 

With penſive heart ſhe left the {tall— 
Look'd at her ſhoes, and curs'd the ſtrings, 
Like mother Eve (as Milton ſings) 
Impatient for forbidden things. Le 


Arriv'd ,at length, before a thop, 

Some glittering g2w-gaws made her ſtop— 
There buckles hung, of various ſize, 

The diamonds dazzled on her eyes; 

And, pray, why mayn't ſhe ſeize the prize? 


The ſhopman abſent from his door, 
She ſeiz d the buckles from his ſtore, 
And off ſhe walk'd an eaſy gait, 
With lightſome ſtep, and look ſedate, 
Things purchas'd at ſo cheap a rate— 


But Argus, with his hundred eyes, 
Miſſing his buckles, in ſurprize, 
The fair retreating nymph attack'd, 
The buckles from the bag unpack'd, 
And quickly made her own the fact. 


«« Now (cry'd a neighbour) honeſt oe, 

«« Come, take a kiſs and let her go.“ 
—* Not I—(the ſurly ſhopman ſaid} —- 
To jail ſhall go this country jade 

«© The debt to juſtice muſt be paid.” 


How can you have ſo hard a heart? 

© Come, let this country girl depart— 

« Like Alam's wvife, ſhe went aſtray; 
Her daughters all will have their way; 
And men muſt for the frolic pay. 


POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


35 


— aaa a 


— — 


* i Þ — — _— - ͤ—— REIT PSY OW 9 
. — 


— 
- 
- — — ͥ —V— — — ——— — 


— — 


Conducted to a junior 'ſquire 
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Loſt was this logic on his ears, Rt 
And vain were Blouzelinda's tears— 

And go ſhe muſt—and go ſhe muſt! 

But, if *twas ſaid, the laws were juſt, 

Their mercy ſhe was loth to truſt. 


(Whom all the neighbouring girls admire) 
He a%'d her, What ſhe had to ſay 
„Way juſtice ſhould not have its way 

« On ny.nphs by buckles led aſtray?“ 


«« Alack (ſhe cry'd) I cannot utter 

*« A word—my ſoul's in ſuch a flutter 

« While you my mittimus prepare 4 
« Pray let me take a moment's air; 

<< Theſe ſummer heats require ſome ſhade, 

1 And Nature, fir, muſt be obey'd'?— 


So ſtealing back, as fuiries do, 
(The 'ſquire too modeſt to purſue) 
Without a fall, 
She ſcal'd the wall, 
And left their worſhips talking Law! 
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RISING GLORY OF AMERICA, 


Being part of a DiaLoGuR, proncunced on a public occaſion. 


ARGUM EN x. 


The ſubject propoſed———The diſcovery of America by Columbus A philoſo- 
phical enquiry into the origin of the ſavages of America — The firſt planters , 
from Europe Cauſes of their migration to America The difficulties they 
encountered from the jealouſy of the natives. Agriculture deſcanted on. 
Commerce and navigation Science Future proſpects of Briuiſh uſurpati- 44 
on, tyranny, and devaſtation on this fide the Atlantico — Ihe more comforta - 
ble one of Independence, Liberty and Peace Concluſion. 


— — — 


8 Acaſto. 


Now ſhall the adventurous muſe attempt a. theme 
More new, more noble, and more fluſh of fame 

Than all that went before— 

Now through the veil of ancient days renew 
The period fam'd when firſt Columbus rouch'd : 
Theſe ſhores fo long unknown—through various tolls, 

Famine, and death, the hero forc'd his way, | 5 
Thro' oceans pregnant wich perpetual ſtorms, > 
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And climates hoſtile to advent'rous man. 

But why; to prompt your tears, ſhould we reſume 

The tale of Cortez, fucious chief, ordain'd 

With Indian blood to dye the ſands, and choak, 

Bam'd Mexico, thy ſtreams with dead? or why 

* Once more revive the tale ſo oft rehears'd 

IH Of Atabilipa, by thirſt of gold, 

"= — conquering motive in the human breaſt) 
epriv'd of life, waich not Peru's rich ore 

Nor Mexico's vaſt mines could then redeem? 

Better theſe northern realms demand our ſong 

Dengn'd by nature for the rural reign, 

For agriculture's toil. No blood we ſhed . 

For metals buried in a rocky waſte —— 

Curs'd be that ore, which brutal makes our race 

And prompts mankind to ſhed a brocher's blood, 

Eugenie. 

——— — — hut whence aroſe 

That vagrant race who love the ſhady vale, 

And chooſe the foreſt for their dark abode?— 

For long has this perplext the ſages? ſkill 

To inveſtigate.— Tradition lends no aid 

To unveil this ſecret to che mortal eye, 

Ihen firſt theſe various nations, north and ſouth, 

Poſſeſt theſe ſhores, or from what countries came.— 

Whether they ſprang from ſome primzval head 

In their own inks, is Adam in the ealt,— 

Yet this the ſacred oracles deny, 

And reaſon, too rec.aims againſt the thought: 

For when the general deluge drown'd the world 

Where could their tribes have found ſecurity, 

Where find their fate, but in the ghaſtly deep?— 

Unleſs, as others dream, ſome choſen few 

High on the Andes ſcap'd the general death, 

High on the Andes, wrapt in endleſs ſnow, 

Where winter in his wildeſt fury reigns, 

And ſubtile zther ſcarce our life maintains. 

But here philoſophers oppoſe the ſcheme: 

This earth, ſay they, nor hills nor mountains knew 

Ere yet the univerſal flood prevail'd; 

But when the mighty waters roſe aloft, 

Rous'd by the winds, they ſhook their ſolid baſe, 

And, in convulſions, tore the delug'd world, 

Till by the winds affuag'd, again they fell, 

And all their ragged bed expos'd to view. 
Pe&Hays, far wandering toward the northern pole 

The ſtreights of Zembla, an4 the frozen zone, 

And where the eaſtern Greenland almoſt joins 

America's north point, the hardy tribes 

Of baniſh'd Jews, Siberians, Tartars wild 

Came over icy mountains, or on floats 
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Fi:i reach'd theſe coaſts, hid from the world beſide.— 
And yet another argument more range, 
Reterv'a for men of deeper thought, and late, 
Preſents 1tictt to view :=—1n Feleg's * days, 
(So javs the Hebrew ſeer's unerring pen) 
Thi: mighty maſs of earths this ſolid globe 
Ii u. c eit in twain << d:wviacd?? caſt and weft, 
Wie ſtraight "ord, the deep Atlantic roll'd.— 
Aud traces indifput ble remain 

tlus primeval land, now ſurk and loſt.— 
= LAG lands riting in our eaſtern main 

e but ſmall fragments of this continent, 

W hoſe two extremities were Newfoundland 
And St. He'ena.,—One far in the north, 
5 here ſhivering ſeamen view with ſtrange ſurprize 

12 guiving pole-ſlar glittering o'er their heads; 
4 he other near the ſouthern tropic rears 
Its head above the waves—Bermuda's iſles, 
Cape Verd, Cavary, Britain, and the Azores, 
With fam'd Hibernia, are but broken parts 
Of ſome prodigious waſte, which once ſuitain'd 
Nations and tribes, of vaniſh'd memory, 
Foretts, and towns, and beaſts of every claſs, 
Where navies now explore their briny way. 

Leander. 

Your ſophiſtry „Eugenio, makes me ſmile: 
The roving mind of man deiights to dwell 
On hidden th ings, merely becauſe they” re hid: 
Fe thinks his knowledge far beyond all limit, 
And boldly fathoms Nature's darkeſt hauats 
But for uncertainties, your broken iiles, 
Vour northern Tartars, and your wandering Jews, 
(The flimſy cobwebs of a ſophiſt's brain) 
He.r what the voice of hiſtory proclaims— 
The Carthaginians, ere the Roman yoke 
Broke their proud ſpirits, and enſlav'd them too, 
For navigation were renown'd as much 
As haughty T'yre with all her hundred fleets, 
Full many a league their vent'rous ſeamen ſail'd 
Thro' ſtreight Gibraltar, down the wetfte:n ſhore 
Of Africa, to the Canary iſles: 
By them calPd Fortunate; ſo Flaccus+ fings, 
Becauſe eternal ſpring there clothes the fields 
And fruits delicious bloom throughout the year, 
From voyaging here, this inference 1 draw, 
Perhaps ſome barque with all her numerous crew 
Fay ling to lezward of her deſtin'd port, 
Cars it by the eaſtern Trade, was hurried on 
Ecfore the unceafing blait to Indian alles, 


* Cen. X. 25. + Hor. Epod. 16. 
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gi Brazil, La Plata, or the coats more ſouth— 
. 15 There ſrinded, and unitble to return, 
3 Forever from their native ſkies eſtrang'd 
9 55 Dovbtieſs they made theſe virgin climes their own, 
Aud in the courſe of long revolving years 
A numerous progeny from theſe aroſe, 1 
And fpread throughout the coaſtsthoſe whom we call 
B:azilians, Mexicans, Peruvians rich, 
Tae tribes of Chili, Patagon, and thoſe 
Who till the ſhores of Amazon's long ſtream.— 
When ärſt the power of Europe here attain'd 
Vaſt empires, kingdoms, cities, palaces 
And poliſh'd nations ſtock'd the fertile land. 
Wo has not heard of Cuico, Lima, and 
The town of Mexico—huge cities form'd 
From Europe's architecture; ere the arms 
Of haughty Spain diſturb'd the peaceful ſoil. —— 
But Here, amid this northern dark domain 
No towns were ſeen to riſe. No arts were here; 
The tribes unſkill'd to raiſe the lofty maſt, 
Or force the daring prow chro' adverſe waves, 
Gaz'd on the pregnant ſoil, and crav'd alone 
Life from the unaided genius of the ground, — 
This indicates they were a different race; 
From whom deſcended, *tis not ours to fay— 
That power, no doubt, who furniſh'd trees, and plants, 
And animals to this vaſt continent, 
Spoke into being man among the reſt — 
But what a change i here! — what arts ariſe ! 
What tow:15 and capitals! how commerce waves 
Her gaudy flags, waere fiience reign'd before! 
Acaſto. 
Speak, My Eugenio. for I've heard vou tell 
Tie difinal ſtory, and the cauſe taat brought 
The hrſt adventurers to theſe western chores; 
The glorious cauſe that urg'd our fithe's firſt 
To vifit climes unknown, and wilder woods 
Than e'er 'Tart2rian or Norwegian ſaw, 
And with flir cu ture to adora a ſoil 
That never felt the induſtrlous ſwain before. 
| Eupenid. | 
All this long ſtory to rehearle, you'd tire, I! 
Beides, the ſun toward the weit-retreats, 4 
Nor can the nobleſt theme retard his ſoeed, 


— 


Nor loftieſt verſe not that which ſang the fall. { | 
Of Troy divine, and fierce Achilles ire. f 
Yet hear a part: — By perſecution wrong'd, GE 

| - 


And ſacerdotal rage, our fathers came 
From Europe's hoſtile ſhores to theſe abodes, | | 
Here to enjoy a liberty in faith, ö 
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For this they left their country and their friends, 
An! dar'd tae Atlantic wave in queit of peace; 
Ad found new .noces, aid ſylvan ſettlements, 
A+! gen, alike unknowing and unknown. 4 
F:-ace, by the care of eich adventurous chief . 
New governments (their wealth unenvied yet) 5 
Were rorm'd on liberty and virtue's pi an. 75 
Tee 1earciing out uncaltivated tracts "i 
Coac-iv'd new pians of towns, and capitals, | 
And ſpacious provinces—Why ſhould I name 
Thee, Penn, the Soion of our weſtern lands; 
S171Cous5 legiſlator, waorn the worid 
Admires, long dead: an infant colo ay, 
Nurs'd by thy care, now riſes o'er tae reſt 
Like that tall Pyramid in Egypt's waſte 
O'er all the neighbouring ples, they alſo great. 
Why ſhould I name thoſe heroes ſo well known, 
Waio reopled all the ret from Canada 
To Georgia's ſartheſt coſts, Weſt Florida, 
Or A dachan mountains? —Yet wha: ſtreams 
Of blood were hell what Indian hoſts were ſlain, = 
Before ine days of peace were quite reſtor'd ! 
Lender. 
Yes, while they overturn'd the ragged ſoil 
And wept the foreſts from the ſhaded plain 
*M:4%t dangers, foes, and deith, fierce Indian tribes 
With v ngeful molice arm'd, and black deſign, 
Oft murdered, or diſpers'd, theſe colonies— 
Encourag'd, too, by Gallia's hoſtile ſons, 
A warlike race, who late their arms difplay'd 
Ac 21ebec, Montreal, and fartheſt coaſts f 
Of Labrad er, or Cape Breton, where now 
The Britith tandard awes the ſubject hoſt. 
Here, thoſe brave chiefs, who, laviſh of their blood, 
Fought in Britannia's cauſe, in battle fell !— 
Walt heart but moarns the untimely fate of Wolfe 
Wao, dying, conquer'd !-—or what breatt but beats 
To thare a fate like his, and die like him! 
Acaſto. 
But why alone commemorate the dead, 
And paſs thoiz g.uvrious heroes by, who yet 
Breathe the ſame air, and fee the light with us? — 
Tae deid, Leander, are but empty names, 
And they who fall to-day the ſame to us 
As they who feil ten centuries ago—! 


Loſt are chey all that ſhin'd on earth before; 


Ro-a2's boldeſt champions in the duſt are laid, 
Ajax and great Achilles are no more, 

A141 Philip's warlike ſon, an empty ſhade lam 
A WasrixGTON among our ſons of fame 

We 50au.t conſpicuous as the morning ſtar 
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Among the inferior lights—— _ 
To diſtant wilds Virginia ſent him forth 
With her brave ſons he gailantly oppos'd 
The bold invaders of luis country's rights, 
Where wild O/49 >curs the mazy flood, 
A11 mighty meadows kirt his ſubject ſtreams.— 
Bat now, delighting in his elm tree's ſhade, 
Where deep Po:owmac laves the enchanting ſhore, 
He -runes the cuder vine, or bids the ſoil 
Luxariant harveſts to the ſun diſplay. 
gehold a different ſcene—n2t thus employ'd 
Were Cortez, and Pizarro, pride of Spain, 
Whom bloc and murder only ſatisfy*d, ; 
And all to glut their avarice and ambl.ion!—— 


Eugenio. 
Such is the curſe, Acato, where the ſoul 
Humane is wanting—but we boaſt no feats 
Of cruelty like Europe's murdering breede— 
Our milder epithet is mercitul, 
And each American, true heated, learns. 
To conquer, and to ſpare; for coward ſouls 
Alone ſeek vengeance on a vanquich'd foe. 
Gold, fatal gold, was the alluring bait 
To Spain's rap4cioas tribes—h-:nce roſe the wars 
From Chili to the Caribbean fea, 
And Montezuma's Mexican domains : 
More bleſt are we, with whoſe unenvied ſoil 
Nature decreed no mingling gold to ſhine, E 
No flaming diamond, precious emerald, 
No bluſhing ſapphire, ruby, chryſolite, 
Or jaſper red—more noble riches flow 7 
From agriculture, and the induſtrious ſwain, 
Wo tiils the fertile vale, or mountain's brow, 
Content to lead a ſafe, a humble life, 
Among his native hills, romantic ſhades 
Such as the muſe of Greece of old did feign, 
Allur'd the Olympian gods from chryſtal ſkies, 
Envying ſuch lovely ſcenes to mortal man. 


Leander. 
Long has the rural life been juſtly fam'd, 
And bards of old their pleaſing pictures drew 
Of flowery meads, and groves, and-gliding ſtreams: 
Hence, old Arcad.a—wood-nymphs, ſatyrs, ſavns; 
And hence Elyſium, fancied heaven below! — 
Fair agricalture, not unworthy kings, | 
Once exercis'd the royal hand, or thoſe 
W hoſe virtues rais'd them to the rank of gods. 
See, old Laertes“ in his ſhepherd weeds 
Far from his pompous throne and court auguſt, 


* Hom. Odyil. B. 24. 
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Digging the grateful ſoil, where round him riſe, 
Sons of the earth, the tall aſpiring oaks, 

Or orchards, boaſting of more fertiie boughs, 
Laden with apples red, ſweet ſcented peach, 

Pear, cherry, apricot, or ſpungy plumb; 

While through the glebe the induſtrious oxen draw 
The carth-inverting plough.—'Thoſe Romans too, 
Fabricius and Camilius, lov'd a life. 

Of neat ſimplicity and ruitic bliis, 

And from the noiſy Forum haikgning far, 

From buſy camps, and ſycophants, and crowns, 
*Midit woods and fields ſpent the remains of %, 
Where ſull enjoyment ſtill awaits the wile 


How grateful, to behold the harveſts riſe, 
And mighty crops adorn the æxtended lains l— 

Fair plenty ſmiles throughout, while 10% ing herds 
Stalk o'er the thrubby hill or g ally , e. 

Or at ſome ſhallo v river lake their thixr l. 

Ihe iucliſere, now, ſacceeds the ſhenhera s care, 

Yet miik- white flocks adorn the well ſtock'd farm, 
And court the attention of the inluſcrious ſwain— 
Their Neecc rewards him well; and when the winds 
Blow with 2 keener blaſt, and from the north 

Pour mingled tempeſts through a 1unleſs ky 

(Ice, fleet, and rattung hail) ſecure he fits 

Warm in his cottage, fearleſs of the ſtorm, 

Enjoying now the toils of milder moons, 

Vet hoping for the ſpring. Such are the joys, 
And ſuch che toils of thoſe whom heaven hath bleſs'd 
With ſouls enamour'd of a country life. 


Acaſto. 


Such are the viſions of the ruſtic reign— 

But this alone, the fountain of ſupport, 

Would ſcarce employ the varying mind of man; 
Each ſecks employ, and each a different way: 
Strip Commerce of her ſail, and men once more 
Would be converted into favages— 

No nation e'er grew ſocial and refin'd 


6. 


Ti Commerce firſt had wing'd the adventurous prow, 


Or ſent tue {low-pac'd caravan, afar, 
To waſt their produce to ſome other clime, 
And bring the wiſh'd exchange—thus came, of old, 
G-{c::44': golden ore, and thus the wealth 
Of Opzir, to the wiſeſt of mankind, 

Eugenio | 
Great is the pr..iſe of Commerce; and the men 
Deſ-rve our praiie, who ſpread the undaunted ſail, 
And traverſe every ſca—their dangers great, 
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Death ſtill to combat in the unfeeling gale, 

And every billow but a gaping grave:— 

There, Kies in l waters, wearying on the eye, 
For weeks and months no other proſpect yield 
But horren waſtes, unfathom'd depths, where not 
The bliſsfnl haunt of human form is ſeen 
T1 cheer the unſocia! horrors of the way 
ver all theſe bold deſigns tc Science owe 
Th-j- riſe and glory=—Hail, fair Science! thou, 

Tran Hlanted from the eaſtern ſkies, doſt bloom 

Tn the ble? -2910ns Greece and Rome no more 
Detain the Muſes on Citheron's brow, 

Or d Olmbas, crown'd with waving woods, 

Or 1 top, where once was heard the harp, 

SW N- heus? harn, that gain'd his cauſe below, 

An! ni-reA the heart of Orcus and his bride; 

That ha\'d t + filence by its voice divine 

Thy m-!1-ncholy waters, and the gales 

O rue that o'er thy fad ſurface blow.—— 

Na mr the maids round Alpheus* waters ſtray, 

Where he with Avrethuſa's ſtream doth mix, 

Or where vi ft Tiber diſembogues his waves 

Into the Italian ſea, fo long unſing; 

Hither thev wing their way, the laſt the beſt 

Of comtrins. where the arts ſhall riſe and grow, 

And arms ſhall have their day—even now We boaſt 

A Franklin. prince of all philoſophy, 

A o&2111'15 piercing as the electric fre, : 
Bricht 25 the lichtning's flaſh, explain'd ſo well 

Bv him. the rival of Britannia's ſage. *— 

This is the land of every jovous ſound, 

O Therty and life, ſweet liberty! 

Withont whoſe aid the nobleſt genius fails, 


And Science irretrievably muſt die. 
Leander 


But come. Tucenio, ſince we know the paſt—— 
What hinders to pervade with ſearching eye 
The Hvaic ſcenes of dark ſuturity! 


Cav. ſhall we af what empires yet muſt riſe, 
What kingdoms. nwers and STATES, where now are ſeen 


More drr woes and awful ſolitude, 

Whare Meloncholy fits, with eye forlorn, 

And time anticin"tes. when we ſhall ſmread 
Dos: jon from the north. and ſouth, and weſt, 
For foam the Atlantic to Paciße ores, 
And ſh-ckle half the convex of he main! 
A olorione #heme!—hnt how ſhall mortals dare 
To vierce the derk events of future years 


And ſcenes unravel, only known to fate; 


* Newtglh 
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1 Acaſto. 3 
5 This might we do, if warm d by that bright coal 1 
Snatch'd from the altar o cherubic fire | | 
Which t-ach'd Ifaian's' iips—or if the ſpirit 
Of jeremy and Amos, prophets old, "* 
Might iweil the neaving breaſt I ſee, I ſee ay 
Freedom's eſtabiiih'd reign; cities, and men, 
Numerous as ſands upon the ocean ſhore, 
And empires riſing «here the ſun deſcends!— 
The Opis ſoon ſhall glide by many a town 
Of note; and were the M iſippi ſtream, 

By ſoreſts ſhaded, no runs weeping on, 


. . ; 

Nations ſhall grow, and sTATEs not leſs in fame 4 

; Than Greece and Rome of old !—we too ſhall boaſt 1 
1 Our Scipio's, Solon's, Cato's, ſages, chiefs 3 


1 Thit in the womb of time yet dormant lie, 
1 Waiting the joyous hour of life and light—— 
[i O ſnatch me hevce, ye mules, to thoſe days 
| | When through the veil o dark antiquity 
| I Our ions ſhall hear of us as things remote, 
14 That bloſſom'd in the morn of days Alas! 
How could I weep that we were born ſo ſoon, 
| + Juſt in the dawniag of theſe mig].ty times, 
1 Whoſe ſcenes are painting for eternity! 
Diſtentions that ſhall ſwell the trump of fame, 
And ruin brooding o'er ail monarchy ! 
; ugenio. 
Nor {hall theſe angry tumults here ſubſide 
Nor murders * ccaie, through all theſe provinces, 
Jin foreign crowns have v.nih'd from our view 
And dizzle here no more no more preſume 
To awe the ſpirit of fair Liberty— 
Vengeance ſhal! cut the thread—And Britain, ſure, 
Will curſe her fatal obſtinacy for it! 
Bent on the ruin of this injur'd country, 
She will not liſten to our humbie prayers, 
Thouga offer'd with ſubmiſſion; 
Like, gabonds, and objects of deſtruction, 
Like theſe whom all mankind are {worn to hate, 
She caſts us off from her protection, 
And wil invite the nations round about, 
Ruſſians and Germans, ſlaves and ſavages, 
l To me and have a ſhare in our perdition 
O cruel race, O unrelenting Britain, 
„ Wau blooty beaſts will hire to cut our throats, 
| Who war will wage with prattling innocence, 
nd baie'y murder unoffending women 
Will Rab their priſoners when they cry for quarter. 


: The maſſacre at Boſton, March 5th, 2770, is here more particularly glans 
ced at. 
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Will burn our towns, and from his lodging turn 

The poor inaabitant to ſleep in tempeſts! 

Theſe will be wrongs, indeed, and all ſuticient 

To k:nlle up our ſouls to deeds of horror, 

An'l vive to every arm the nerves of Sa nfſor— 

Tneſe are the men that fill the world with ruin, 

Au every region mourns their greedy ſway 

Nor on:y for ambition — 

But what are this world's goods, that for them 

Should exerciſe perpetuai butchery ? 

What are theſe mighty riches we poſſeſs, 

Taat they ſhould ſend ſo far to plunder them—?— 

Already have we felt their potent arm 

And ever ſince that inauſpicious day, 

When firſt Sir Francis Bernard 

His cannons planted at the council door, 

And made the aſſembly room a home for ſtrumpets, 

And ſoldiers rank and file—e'er ſince that dry 

This wretched land, that drinks its children's gore, 

Has been a ſcene of tumult and confuſion—! 

Are there not evils in the world enough? 

Are we ſo happy that they envy us? 

Have we not toil'd to ſatisfy their harpies, 

King”s deputies, that are inſatiable; 

Whoſe practice is to incenſe the royal mind 

And make us deſpicable in his view? 

Have we not all the evils to contend with 

That, in this life, mankind are ſubject to, 

Pain, ſickneſs. poverty and natural death 

But into every wound that nature gave 

They will a dagger plunge, and make them mortal! 
LCANAEY.. 

Enough, enough—ſuch diſmal ſcenes you paint, 

I almoſt ſhudder at the recollection 

What, are they dogs that they would mangle us?— 

Are theſe the men that come with baſe detign 

To rob the hive, and kill the induſtrious bee 

To brighter ſkies I turn my raviſh'd view, 

And fairer proſpects from the future draw 

Here independent power ſhall hold her ſway, 

And public virtue warm the patriot breaſt: 

No traces ſhall remain of tyranny, 

And laws, a pattern to the world beſide, | 

Be here enacted firſt. 


Acaſto. 
And when a train of rolling years are paſt, - 
(So ſung the exil'd ſeer in Patmos ile) 
A new Jeruſalem, ſent down from heaven, 
Shall grace our happy carth—perhaps this land, 
Waoſe ample breaſt ſhall then receive, tho' late, 
Myriads of ſaints, with their immortal king, 
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To live and reign on carth 2 thouſand years, 
Thence called M:l/:nnizm. Paradiſe anew 

Sha'l fouriſh, by no ſecon.l Adam loft, 

No dangerous tree with dead y fruit ſhall grow, 
No tempting ſerpent tog allure the ſou! 

From native innocence. A Canaan here, 
Another Canaan ſhall excel the old, 

And from a fairer Pi/vah's top be ſeen. 

No thiſtle here, nor thorn, nor briar ſhall ſpring, 
Earth's curſe before: the lion and the lamb 

In mutual friendſhip link'd; ſhall browſe the ſhrub, 
And timorous deer with ſoften'd tygers ſtray 
O'er mead, or lofty hill, or groſſy plain: 
Another Jordan's ſtream ſhall glide along, 

And Siloah's brook in circling eddies flow: 
Groves ſhall adorn their verdant banks, on which 
The happy people, free from toils and death, 
Shall find ſecure repoſe. No fierce diſeaſe, 

No fevers, flow conſumption, ghaſtly plague, 
(Fate's ancient miniſters) again proclaim 
Perpetual war with man: fair fruits ſhall bloom, 
Fair to the eye, ard grate ful to the taſte; 
Nature's loud ſtorms be huſh'd, and ſ-as no more 
Rage hoſtile to mankind—and, worſe than all, 
The fiercer paſſions of the human breaſt 

Shall kindle up to deeds of death no more, 

But all ſubſide in univerſal peace. 
— Such days the world, 
And ſuch Au k RICA, thou firt ſhalt have, 
When ages, yet to come, have run their round, 
And future years of bliſs alone remain. 


1771. 
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WISH of DdIO GENE 8. 


A HreraiT's houſe beſide 2 ſtream 
With foreſts planted round, 

Whatever it to you may ſeem 

More real happineſs I deem _ 

Than if I wcre a monarch crown'd. 


* 


A cottage I could call my own 
Remote from domes of care; 

A little garden wall'd with ſtone, 
The wall with ivy overgrown, 

A limpid fountain near, 
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Would more ſubſtantial joys afford, 

More real bliſs impart 

Than all the wealth that miſers hoard, 

Than vanquiſh'd worlds, or worlds reſtor' d 
Mere cankers of the heart! 
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Vain fooliſh man! how vat thy pride, : 
* How little can thy wants ſupply! ' | 
XZ ?Tis ſurely wrong to griſp ſo wide 
== You att as if you only had 
To triumph—not to die! 
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One thouſand years in theſe dull regions paſs'd, 
*T1s time, you'll ſay, we knew their bounds at laft, 
Knew to what ſkies our ſetting ſtars retire, 
And where the wintry ſans expend their fire; 
What land to land protracts the varied ſcene, . 
And where extended oceans roll beteen; 
What worlds exiſt beneath antarctic ſkies, 
And from Pacific waves what verdant iſlands riſe. 
In vain did Nature ſhore from ſhore divide, 
Art form'd a paſſage and her waves defied: 
When his bold plan the maſter pilot drew 
Diſſever'd worlds ſtept forward at the view, 
And leſſening {till the intervening ſpace : 
Diſcloſed new millions of the human race. 
Proud even of toil, ſucceeding ages join'd 
New ſeas to vanquiſh, and new worlds to find; 
Age following age till farther from the ſhore, 
Found ſome new wonder that was hid before, 
Till launch'd at length, with avarice doubly bold, 
Their hearts expanding as the world grew old, 
Some to be rich, and ſome to be renown'd, 
The carth they rifled, and explor'd it round. 
Ambitious Europe, polith'd in thy pride, 
Thine was the art that toil to toil ally'd 
Thine was the gift, to trace each heavenly ſphere, 
And ſeize their beams, to ſerve ambition here: 
Hence, fierce Pizarro ſtock'd a world with graves, 
Hence Mortexuma left à race of ſlaves | 
Which project ſuited beſt with heaven's decree 
To force new doctrines, or to leave them free: 
Religion only feign'd to claim a ſhare, 
Their riches, not their ſouls, employ'd thy care 
Alas! how few of all that daring train 
That ſzek new worlds emboſom'd in the main, 
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How few have fail'd on virtue's nobler plan, 
How few with motives worthy of a man! | 
While through the deep-ſea waves we faw them go 
Where'er they found a man they made a toe; 
Superior omy by ſuperior art, 

Forgot the ſocial virtues of the heart, 

Forgetting ſtill, where'er they madly ran, 

That ſacred friendſhip binds mankind to man, 

Fond of exerting power, untimely ſhewn, 

The momentary triumph all their own! 

Met on the wrecks and ravages of ume, 

They left no native maſter of his clime, 

His trees, his towns with harden'd front they claim 
Seize his dear country in ſome tyrant's name, 

And force the oath, that binds him to obey 

Some prince unknown, ten thuuf:nd miles away. 


Slaves to their paſſions, man's imperiogs race 
Born for contention, find no reſting place, 
And the vain mind, bewilder d and perplext, 
Makes this world wretched to enjoy the next. 
Tir'd of the ſcenes that Nature made their own, 
They rove to conquer what remains unknown: 
Avarice, undaunted, claims what e'er ſhe ſees, 
Surmounts earth's circle, and foregoes all eaſe ; 
Religion, bolder, ſends ſome ſacred chief 
To bend the nations to her own belief: _ 

To their vain ſtandard Europe's ſons invite, 

Who hold no other world can think aright 
Behold their varied tribes, with ſelf applauſe, 

£ir/t in religion, liberty and laws, 

And while they bow to cruelty and blood, 
Condemn the Indian with his milder god 

Ah race to juſtice, truth, and honour blind, 

Are thy convictions to convert mankind ' 
Vain pride—convince them that your own are juſt, 
Or leave them happy as you found them firſt, 


Wuar charm is ſeen thro' Europe's realms of ſtrife 
That adds new bleſſings to the ſavage life ?— 
On them warm ſuns with equal ſplendor ſhine, 
And each domeſtic pleaſure equals thine, 
Their native groves a happier bloom diſplay, 
As ſeif-contented roll their lives away, 
And the gay ſoul, in fancy's viſions bleſt, ; 
Leaves to the care of chance her heaven of reſt ,.._— 
What are the arts that riſe on reaſon's plan 
But arts deſtructive to the bliſs of man * 
What are all wars, where'er the marks you trace, 
But the ſad records of our world's diigrace? 
Reaſon degraded from her tottering 4 
And precepts, call'd divine, oblerv'd by none, 
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BLirsm in their diſtance from that bloody ſcene, 
Why ſpread the fail to paſs the gulphs between? 
If winds can waft to ocean's utmoſt verge, 
And there new iſlands and new worlds emerge— 
If wealth, or war, or ſcience bid thee roam, 
Ah, leave religion and. thy laws at home, 
Leave the free native to enjoy his ſtore, 
Nor teach deſtructive arts, unknown before 
Woes of their own thoſe new found worlds invade, 
There, too, fierce paſhons the weak ſoul degrade, 
Invention there has wing'd the unerring dart, 
'There the ſwift arrow vibrates to the heart, 
Revenge and death contending boſoms ſhare, 
And pining envy claims her ſubjects there. — 
Are theſe too few?——then ſee deſpotic power 
I on a throne of turf her buſy hour; 

ard by, and half ambitious to aſcend, 
Prieſts, interceding with the gods, attend 
Atoning victims at their ſhrines they lay, 
Their crimſon knives tremendous rites diſplay, 
Or the proud deſpot's gore remorſeleſs ſhed, 
Through life deteſted, or ador'd when dead. 0 

Box x to be wretched, ſearch this globe around, 
Dupes to a few the race of man is found 
Seek ſome new world in ſome new climate plac'd, 
Some gay Ta-i-ta on the wat'ry waſte, 

Though Nature dreſs in all her bright array 
Some proud tormentor ſteals her charms away : 
Howe'er ſhe ſmiles beneath thoſe milder ſkies, 
Though men decay the monarch never dies! 
Howe er the groves, howe'er the gardens bloom, 
A Monarch and a Prieſt is ſtill their doom 


TT 


Intended for the Tomb Stone of PaTrIcx BAV. Ian- holder, Lied &; mn 
ignorant Plyſician.— [The DEAD MAN S TEAKIN G. J 
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he Nor Fate or Death —but doctor Rowe. 
Advanc'd to give the deadly blow 
That ſmote me to the ſhades below. 


Had Death alone approach'd too nigh. 
«« Had Fate or Nature bid me dic, 
I muſt have borne it patiently. - 


"* Fut to be robb'd of life and eaſe 
** By ſuch infernal quacks as theſe, 


* And pay, beſides, their modeft fees, 
D. 
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% And leave a world of joys behind. 
« Doctor, if I may ſpeak my mind, 
It was not . it was not kind. 


| « Now f/ ks that travel by this way 
« Pointing towards my tomb, ſhall ſay 
% There lie the bones of Patrick Bay, 


% Who ne'er a cheerful .glaſs deny'd,- 
All force of arms and grog defy'd— 
<« Yet by a vile Jack Pudding died!” 
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EPITAPH of PETER ABELARD. 


Priren lies low beneath this humble ſtone 
Whom mankind for a ſecond Homer own 
Great in his fame, unconquer'd in diftreſs, 
But now the ſtars this bri'liant ſtar poſſeſs. 
He ſhin'd a ſun to illame the wits of F rance, 
But now, à as! the heavens have ſnatch'd aim hence 
And thus, fair Gailia's land 1s left to moan 
Her brig: iteſt ſun to endleſs ſlumbers gone. 
He gain'd all knowledge in the reach of man, 
And learn'd whate'er the race of mortals can; 
Science by him was from no maſter bought, 
He conquer'd artiſts in the arts they taught: — 
To Gallia's land a Socrates was he, 
A Plato of the wel in him I fee. 
Excel: 10 4 that e'er in log: c ſhin'd, 
Our A:1: Lace of exalted mind; 
Priace 0 all genius on this earthly ſphere, 
Of reaton dieleing , ſabtile, and fevere— 
By (ft periuaion, that no art can teach, © 
He gain'd al! triumphs, by thoſe powers of ſpeech, 
But now he triumphs, and ſarpaſſes more 
Than ever man or angel did before: 
Quaitti7 de world, gay courts, and brilliant fame 
A menk of Clan this great man be came, 
Where, e diag well a tireſome le eth of days, 
No ſage for witlom e'er had greater praiſe— 
The ſwe- et du rhter of the 5 coming ſoring— | 
Sweet a to heiven our 4'e/ard did w ing! \ 
E ug — bi a 1 this tomb in narrow ſpace 
R. 3 Li r .feard, in death's embrace, 
Who con. lar A arts, who made all learning plain, 
And rod all knowicege, mortals can attain. 
LZ ranſlation | 
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The DYING ELM. 


Owe, lovely Elm, who here doſt grow 
Companion o *unſocial care, 

Lo! thy dejected branches die 

Amidſt this torrid air 

Smit by the ſun or blaſting- moon, 
Like fainting flowers, their verdure gone 


Thy withering leaves, that drooping hang, 
Preſage thine end approaching nigh ; 

And lo! thy amber tears diſtill, 

Attended with that parting ſfigh— 

O charming tree! no more decline, 


But be thy Hades and love- ſick whiſpers mine. 


Forbear to die—this weeping eve 
Shall ſhed her little drops on you, 
Shall o'er thy ſad diſaſter grieve, 

And waſh thy wounds with pearly dew, 
Shall pity you, and pity me, 

And heat the /anguor of my tree! 


Short is thy life, if thou ſo ſoon muſt fade, 
Like angry Jonah's gourd at Nineveh, 
That, in a night, its bloomy branches ſpread, 
And periſh'd with the day.— 

Come, then, revive, ſweet lovely Elm, left I 
Thro' vehemence of heat, like Jonah, with to die. 


1 


DIS TR EST ORAT OR. 


Op weeks, and more he tax'd his brain, 
And wrote petitions to the Muſes 

Poor orator ! *twas all in vain, | 
For what they lent your memory loſes —— 
New hear the culprit's ſelf confeſs, 

In Hrain of woe, his ſad diſtreſs: 


«« I went upon the public ſtage, 

«« I flounc'd and flounder'd in a rage, 
„ gabbled like a gooſe: 

«c I talk'd of cv om, fame and fa/hion, 

Of moral evil, and compaſſion, 
And pray what more ? 
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« My wards were few, I muſt confeſs, 
And very ſilly my addreſs, 
« A melancholy tale! , 
«« In ſhort, I knew not what to ſay, 
« ] {quinted this and th' other way, 
Like Lucifer. 


« Alack a day! my friends, quoth I, 

* I gaeſs you'll get no more from me 
In troth I have forgot it !— 

17% O my oration! thou art fied; 

« And not a trace within my head 
„Remains to me! 


* What could be done ?—I gap'd once more 
And ſet the audience in a roar, 
* They laugh d me aut of face 
« I turn'd my eyes from north to ſouth, 
4 I clapt my fingers in my mouth 
And down I came!” 
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ADVICE to the LADIES, 
NOT TO NEGLECT THE DENTIST. 


Sicc Time too ſoon the race of man impairs, 

And age comes on, with all its pains and cares, 

Why then, by nature ſubject to decay, 

Ah! why invite what art might long delay? — 

Foes to the bloom of health, neglect and ſloth 

Corrode the ivory of the lovelieſt tonth, 

And that coarſe breath, where every ſweet might dwell, 
Tempts the nice beau to ſlight his careleſs belle, 

And think no longer 'tis his heaven to ſip 

Love's draft of pleaſure from the damaſk lip, 


The Dent15T's care, bright maids, can ſhield from harms, 
And to your kiſſes lend a thouſand charms, 
Safe from the ills of torture and decay, 

Love there would perch, and half his flames diſplay——= 

Low at their ſhrine more conſtant lovers fall 

Wyo leave no Nature to accomplith all 

Revere that art which thus prevents your pain, 

Waich ag-s paſt have ſought, but ſought in vain; 

So ſhall your lovers to their oaths be true, 

And, years elaps'd, each beauty ſtill be new; 

Wnile sus, who proudly would all art deſpiſe, 

And truſis alone to conqueſts of the eyes, 
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Too Gon beholds her wonted influence loſt, 
Neglected wit, and love congeal'd to froſt; 

In vain her paints the maſk of health reftore,- 
No more her /overs ſigh, her faves adorg; 
Inſulting prudes no more a rival fear, 

But cruei whiſpers thus inſult her ear; 

« In love's bright circle why jhould they be ſeen, 
Whoſe toothleſs charms encroach on gay ſixtten? 


e 
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To the memory of a young American LADY ; wwho died 
ſoon after her arrival iz Loxpox. 


| HOU, who ſhalt rove to that ſequeſter'd place 
Where vaniſh'd thouſands reſt in death's embrace 
While wandering there, with ſympathetic ſighs, 
Paſs not the turf where lovely Catharine lies, 

Loſt, early loſt! her memory held moſt dear 
Virtue and beauty join'd to darkneſs chere! 

Thus, on ſome plain, the faireſt flower that blows 

To duſt returning, takes a long repoſe; 
No art reſtores the lovely ſtranger loſt, 
Nipt in her bloom, and bound in endleſs froſt ! 

Eſcap'd deep ſeas, ſhe reach'd the Britiſh ſhore, 
Doom'd a fond father's arins to meet no more: 

No more with ſmiles his evening hours employ, 
Nor ſhare the embraces of a mother's oy 
Loſt are thoſe fruits, in early ſeaſons ſown, 

And fled that ſweetneſs, which was all her own, 
Each native charm, fine ſenſe, and every grace 
That won the ſoul, or wanton'd o'er the face, 
Return'd to earth, congenial with decay, 

The lamp extinguiſh'd, and eclips'd her day! 

How many pains our fancied bliſs deftroy— 
How many griefs repay a moment's joy—— 
Nature! great parent of our race below, 

Impartial Nature, claims the debt we owe, 
Mingles with kindred duſt the virgin bloom, 
And the warm heart lays torpid in the tomb! 
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HUMANITY and INGRATITUDE, 


A COMMON CASE. 


[TaAx3LATED FROM THE FaENCH. |] 


2 


I. 


By the ſide of the ſea, in a cottage obſcure, 
There liv'd an old fe!:iow nam'd Charlot Boncœur, 


Who was free to his neighbour and good to the poor, 


. Catching fiſh was his trade, 
And all people ſaid, 
That miſchief to nothing but fiſh he deſign'd, 
To all people elſe he was candid and kind. 


II. 


One day as he went to the brink of the lake, 
Perſuading the fiſhes their dinner to take, 
(The laſt he intended they ever ſhould make) 


While his hooks he employ'd to their ſorrow and woe, 


A grunting he heard in the waters below, 
And caſting his eyes to the bottom (for here 
We'il ſuppoſe that the water was perfectly clear) 
He ſaw on the bed of the liquid profound 


An unfortunate wight who was drowning, or drown'd. 


III. 


That the man to the ſurface once more might aſcend, 
He took up his pole, with a hook at the end, 

And to it he fell, 

And manag'd ſo well, . 
That ſoon to the margin the carcaſe was drawn, 
And who ſhould it be but his old neighbour John! 
Now, ſome how or other, it popp'd in his head, 


That in ſpite of his drowning the man was not dead, 


And while he was thinking waat means to deviſe 
That nis friend might recover and oven his eyes, 
He ſaw with vexatſon and ſorrow, no doubt, 
That, in iagg.ng him up, he had put one eye out— 
However, convinc'd, from what he had heard, 

That John might be living, for aught that appear'd ; 


To his cottage he took him, and there had him bled, 


Rubb d, roll'd on a barrel, and then put to bed. 
So in leſs than a week (to his praiſe be it ſaid) 
In :eſ, than a week, the man was as ſound 
(Excepting the loſs of his eye and the wound) 
As if in his life he had never been drown'd, 
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IV. 


But when John had * 2 to travel about, 

He was ſadly _— that his eye was put out, 
And forgetting what ſervice his neighbour had done him, 
Went oft to a lawyer, and clapt a writ on him. 

Talk'd much of the value of what he had loſt, 

That Charlot malt pay all the damage and coft, 

And if with ſuch ſentence he would not comply, 

He {wore he would have his identical eye, 


V 


That Charlot was vex'd, we hardly need ſay, 

Yet he urg'd what he could in a moderate way, 
Declar'd to the judges, by way of defence, 

* That the action was wrought without malice propenſe. 
That his conſcience excus'd him fur what he had done, 
That fortune was only to blame—and that John 


3 


Might have thought himſelf hap y N= death was ſo nigh) 


To purchaſe his life with the loſs of an eye 

That the loſs of an eye is a ſerious aff tir 

Was certain—and yet he'd be bold to declare, 

That the man who can ſhew but one ey in his head, 
Is better by far than a man that is dead.” 


VI. 


In anſwer to all the defendant's fine pleading, 

John ſaid “ He had never yet found in his reading 

A people, or nation, or ſenator ſage, 

Or a law, or a cuſtom, in whatever age, 

Permitting (unpuniſh'd) by force or Riroriſe | 
Ode neighbour to put out his next neighbour's eyes.“ 


VII, 


The lawyers and judges were all at a ſtand 

Which way to conclude on the matter in hand. 
Till a half-witted fellow, who chanc'd to be there, 
Undertook to decide on this weighty affair, 

And cry'd, “ Can you doubt in a cafe that's fo plain? 
Be guided by me, and you'll ne'er doubt again: 
The plea of the plaintiff reſts wholly on this; 

In fiſhing him up he takes it amiſs, 

That Charlot manœuvred. with ſo little {kill, 

So aukwardly fumb!ie:', and manag'd fo ill 

As thus with his bungung to ruin John's look, 
And put out an eye with the point of his hook— 
Well, now, my lord judges, attend my decree, 
Straightway let the plaintiff be thrown in the ſea, 
And, ater repoſing a while on the bottom, 

I he get out alone from where Charlot got him, 
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Safe, ound, and undamag*d—why, then 'tis my ſentence 
That Charlot be puniſh'd and brought to repentance; 
But if, after gaſping and flouncing about, 
He drowns in the water, and fails getting out, 
Why, then, it is juſtice, it muſt be confeſt, 
That Charlot forthwith be diſcharg'd from arreft, 
Abiolv'd from all puniſhment due to the wound, 

And paid in the bargain, *cauſe John was not drown'd.'? 


VIII. 


The audience were ſtruck with a world of ſurprize, 

T'o find that a fool could give counſel fo wile. 

The judges themſelves the ſentence eſpous'd, 

And freely conſented that John ſhould be ſous'd, 

Joan tinding that matters had took a wrong turn, 

Not waiting to ſee if the court would adjourn, 

Sne..k'd out of the houſe, with a hiſs of diſgrace, 
In dread—lefſt the ſentence ſhould quickly take place 

Grown pliant at lait, his cauſe he withdrew— 

His plea was ſo bad, and his friends were ſo few, 

It was needleſs, he thought, on the caſt of a die 

To venture his life for the ſake of an eye, 


| And concluded *twas better to give up the ſuit, 
! Than riſk the one left, and be ſmother'd to boot. 
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The DESOLATE ACADEMY, 


QOusJEctED to deſpotic ſway, 4 
Compaeil'd all mandates to obey, 1 
Once in this dome I humbly bow'd, 
A member of the murmuring crowd, 
g Where Pedro Blanco held his reign, 
'The tyrant of a ſmall domain. 
BY him a numerous herd controul'd, 
The ſmart, the ſtupid, and the bold, 
Eſſay' d ſome little ſhare to gain 
Of the vaſt treaſures of his brain 
Some learn'd the latin, ſome the greek, 
And ſome in flowery ſtile to ſpeak— 
Some writ their themes, while ethers read, 
And ſome with Euclid ſtuff d the head 
Some toil'd in verſe, and ſome in proſe, 
And ſome in logick ſought repoſe— 
Some learn'd to cypher, ſome to draw, 
And ſome began to ſtudy law. 
Bur all is ruin'd, all is done, 
The Tutor to the ſhades is gone, 
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And all his pupils, led aſtray, 
4 Have each . out a different way. . 0 
* SOME are in chains of wedlock bound, g 


. And ſome are hang'd, and ſome are drown'd; | 
4 Some are r, to poſts and places, 
i And ſome in pulpits ſcrew their faces; 
E Some at the bar a living gain, 

Perplexing what they ſhould explain | 

To ſoldiers turn'd, a bolder band, | 4 . 
Revell the invaders of the land; 

| Some to the arts of Phyſic bred, 

4 Diſpatch their patients to the dead; 

Some plough the land, and ſome the ſea, 

And ſome are laves, and ſome are free; 

Some court the great, and ſome the muſe, 

And ſome ſubſiſt by mending ſnoes 

While others—but ſo vaſt the throng, 

The Coblers ſhall conclude my ſong. 


= ADVICE to a FRIEND. 


io, 80 long harraſs'd by winds and ſeas, 
. Tis time, at length, to take your eafe, 
Change ruffian waves ſor quiet groves 
And war's loud blaſt for ſylvan loves. 


In all your rounds, tis paſſing ſtrange 
No fair one tempts you to a change 
Madneſs it is, you muſt agree, 

To lodge alone till forty-three. 


| Old Plato own'd, no bleſſing here 

NY Could equal Love —if but ſincere; 

And writings penn'd by heaven, have ſhown 
That man can ne'er be bleſt alone. 


O'er life's meridian have you paſs'd; 
The night of death advances faſt! 
No props you plant for your decline, 
No partner ſooths theſe cares of thine. 


If Neptune”s ſelf, who ruPd the main, 
Kept ſea-nymphs there to eaſe his pain; 
Yourſelf, who ſkim that empire o'er, 

May ſurely have one nymph from ſhore, 


Myrtilla fair, in yonder grove, 

Has ſo much beauty, ſo much love, \ 
That, on her lip, the meaneſt fly 

Is happier far than you or J. 
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The VERNA L AG U E. 


\ \ HERE the Blackbird rooſts at night, 
In groves of half ditinguiſh'd light; 
Where the evening breezes ſigh, 

Solitary, there ſtray I. 


Cloſe along the ſhaded ſtream, 
Source of many a golden dream, 
Where branchy cedars dim the day 
There I mule, and there I ſtray, 


Yet what can pleaſe amid this bower, 
That caarm'd my eyes for many an hourl 
The budding leaf is loſt to me, 

And dead the bloom on every tree, 


The winding ſtream, that glides along, 
Tae lark, that tunes her early ſong, 
Tire mountain's brow, the ſloping vale, 
The murmuring of the weltern gale, 


Have lof their charms!—the blooms are gone! 
Trees put a darker aſpect on, 

The ſtream diſguſts that wanders by, 

And every zephyr brings a ſigh. 


Great guardian of our feeble kind, 
Reitoring Nature, lend thine aid, 
And o'er the features of the mind 
Renew thoſe colours, that muſt fade, 
When vernai ſuns forbear to xoll, 
And endlels winter chills the ſoul. 


PIER 
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The MARKET GI 


Arden of day, from ſhort repoſe, 
At hours that might all townſ-men thame, 
To catch our money, round or ſquare, 
She from the groves of Flatbujh came 
With kail and cabbage—freſh and fair, 


At Brosthyn wharf, in travelling trim, 
Arriv'd an hour before the ſun, 

Young Cbaron's boat receives her ſtore: 
Acrois the wavy waſte they ſkim ; 

And thus they, laughiag, come to town, 
She at the helm, and he, the oar. 
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Full early taught the arts of gain, 9 
No eee Rae that —— che ſtreet, 0.5 
(Tho? vers'd in all the tricks of trade) 
No city nymph, or powdered ſwain 
Wich all their art, can hope to cheat 

- A naxcalsx from this country maid. 


* 
8 
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The market done, her caſh ſecur'd, 
She homew:rd takes her wonted way: 
Tune painted cheſt, behind the door, 
8 many a Goulpen NEA ſtor'd) 
eceives the gaininps of the day; 
Laid up- to ſee the ſun no more! | . 


Sweet nymph! why all this ceaſeleſs pain, 
Suca ear'y toil, and evening care, 

This hoarding for the age to come! 

If he that courts you, courts in vain, 
And you, regardleſs of an heir, 
Retuſe—alas!—to take him home! 


— — 
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; DYING INDIAN. 


Debemur morti nos, naſtrague. 


6e Ox yonder lake I ſpread the ſail no more} 
Vigour, and youth, and active days are paſt 
A demons urge me to that ſhore 
On whoſe black foreſts all the dead are caſt: 
Ye ſolemn train, prepare the funeral ſong, 
For I mutt go to ſhades below, 
Where all is ſtrange, and all is new; 
2 Companion to the airy throng, 
What ſolitary ſtreams, 
In dull and dreary dreams, * 
All melancholy, muſt I rove along! 


To what ſtrange lands muſt Shalum take his way! 
Groves of the dead departed mortals trace; 
No deer along thoſe gloomy foreſts ſtray, 
No huntſmen there = pleaſure in the chace, 
But all are empty unſubſtantial ſhades, 
ITqhat ranible through thoſe viſionary glades ; 
o ſpongy fruits from verdant trees depend, 
But fickly orchards there 
Do fruits as ſickly bear, 
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And apples a conſumptive viſage ſhew, 

And wither'4 hangs the hurtle-berry blue, 
Ah me! what miſchiefs on the dead attend! 
Wandering a ſtranger to the ſhores below 
Where ſhall I brook or real fountain daf 
Lazy and lad i-luding waters flow 
Such is the picture in my boding mind! 

Fine tales, indeed, they tell 

Of ſhades and purling rills, 

Where our dead fathers dwell 

Beyond the wettern hills, 
Nut when did ghoſt return his ſtate to ſhew; , 
Or who can promiſe half the tale is true? 


I too muſt be a fleeting phoſt—no more 
None, none but ſhadows to thoſe manſions go; 
i leave my woods, I leave the Huron ſhore, 
For emptier groves below! 
Ye charm1i..g ſolitudes, 
Ye tall aſcending woods, q 
Ye glaſly lakes and prattling ſtreams, 
Waoſe aſpect ſtill was ſweet, 
Whether the ſun did greet, 
Or the pale moon embrac'd you with her beams 
Adieu to all! 
To all, that charm'd me where I ſtray'd, 
The winding ſtream, the dark ſequeſter'd ſhade; 
Adieu all triumpas here! 
Adieu the mountain's lofty ſwell, 
Adieu, thou little verdant hill 
And ſeas, and ſtars, and ſxies— farewell, 
For ſome remoter ſphere! 


Perplex'd with doubts, and tortur'd with deſpair, 
Why ſo dejected at this hopeleſs ſleep ? 
Nature at laſt theſe ruins may repair, 


When fate's long dream is o'er, and ſhe forgets to weep; 


Some real world once more may be aflign'd, 
Some new born manſion for the immortal mind! 
Farewell, ſweet lake; farewell ſurrounding woods, 
To other groves, through midnight glooms, I ſtray, 
Beyond the mountains, and beyond the floods, 
Beyond the Huron bay! 

Prepare the hollow tomb, and place me low, 
My «crutty bow, and arrows by my ſide, | 
The cheerful bottle, and the ven'ſon ſtore; 
For long the journey is that I muſt go, 
Without a partner, and without a guide.“ 

He poke, and bid the attending mourners weep/ 
Tkea $:02d his eyes, and ſunk to endleſs ſleep! 
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The JUG of RUM. 


\ \ ITHIN theſe earthen walls conkn'd, 
The ruin lurks of human kind; 


More miſchiefs here, united, dwell, 
And more diſeaſes haunt this cell 

Than ever plagu'd the Egyptian flocks, 
Or ever curs'd Pandora's box. 


Within theſe priſon-walls repo 
The ſerds of ala a-bloody ho ua 
The chattering tongue, the horrid oath ; 
The // for fighting, nothing loth ; 
The paſſion quick, no words can tame, 
That burſts like ſulphur into flame 5 
The neſi with diamonds glowins red, 
The bloated eye, the broken head! 


Forever faſtened be this door— - 
Confin'd within, a thouſand more : 
Deſtructive fiends, of hateful ſhape, 
Even now are plotting an eſcape, 


Here, only by a cork controul'd, 
And ſlender walls of earthen mould, 
In all their pomp of death reſide 
Revenge, that ne er was ſatii d, 
The Tree, that bears the deadly fruit 
OF murder, maiming, and diſpute ; | 
ASSAULT, that innocence aſſails, | * 
The IMAGES of gloomy jails, 
The G1DDY THOUGHT, en miſchief bent, 
The midnight hour, in 2 ſpent, 
ALL THESE within this jug appear, 
And Jack, the hangman, in the rear !“ 


Thrice happy he, who early taught 
By Nature, ne'er this poiſon ſought; 
Who, friendly to his own repoſe, 
Treads under foot this work of foes, — 
He, with the purling ſtream content, 
The beverage quaffs that Nature meant; 
In Keaſon's ſcale his actions weigh'd, 
His ſpirits want no foreign aid 
Not ſwell'd too high, or ſunk to low, 
Placid, his eaſy minutes flow; 

Long life is his, in vigour paſs'd, 
Exiſtence, welcome to the laſt, 
A ſpring, that never yet grew ſtale 
Such wirtue lies in—ADAM'S ALE! 
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ELEGIAC LINE S. 


Orc: in theſe groves divine Aspas1a ſtray'd.— 
Then, conſcious Nature, ſmiling, look'd more gay; 
But ſoon ſhe left the dear delightful ſhade, 0 
The ſhade, neglected, droops and dies away, 
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And pines for her return, but pines in vain.— 
In diſtant iſles belov'd Aſpaſia died, 

Pride of the plains, ador'd by every ſwain, 
Sweet warb.er of the woods, and of the woods the prides 


=—_ 

2——ů˖—— 
— —— << 

- 


Philander early left this rural maid, 

Nor yet ceturn'd, by fate compell'd to roam, 

But abſent from the heaven!y girl he ſtray'd, 

Her charms forgot, forgot his native home. . 


— : 
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O fate ſevere, to ſeize the nymph ſo ſoon, 
"The nymph, for whom a thouſand boſoms ſigh, 
And, in the ſpace of one declining moon 

To doom the fair one and her ſwain to die. 


- 


— 
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O] could thy care have ſhielded ſtill from ha 
| | Aſpaſia, ſhe, the lovelieſt of her kind! —_ 


Lucretia's virtue with a Helen's charms, _ *. 
Charms of the face, and beauties of the mind. 


The bluſhy cheek, the lively ſparkling eye, 
The ruby lip, the flowing jetty hair, 
The ſtature tall, the aſpect ſo divine, 
My All beauty, you had thought, was center'd there, 


d a) $-* 


Each future age her virtucs ſha!l extol, 
Nor the juſt tribute to her worth refuſe: 

Fam'd, to the ſtars UrRaxia bids her riſe, 

Theme of the moral and the tragic muſe. 


Sweet as the fragrance of the vernal morn, | 1&1 
Niot in its bloom, this faded flower I ſee; 

The inſpiring ange! from that breaſt is gone 
And life's warm tide forever chill'd in thee! 


Such charms ſhall greet my onging ſoul no more; p20 
Her radiant eyes re clos'd in end.cis ſhade; 8 
Torpid ſhe reits on vonder marble floor, 

Approach—and ſee what havoc here is made! 
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J PICTURES of COL UMBUS 
1. CoLumBus ſketching a Mar. 


: S oer kis charts Columbus ran, 

3 Such diſproportion he ſurvey'd, 

He thought he ſaw in art's mean plan | | 

3 Blunders that Nature never made; | 3 
The land in one poor corner plac'd, | 
And all beſide a ſwelling waſte—! 
« It can't be ſo,” Columbus ſaid; 


« Far to the weſt, what lengthen'd ſeas! © 
« Are no gay iſlands found in theſe, e 
«« No ſylvan worlds, by Nature meant 
“ To balance Aſia's vaſt extent? 


3 *© Who knows bat ne that hung this ball HD 3 
In the clear void, and governs all, „ 
« On thoſe dread ſcenes, remote from view, : 
Has trac'd ſome mighty region too. 


© What can theſe idle charts avail— | | os 2 
«© Cer real ſeas I with to ſail; 
« If fortune aids the grand deſign, 


« Worlds, yet unthought of, ſhall be mine. r 
«« But how ſhall I this country find! ” 


« Gay, painted picture of the mind! 
« Religion* holds my project vain, 
« And owns no worlds beyond the main, 


If Neptune on my proweſs ſmiles, hs: 
And | detect his hidden iſles, LED 
I hear ſome warning ſpirit ſay, 

«© No monarch will your toils repay: 

« For this the ungratetul ſhall combine, 

% And hard mi:fortune muſt be thine ; 

« For this the baſe reward remains 

« Of cold neglect and galling chains! 

« In à fuer ſolitude forget, 

% Reproach and want Hall be the lot 

« Of him that gives new worlds to Spain. 


« And weſtward ſpreads her golden reign. 


„ The Inquiſition made i erlelhial to aſfert the Wiltence of the Antipodes 


So lang 
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« On thy defign what woes attend! 
% The nations at the oceans end, 
«« No longer deſtin'd to be free, 
*« Shall owe diſtreſs and death to thee ! 
*« The ſeats of innoccuce and love 
* Shall ſoon the ſceues of horror pro ve: 
*© But why diſturb theſe Indian climes, 
% Toe pictures of more hatpy times ! 
% Has avarice, with u' feeling breaſt, 
Has cruelty thy foul puſeſs'd? 
* May ruin on thy boldnejs ut! 
«« And ſorrow crown thy toils too late !** 


7— — 
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2. Coluuzus addreſſes king FERDINAND. 


PRINCE, and the pride of Spain! while meaner crownt, 
Pleas'd with the ſhadow of monarchial ſway, 
Exact obedience from ſome paltry tract 
Scarce worth the pain and toil of governing, 
Be thine the generous care to ſend thy fame 
Beyond the knowledge, or the gueſs of ma 

This gulphy deep (that bounds our weſtern reign 
y civil feuds and wars diſgrac'd) 

Muſt be the paſſage to ſome other ſhore 

Where nations dwell, children of early time, 
Baſking in the warm ſunſhine of the weſt, 

Who ſome falſe deity, no doubt, adore, 

Owning no virtue in the potent croſs: 

What honour, Sire, to plant your ſtandard there. 
And ſouis recover to your holy faith 

That now in paths of dark perdition ſtray 
Warp'd to his worſhip, by the evil one! 

Think not that 2 and the Aſian waſte, 
Or Africa, where barren ſands abound, 

Are the ſole gems in Neptune's boſom plac'd: 
Think not the world a vaſt extended plain: 

See yond' bright orbs, that through the ether move. 
All globular this earth a globe like them 
Walks her own rounds, attended by the moon, 
Bright comrade, but With borrowed luſtre bright, 
If all the ſurface of this mighty round 

Be one wide occan of unfataom'd 'depth 
Bounding the little ſpace already known, 

Nature mult have forgot her wonted wit, 

And made a monſtrous havoc of proportion. 

If her proud depths were not reſtrain'd by lands, 
And broke by continents of vaſt extent 


Exiſting ſomewhere under weſtern ſkies, 


=—4 


1 Y * "= bw TA « 
Beg - | 1 *. N N 2 * 4 * 4 *% , TF po > * * * x * my — * 1 4 tt x < 
8 =. q Sx » Ts 4 44 } = w 1 9 "= 2 A 4 8 8 of Ay a 7 FS - " — * — 
er * 4 iQ u. 6 Su CN — . A 1 q 1 
- +2660 | wy F * X £ > "> hs = 4 s. * o 4 . ö 


8 : __—_ I, band 
. « 5 7 8 . + 
5 * * 93 * 
+ \ #4 "I T4. it 
WEIGH * q * r a 7 . 4 * T4 
TRA ”F ax 2 
was e 


x 1 88 
4 r 


S 
o | 
7 
4 
9. 
5 
* 
* 
1 
be. 
* 
2 
4 
” * 
YI 
8; 
= 
* "of 
3 
1 
. 
1 
EW 
Ws - 
= 
. 
» 
* * f 
= 
= 
4 
* 
K 
"4 
Sl 
K* 
a” 2 s 
* 
* 
8 1] 
Wo 
* * 
: 
* 
= 
y * 
4 
- 


POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 65 


Par other waves would roll. before the ſtorms 
Than ever yet have burſt on Europe's ſhores, 
Driving before them deluge and confuiion. 

But Nature will preſerve what ſhe has plang'd: 
And the whole ſuffrage of antiquity, 
Piatonic dreams. and reaſon's plainer page 
All point at ſomething that we ought to ſee 
Buried behind the waters of the weft, 
Clouded with ſhadows of uncertainty : 
The time is come for ſome ſublime event. 
Of mighty fame —wankind are children yet, 
And hardly dre m what treaſures they poſſeſs 
In the dark boſom of the fertile main, 
Unfathom'd, unattempted, unexplor'd. 
Theſe, mighty prince, I offer to reveal, 
And by the magnet's aid, if you ſupply 
Ships, and ſome gallant hearts, engage to bring 
From diſtant climes, news worthy of a king. 


—_— 8 8 
— 


— — —_——— 


3. W and bis fit Mix isT Z. 


Ferdinand. 


WHAT would this madman have, this bold projector 

A wild addreſs I have to-d:y attended, 

Mingling its folly with our great afairs, 

Dreaming of iſlands and new hemiſpheres 

Plac'd on the ocean's verge, we know not where 

What ſhall I do with this petitioner ? 05s 
Minifter. 

Even ſend him, fire, to periſh in his ſearch: 

He has ſo peſtered me theſe many years 

With idle projects of diſcovery 

His name—1 almoſt dread to hear it mention'd: 

He is a Genoeſe, of vulgar birth, 

And has been round all Europe with his plans 

Preſenting them to every potentate 

What pains me too, is, that our royal lad 

Lends him her ear, and reads his mad addreſſes, 

Oppos'd to reaſon and philoſophy. 


Ferdinand. 
He acts the devil's part in Eden's garden: 
Knowing the man was proof to his temptations 
He whiſper'd ſomething in the ear of Eve, 
And promis'd much, but meant not :o perform. 
- Minifeer. 
Pve treated all his ſchemes with ſuch contempt 
That any but a rank, mad-brain'd enthuſiaſt, 
Puſhing his purpoſe to ne, 
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Would have forſook your empire, royal fir, 
Diſcourag'd, and forgotten long ago. 

Feraina. d. | 
Has he fo long been buſy at his projects? 
J ſcarcely heard of him ?tiil yetterday: 
V plan purſued with io much obſtinac 
Looks not like madneſs :—wretcnes of that ſi.mp 
Survey a thouſand objects in an hour, 
In love with each, and yet attach'd to none 
Beyond the moment that it meets the eye— 
But him 1 honour, tho” in beggars? gaibs, 
Who has a ſoul of ſo much conſtancy 
As to bear up againſt the hard rebuffs, 
Sneers of great men, and inſolence of power, 
And through the oppoſition of them all 
Purſues his obje&:—Minuter. this man | 
Muft have our not ce. Let him be commiſſioned 
Viceroy of all the lands he ſhali diicover, 
Admiral and general in the fleets of Spain 
Let three ſtout ſhips be inſtantly ſelected, 
The beſt and ſtrongeſt ribb'd of all we own, 
With crews to man them, patient of fatigue: 
But ftay, attend! how lands our treaſury (== 

| Miniſter. 

Empty —exen to the bottom, royal ſir! 
We have not coin for bare neceſſities, 
Much leſs, (ſo pard.n me) to ſpend on madmen, 


—_ = _ — — 
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4. CoLumBus addrefſe; Queen ISABELLA; 


WHILE Turkiſh queens, deje&ed, pine, 
Compell'd ſweet reedom to reſign; 
And, taught one virtue, 29 obey, 


Lament tome eaſtern tyrant's ſway, 


Queen of all hearts, bright Iſ. bell! 

A happier lot to you has fell, 

Who make a nation's bliſs your owns | 7 
And ſhare the rich Caſtilian thione. 


. 


Exalted thus, beyond all fame, 
Alliſt, fair lady, that pro':d im 

Which would your native reign extend 

Jo the wide wor.d's remoteſt end. 


From ſcience. fed by buſy thought, 
New wonders to my view are brought: 
The vaſt abyis, b y nd our ſhoce, 

I deem impaſiab. c uo more. 
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Let thoſe that love to dream. or ſleep 
P. etend no l:mits ts the Jeep: 

I ſ-e beyond the rolling main | 
Abounding wealth reſerv'd for Spain. 


From Nature's earlieft days conceal'd, 
Men of their own theſe climates yield, 
And ſce>ter'd dames, no doubt, are there, 
Queens like yourlelf, but not ſo fair, 


But whit ſhou!d moſt p: voke defire 
Are the fine pearls that hey admire, 
And diamonds bright, and coral green, 
More fit to grace a Spaniſh queen. 


Their yellow ſhells, and virgin gold, 
And ũlver, for our trinkets fold, 
Shall well reward this toil and pain 
And bid our commerce ſhine again. 


As men were forc'd from Eden's ſhade 
By errors that a woman made, | 
Permit me, at a woman's colt, 

'To find tac climates that we loſt. 


He, that with you, partik-s command; 
Tne nation's hope, great Ferdinand, 
Actends, indeed, to my requeſt, 

But wants no empires in the weſt. 


Then, queen, ſapply the Grating ſal, 
For eaſtward breathes the ſteady gale 

Taat ſhall the meaneſt barque convey 
To regions richer then Cathay. * 


Arriv'd upon that flowery coaſt 

Whoſe towns of golden temples boaft, 
Waile theſe brigat objects ſtrike our view 
Tneir wealth ſhall be reſerv'd for you. 


Each ſwarthy king ſhall yield his crown, 
And, ſmiling, lay their ſceptres down, 
Wien they, untam'd by force of arms, 
Shall hear the ſtory of your charms. 


Did I an empty dream purſue 

Great honour ſtill muſt wait on you, 
Wao ſent the lads of Spain to keep 
Such vigils on the untravell'd deep, 


® The anclent nams for China, 
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Who fix'd the bounds of land and ſea, 
Trac'd Nature's works through each degree, 
Imagin'd ſome unheard-of ſhore 


But prov'd that there was nothing more. 7 5 
Var happier proſpects, I maintain, n 
Shall open on your temale reign, T 
While ages hence, with rapture, tell 43 
How much they owe to Iſabell! 12 
1 — — / "a 


5. Queen Is aB8LLa's Secretary writing a reply to Col uus. 


1 

YOUR yellow ſhel:s, and coral green, 5 
And gold, and ſilvei—not yet ſeen, 
Have had ſuch influence on a woman's mind 
Tae queen could almoſt pillage from the crown, q 
And add ſome coit.y jewels of her own, bay 
Ihus lending you that charming coaſt to find 
Where all theſe heavenly things abound, 
Qucens 11 the wen and chiefs renown'd. 
Bui then no great men take you by he hand, 
Nor are the nobles butied in your aid; 
Tae clergy have no reliſh for your ſcheme, 
And deem it madneſs—one archbiſhop ſaid 
You were bewildered in a paltry dream 
That led directly to undoubted rin, : 
Your own and other men's undoing :— "i 
And our confeſſor ſay”, it is nv: true, | 
(And call t hereſy m you) | 
Thus to aſſert the world is round, 
And that the Antipedes are found 
Held to the earth, we can't tell how. 

But you ſhall ſai!; I heard tue queen declare 
That mere geography is not her care 
And thus ſlie bids me ſay, 
« Columbus, haſte away, 
« Haften to Palos, and if you can fnd 
« Three bargues, o. ftrutture ſuited to your mind, 
Straight make a purchaſe in the roy ii name; 
% Equip ther: for tne ſeas without delay, 
Since long the journey is (we heard you ſay) 
« Jo that rich corntry Which we with to claim 
« Let chem be ſn.a.i—for know the crown is pcors 
« Though baking in tue ſanſhine of renown. 
« Long wars have waſted us: the pride of Spain 
Was ne'er before to high, nor purſe ſo mean; 
« Giving us ten y-ars war, the hun bled Mer 
« Has jef. us little eiſe hut victory: 
Time Ac iehoce pail ſplendor to ds reign,” 
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6. CoLumBus at the Harbour of Paros, in Ardalufia. 


ColLuunus. 


IN three ſmall barques to croſs ſo vaſt a ſea, 
Held to be bo ind els, even in learning's eyes 
It is a bold attemot— et I malt go, 
T'rave..ing the {urge to us great boundary; 
F. c, fir avay beyond the reach of men, 
Where never . ner milk-white ſail 
Or we::y pilg-im bore the chriſtian name! 
But though i were conirm'd in my deſign, 
Ania the whole event with certainty, 
How ſhall I ſo exert my eloqueace, 
Ant hold ſach arguments with vulgar minds 
As to convince them I am not an idiot 
Cnacing the viſions of a ſhattered brain, 
E ding in their perdition and my own? 
The word, and all its wiſdom is againt me; 
Ine dreams of prieſts; philoſoohy in chains; 
Falſe learning, ſwoln wich ſelf-ſufficiency; 
Men ſeated at the helm of royalty 
Reuſoning like ſchool boys ;—what diſcouragements! 
Experience olds herſ2:f mine enemy, 
And one „enk woman only hears my ſtory !—= 
I'll make a ſ52ech + Hear jovial ſailors, nearl 
« Ye that woald riſe beyond the rags of fortune, 
« Struggling too loig with hopeleſs poverty, 
« Coating your native ſhores on ſhallow ſeas 
« Vex'd by the gallies of the Ottoman; 
& Now meditate with me a bolder plan, 
« Caiching at fortune in her plenitude! 
« He that hall unde-tike chis voyage with me 
* Shall be no longer held a vu:gar man: 
« Princes ſhall with they had been our companions, 
« And Science bluth ſhe did not go along 
« To learn a leſſon that might humble pride 
Now grin üng idly from a pelant's cap, 
« Larking behind the vet! of cowardice. 
„Far in the weft a golden region lies 
« Unknown, unvi f ited fir many an age, 
„% Teeming with treaſure, to enrich the brave. 
& Embark, embark Columbus leads the way—— 
* Why, friends, exiſtence is alike to me 
Dear and deſirable, with other men; 
« What good could J deviſe in lecking ruin? 
0 s I ay; and he that ſails with me 
« Shall reap a harveſt of immortal honour: 
« Wealthier he ſhall return than they that now | 
% Lounge in the lap of principalitics, 
* Hoarding the gorgeous treaſures of che call.” —— 


* 


* — 
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Alas, alas! they turn their backs upon me, 
Ars rather chooſe to wa.iow in the mire 
Ot want, and torpid nactivity, 
Than, by ove bold and maſterly exertion, 
I nemſelves e noble and enrich their country? +» 
— — — —— — — — 


s Y 


7. 4 SA1LOR's HUT, near the ſea Shore, 


1 nOMAS and SUSAN. 
Tom. 


T WISH I was over he water again! 
Jis pity we cann..t agree; 
Minen 1 try to he merry tis labour in vain, 
You ways ure ſcolding at me; 
Then what ſhall I do 
With chis termagant Sue; 
Tho' J hug her and ſqueeze her 
I never can pieaſe ge 
Was tuere ever a devil like you! 
Suſan. 
If J was a maid, as I now am a wife 
With a ſot and a brat to maintain, 
T think it would be the firſt care of my life, 
To ſhun ſuch a drunkard again: 
Not one of the crew 
Is ſo hated by Sue; 
Though they always are bawling, 
And pul'ing, and hauling 
Not one is ſo noiſy as you. 
| Thomas. 
Dear Suſan, I'm ſorry that you ſhould complain: 
There is nothing indeed to be done; 
If a war ſhould break out, not a ſailor in Spain 
Would ſooner de found at his gun: 
Arriving from ſea SS 
1 would kneel on one knee, 
And the piunder preſenting 
To Suſan re.enting—— 
Who tnen would be honour'd like me! 
Suſan, 
To day as I came by the ſign of the ſhip, 
A mighty une captain s there, = 
He was aking for ſailors to take a ſmall trip, 
But 1 cannot remember Well where: 
He was hearty and free, 
And it you can agree 
To leave me dear honey, 


Ad bring me ſome money 


How happy—indeed=» 4 thall be! 
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| Thomar. 
The man that yon ſaw not a ſaulor can get, 
Tsa Captain Colu.abus, they ſy; 
T ; fit out a ſhip he is running in debt, 
And our wages he never can pay; 
Yes, yes, it i he, 
Ayd, Sue, do ye ſee, 
On a wud undertaking 
His heart he is breaking 


Tue devil may take him for me! 


— * — — — 8 
— 


— * 


8. BEA NANO, a Sparih Friar, in his canenicalta 


DID not our hv.y book moſt c.e.r'y ſay 
This eartu is bailt upon a pillar'd baſe; 
And did not xEASOxN add convincing proofs 
That this huge world is one continued plane 
Extending onward to immenſity, 
Bounding with oceans theſe abodes of men; 
I hould ſuppoſe this dreamer had ſome hopes, 
Some proſpetts built on probability 
What ſays our lord, the pope———khe cannot err 
He ſays, our <world is not orbicular, | 
And has rewarded ſome with chains and death 
Who d:r'd defend ſuch wicked hereſies. 
But we are turning heretics indeed 
A foreigner, an idiot, an impoſtor, 2 
An infidel (ſince he dares contradict 
What our moſt holy order holds for truth) 
Is pouring poiſon in the royal ear; 
Teliing him tales of iſlands in the moon, 
Leading the nation into dangerous errors, 
Slig ting inſtruct on from our brotherhood !— 
O Jelu! Jeſu! what an age is this! 


9. Oros10, 4 Mat bematiciau, with bis ſeales and compaſſes> 


THIS perſevering man ſucceeds at laſt ! 
The laſt gazette has publiſh'd to the world 
That Ferdinand and {abella grant | 
Three well rigg'd ſhips to Ciritopher Columbus ; 
And have beſtow'd the noble titles too 
Of Admiral and FVice-Roy———great indeed! 
Who will not now proſect, and ſcrawl on paper 
Pretenders now ſhall be advanc'd to honour; 
And every pedant that can frame a prob.em, 
And every lad that can draw parallels 

Or meaſure the ſubtenſion of an angle, 

Wall now have ſhips to-make diſcoveries! 
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T'r1s ſimple man would ſnil he knows not where; | 


Buitdivg on fables, ſchemes of certainty 

Viiions of P/ato, mix'd with idle tales 

Of iater date, intoxicate his brain: 

Let him advance beyond 2 certain point 

In his fantaſtic voyage, and I foretell 

He never can return: ay, et him go 

There is a line towards the ſetting ſun 

Drawn on an ocean of tremendous depth, 
Where Nature plac'd the limits of the day) 
aunted by dragons, fond of ſolitude, 

Red ſerpents, fiery forms, and yelling hags, 

Fit company for mad adventurers.—— 

There when the ſun deſcends, tis horror all; 

His angry globe through vaſt abyſſes gliding 

Burns in the briny boſon of che deep, 

Making a havock ſo unco tctonable, 

And c.ufing ſuch a waſteful ebuilition, 

That never iſland green, or continent 

Could find foundation, there, to grow upon! 


— ͤà—— — _— —_— — . 
— — — 


10. CoLUMBUS and a PILOT. 


Columbus. 
TO take on board the ſweepings of a jail 

Is inexpedient, in a voyage like mine, 
That will require moſt patient fortitude, 
Strict vigilance and ſtaid ſobriety, 
Contempt of death, on cool renection ſounded, 
A ſenſe of honour, motives of ambition, 
And every ſentiment that ſways the brave. 
Princes ſhouid join me now !—-not thoſe I mean 
Who lurk in courts, or revel in the ſhade 
Of painted ceiling;>—thole I mean, more worthy. 
Waoſe daring aims and perſevering ſouls 
Soaring beyond the ſordid view of fortune, 
Beipeak the lineage of true royalty. 


Pilot. 
A fleet arriv'd laſt month at Carthagene 
From Smyrna, Cyprus, and the neighbouring iſles: 
Their crews releas'd from long fatigues at fea, 
Have ſpent their earnings in feſtivity, 
And hunger tells them they muſt out again: 
Yet nothing inſtantly preſents itſelf 
Except your new and noble expedition: 
The fleet muſt undergo immenſe repairs, 
And numbers will be unemploy'd a white: 
Fi t:ke them in the hour of diſſipation 


(Before reflechon has made cowards of them 
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Suggeſting queſtions of impertinence) - 
Wann deiperate plans are moſt acceptable, 
Ir obilit es are poſſibie, 


* And ill tae {pring ind vigour of the mind . 
7 Is iirain'd to madneſs and audaci y: 
* ; If you approve? my icheme, theie ninety men 


(Ille number you pronounce to be ſuimcent} 


1 
43 Shall all be enter'd in a week, at moit. 
he Clumbus. 

a Go, pilot, go—and every motive urge 
to That may put life into this expedition. 


Early in Auguſt we muſt weigh our anchors. 

; Time wears apace—b ing none bat willing men, 
up So ſhal: our orders be the better borne, 
| The people leſs inclin'd to mutiny. 


44 
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D 11. DisconTENnTS a! Sea 


RN Antonio. (a ſailor) 
5 DREADFUL is death in his mo4 gentle forms 
| More horrid ftil! on this mad element, 
So tar remote from land- from friends remote! 
So many thouſand leagues already ſail'd 
In queſt of viuons!— «hat remains to us 
Bur periſhing in theſe moiſt ſolitudes; 
Where many a day our corpſes on the fea 
Suali float unwept, unpitied, unentomb'd ! 
O fete moſt terrible!—undone Antonio! 
Way didſt thou liſten to a madman's dreams, 
Pregnant with miſchief—why not, comr.des, riſe !\-- | 
See, Nature's ſe f prepares to leave us here; 
The need e, late ſo faithful to the pole, 
Now quits his object and bewilders us; 
Steering at random, juſt as chance dire“ 
O fate moſt terrible -undone Antonio! 4 
Hernando. (a ſailor) 
Borne to creation's utrmoſt verge, I ſaw | 
New ftars aſcending, never view'd before! 
Low finks the bear — 0 land, my native land, | 
Ciear ſprings and ſhady groves! why did 1 $4.nge 
Your aſpect fair for theſe infernal waſtes, ' 
Peopled by montters of another kind; 
Ah me! deſgn'd not for the haunt of man! 
Columbus, | 
Ceaſe, daſtards, ceaſe; and be inform'd, thit man | 
Is Nature's lord, and wieids her to hs wii: 
If her moſt nobie works oh²⁵² y our aims, | 
How much more {0 ought worthiels um, lite you 
Whoſe whole exiſtence is a murning dean, 


—— ASS 
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Wu ſe life is ſunſhine on a wintry day, 
V. .v thake at ſhadows, ſtruck with palſied fear; 
Meaſu. ing the limit of your ives by diſtance. 

" — Antonio. 
Columbus, hear! when with the land we parted, 
You 2/7iy days agreed to plough the main, 
Direcung weitward Thirty have elaps'd, 
A d thirty more have now begun their round, 
No land appearing yer, nor trace of land, 

Bu diſtant fogs that mimic iofty ules, 
Painting gay landſcapes on the vaporous air, 
Innabited by fiends, tuat mean our ruin— 
You pe-ſeverc, and hive no mercy on us 
I hen periſh by y-urſeli—we muit return 
And knory our firm reſolve is fix d for Spain; 
In this rciolve we are unanimous. 


. Juan De VILLa-Reat ro CoLUMBU8, 


(A billet.) 

« I heard them, over night, a plot contriving, 
*« Of fatal pur; oie have a care, Columbus 
„They have reſolv'd, as on the deck you ſtand 
« Aiding the vigtis of the midnight hour, 
„To plunge you headlong in the roaring deep, 
And ſlaughter ſuch, as favour your Jefen 
Still to purſue that weſtern continent.“ | 

Columbus, ſolus. 
Why, Nature, haſt thou treated thoſe fo ill, 
Wioſe 10s, capacious of immenſe deſigns 
Leave eaſe and quiet for a nation's glory, 
Tuus: to ſubject them to theſe little things, 
Inſects, by heaven's decree in ſhapes of men! 
But ſo it is, and ſo we muit ſubmit, 
Lending to thee, the heaven's great chancellor! 
But mull I fail !—and by umidiuy! 
M 1! thou to thy green waves receive me, Neptune, 
r mud 1 baſely with my ſhips return, 
Nothing accampliſh'd I not one pearl diſcover'd, 
Oue Hit of gold to make our queen a bracelet, 
One Jiamond for the crown of Ferdinand! 
How wil: their triumph be confirm'd, who ſaid 
That I was gad! —Muſt I then change my courſe, 
And quit ce country that wouid ſtraight appear 
If one week longer we purſued the ſun! 

( He addri«jes the crew.) 


« Aſſemble, friends; at end to what I ſay: $ | 


Signs unequivocal, at length, declare 

« 'That ſome great continent approaches us: 
Ahe ſea no longer glooms unmeaſur'd depthy, 
Small mates 1 tec, from ebbing rivers borng, 
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PORMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


% Ard Neptune's waves a greener aſpe& wear. 


ne ſetting ſun diicovers c:onds thai owe 
« Their origin to fe15 and woodland walles, . 
©« Not uch . breed on occan's falt domain : 
© Vaſt flocks of birds attend us on our way, 
«© Theſe ali have hau ts amidſt the w tery void, 
c Sweet ſcenes o eaſe, and ſylvan ſolitude, | 
« And ſprings, and it e:m:, that we ſhal: ſhare with them. 
«« Now hear my moſt inportunate requeſt: | 
«« call you all my friends, you are my equals, 
Men of true worth and native Jignity, 
e Whoſe ſpirits are too mighty to re urn 
© Moſt meanly home, when nothing is .ceompliſh'd-a 
« C, ſet to ſau our wonted cnurſe with me 
« Zut one ek longer, and if thit be ſpent, 
© And nou cht appeir to recompence our toil, 
<« Then change you court?, and homeward hate away 
© Yay, nomeward not!— or that would be too baue 
« But to the J2pths below, where we may hide, 
«© And never taink of Ferdi -an again.“ 
Hernando. 
One week! too nuch—it ſhall not be, Columbus! 
Already are we on the verge of ruin, 
W i-m'd by the ſanhhine of another ſphere, 
Fann'd by the breezes of che Hurning zone. 
Laune bd oat upon the no. 1's xtremities 
Who knows waere one week » r: might carry as? 
'  Aatons. 
Niy, tuk not to the trait vr !ſ—Baſe Columbus, 
To thee our ruin and our deaths we owe! 
Away, away |—=friends!—men at liber y. 
Nuo free to act as bet hefits our caſe, 
A5p>oint another pilot to the helm, 
And Anadalu,.;a be our port again! 
Columbus. 
Friends, is it thus you treat your admiral, 
Who bears the honours of great Ferdinand, 
ne royal ſtandard, ind the arms of Spain! 
Three days allow me—and I'll ſhew new worlds, 


Hern1ndo. 
Three days | 


one day will paſs too tedion es 
But in the name of all our crew, Columbus, 

Wh vſe ſpeaker and controuler I am own'd; 

Since thou in led, art 1 mot gal ant man, 

Three days we grant but atk us not again! 
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12. Col uuns at Car Is LAND. 


Columbus, ſolus. 


HAIL, beaut-ous land! the firſt that greets mine eye. 
Since, bold, we :efc tne cloud-capp'd Tenerife, 
The world's laſt limit long ſuppas'd by men... 
Tir'd with dull p: ofpetts of tie watery waſte 
And midnight vangers that around us grew, 
Faint nearts, and feeble hands, and traitors vile, 
T 1e2, Hol Savious, on this foreign coaſt 
We ſtill adore, and name this land from thee! ® 
In theſe green groves who would not wiſh to ſtay 
Where guardian Nature holds her quiet reign, 
Where beardleſs men ſpeak other languages, 
Caknewn to us, ourſelves unknown to them. 


Autonia. 
In tracing o'er the iſle no gold I find—— 
Nough: e ſe bit barren trees and craggy rocks 


Waere ſcreaming ſea-fovl mix their odious loves, 


And fields of burning marle, where devils play, 
And mea with copper fkins talk barbarouily— 
Wh.t merit has ur chief in failing hither 
Dircovering countries of no real worth! 

Sein has enough of barren ſands, no doubt, 
And ſavages in crowds are found at home: — 
Wy then ſurnount the world's circumference 
M-rely to ſtock us with this Indian breed? 


OD Hernando. 
Sof. or Columbus will detect you murmuring— 
J'uis new found iſle has re- in ated him | 

In all our favoars fee you yonder ſands 
Way, if you ſee them, ſwear that they are gold, 

Fe old like this ſhall be our ho neward freight, 
Gladding the heart of Ferdinand the great, 

Who, when he ſees it, ſhall ſay ſmilingly, 

« Well done, advent'rous feliows, you have brought 
« The treaſure we expetted, and deſerv'd!“ 

Hold! I am wrong—there goes a ſavage man 


With gold ſuſpended from his ragged ears: 


T'il brain th2 monſter for the ſake of gold; 

T ere, ſavage; try the power of Spaniſh ſteel 
Tis of Toledo true and truſty ſtuff! 

He falls! he fall! the gold, the gold is mine! 
Firſt acquiſition in this golden ile — 


2 —_— —— 


* He called the ift nd San Salvador. It lies about 90 miles S. E. from Fei · 
dence; is one of che BU cluſter, and co the eaſt wurd of the Grand Baal wk 


+ The veſt ſtecl- blades lu un ae manufactured at Tae and Hübe. 
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Columbus, ſclut. 


Sweet ſylvan ſcenes of innocence and eaſe, 
How calm and joyous paſs the ſeaſons here! 
No ſplendid towns or ſpiry turrets riſe, 
Nor .ordly palace no tyrant kings 
Enact hard laws to cruſh fair freedom here 
No gloomy jails to ſhut up wretched men; 
All, all are free!—here God and Nature reign; 
Their works unſullied by the hands of man 
Ha! what is chis— a mardered wretch I ſee, 
A Spaniſh ponyard thro? his entrails driven 
His blood yet warm—O hapleſs iſlander, 
Who could have thus ſo baſely mangled zee, 
Wheo, never offer'd inſult to our ſhore— 
Was it for thoſe poor trinkets in your ears 
Which by the cuſtom of your tribe you wore,— 
Now ſeiz'd away—and which would not have weigh'd 
One poor piaſtre! | 
Is this the fruit of my diſcovery! / , 
If the firſt ſcene is murder, what ſhall follow 
But havock, hatred, chains, and devaſtation 
In every dreſs and form of cruelty! 
O injur'd Nature, whelm me in the deep, 
And let not Europe hope for my return, 
Or gueſs at worlds upon whoſe threſhold now 
So black a deed has juſt been perpetrated !—— 
We muſt away—enjoy your woods in peace, 
Poor, wretched, injur'd, harmtefs iflanders; 
On Hayii's * iſle you ſay vaſt ſtores are found 
Of this deſtructive yold—which without murder 
Perhaps, we may poſſeſs !—1way, away! 
And Cans, pilots, ſeek another itle, 
Fertile, they ſay, and of immenſe extent: 

here we may fortune find, without a crime. 


— —— — pm * —_——— — 


13. COLUMBUS in a Tempeſt, on bis return to Spatn. 
THE ftorm hangs low ; the angry lightning glares 
&nd menaces deſtruction to our maſts; 
The Corpeſant t is buſy on the decks, 
The ſoul, perhaps, of ſoine loſt admiral 


Taking his walks about moſt leiſurely, 
Foreboding we ſhall be with him to-night; 


* This iſland is now called H ſpaniola. 


Þ A vapour common at ſea in bad weather, ſomething larger and rather paler 
than the light of a candle; which, ſeeming to riſe out ef the ſus, firſt moves about 
the decks, and then aſcends or deſcends the rigging in proportion to the Increaſe br 


decreaſe of the ſtorm, Superttitiva' formerly imagined them io be the foularof 


We to your boun yy owe all thut we are; 


I. ands of vaſt extent we hve diſco- 1 
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See, now he limbs the ſhrouds—as he aſcends be 

The gal grows bolder all is violence! 

Scas r-cunting from the bottom of their depths, ' 

Hang Oer our he.ds, with all their horrid curls, WF As 

Threatening perdition to our feeb e barnue. 

Which tree hours .onger cannot bear theit fury, 

Such heavy ifrokes already ſhatter her; 

Who can endure iuch dreadſul company! 56 © 290 

Then, muſt we die wich our diſcovery! | N 

Mau't all my labours, ail my pains be loſt | ? 

And my new world in o'd oblivion ſleep—? f - 

My name forgot, or if it be ren embered, - _ 
| 


1 * 


= r 
= _ a * * þ . 


Only to have tt ſaid, He was « madman | 
Who pcriſh'd us he ought=- deſerred'y— 

In ſeeking wha was never to be found!“ 

Le:'s obviate, whit we can, this horrid ſentence, 

And, lo ourſelves, perhaps preſerve our fame. 

Tis euiy to contrive this painted caket, 
(Cu k'd, pitch'd, ſecur d with canvas round and round) 
That it may float for months upon the tin, 

Bearing the freight within ſecu.c and dry; 

In this wil! I an -bnra& of our voyage, 

And lands found, in .itle ſpace encloſe: 

Toe weſtern winds in time may bear it home 

To Europe's coats: or ſome wide wandering ſhip 

By iccideat, may meet it tofs'd abuut 

Charg'd with the tory of another world. 


* ——_— — — —_— — 
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14. CoLuMBus #i/its the COURT at Barcelona. 
Fercingid. 


LET him be honoar'd like a God, who brings 
Tidings of itl..nds at tae oceans end! 
In royal robes le him be, quick, a-tir'd, 
And ſeated next ourſe ves, the nobieſt Pecr. 

kella. 
The merit of this gallant 4-ed is mine: 
Had ot my jeweis furniſh'd out the tleet 
Sti!. had hi, world been late it in he main 
Sin e on his project eve.y man look'd coid, 
A woman, as nis patroveſs thail ſhi e; 
And through the worl the ſtor hall be told, 
A uo nan gave new continents o Spain, 
| Celumbus. 

A world, great prince, br:gat queen and royal lady. 
Diſcover d now, nas we. repaid our tolls; 
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Men ot renown and to be fam'd in toy. 


With gold abvuuding; ee à lamp. nere 
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Of thoſe moſt precious metals we admire; 

And Indian men, natives of other dimes, 

Whom we have brought to do you prince'y homage 

Owning they hold their diadems from you. 
Ferdinand, 

To fifteen ſail your charge ſhall be augmented; 

Haiten to Palos, and prepare again 

To ſail in queſt of this fine golden country, 

The Ophir, never known to Solomon; 

Which ſhall be heid the brighteſt gem we have, 5 

The richeſt diamond in the crown of Spain. 
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15. CoLumBus i» cHanns.* 


ARE theſe the honours they reſerve for me, 
Chains for the man that gave new worlds to Spain! 
Reit here, my ſwelling heart!—O kings, O queens, 
Patrons of monſters,* and their progeny, 

Authors of wrong, and flaves to fortune mercly! 
Why was I ſeated at my prince's ſide, 

Honour'd, careſs'd like ſome firſt peer of Spain. 
Was it, that I might fall moſt ſuddenl 

From honour's ſummit to the ſink of ſcandal! 

*[1s done, 'tis done!—what madneſs is ambition; 
What 1s there in that little breath of men, 

Which they call Fame, that ſhould induce the brave, 
To forfeit caſe, and that domeſtic bliſs, 

Which 15 the lot of happy ignorance, 
Leſs glorious aims, — all humility. 
Wnoe er thou art, that ſhalt aſpire to honour, 
And on the ſtrength and vigour of the mind 
Vainly depending, court a monarch's favour, 
Pointing the way to vait extended empire; 


4 Firſt count your pay to be ingratitude, 

* Then chains, and priſons, and diſgrace like mine! 
4 Each wretched pilot now ſhall ſpread his fails, 

2 And treading in my footſteps, hail new worlds, 

| l Which, but for me, had ſtill been empty viſions. 


4 16. Col unn us at VALLADOLID. + 
= HOW ſweet is fleep, when gain'd by length of toil! 
No dreams diſturb the ſlumbers of the dead 

To inatch exiſtence from this ſcanty ſoil, 

* During his third voyage, while in San Domingo, (in Hiſpaniola) ſuch unjuſt 
te preſenta ion; were made of hi conduct, to the Court of Spain, that a new admiral, 
Povadilla, was appointed, to ſuperſede him, who ſent Columbus home in irons. 

+ After he found himſelf in diſgrace with the Court of Spain. he retired to 
Vallad_ lid, a town of Old Caſtile, where he died, it is faid, moe 4 brokep 
Rear than any other diſeaſe, on che 20th of My, 1506. 
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Were theſe the hopes deceitful fancy bred; 


And were her painted pageants rothing more 


Than this life's phantoms by deluſion ted ? 


The winds blow high: one other world remains; 


Once more, without a guide, I find the way; 
In the daik tomb to ſlumber with my chain 


Prais'd by no poet on my funeral day, 


Nor even allow'd one dearly purchas'd clain 
My new found world not honour'd with my name ! 


Yet, in this joyleſs gloom while I repoſe, 


Some comfort will attend my penſive ſhade, 
When memory paints, and golden fancy ſhews 
My tolls rewarded, and my woes repaid; 
When empires riſe where lonely foreſts grew, 
Where Freedom ſhall her generous plans purſue. 


To ſhadowy forms, and g oſts, and ſleepy things, 
Columbus, now, with dauntleſs heart repair; 
You liv'd to kad new wor'ds for thankleſs kings: 
Write this upon my tomb—yes—tell it ther: 
Tell of thoſe chains that ſuilied all my giory— 
Not mine but their's—ah, tell the ſhameful ſtory. 


(Ax NO 1774.) 
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The INLIAN STUDENT: 
os, FORCE or NATURE. 


From Suſquehanna's fartheſt ſprings 
Where ſavage tribes puriue their game, 
(His blanket tied with yellow ftrings,) 
A thepherd of the foreſt came. 


Not long before, a wandering prieſt 
Expreis'd his with, with viſ-ge fad— 
% Ah, why (he cry'd) in Satan's waſte, 
* Ah, why detain io fine a lad? 


« In white-man's land there ſtands a town 
„% Where learning may be purchas'd 00 
Exchange his A for a gown. 

« And let the lad to college go.” —— 


'From long debate the council roſe, 
And viewing S/a/um's tricks with joy 


To Cambridge Ill, o'er waſtes of inows, 
They ſent the copper - colour d boy. 
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One generous chief a bow ſupply'd, 
This gave a ſhaft, and that a ſkin; 
The feathers, in vermillion dy'd, 
Himſelf did from a turkey win: 


Thus dreſs'd ſo gay, he took his way 
O'er barren hills, alone, alone! 

His guide a ſtar, he wander'd far, 
His pillow every night a tone. 


At laſt he came, with foot ſo lame, 
Where learned men talk heathen Greek, 
And Hebrew lore is gabbled o'er, 

To pleaſe the Muſes,-twice a week. 


Awhile he writ, awhile he read, 
Awhile he conn'd their grammar rules 
— Indian ſavage ſo well bred 

reat credit promis d to the ſchools.) 


Some thought he would in law excel, 
Some ſaid in phy/ic he would ſhine; 
And one that knew him, paſſing well, 
Beheld, in him, a ſound Divine. 


But thoſe of more diſcerning eye 

Even then could other proſpeQs ſhow, 
And ſaw him lay his Virgil by 
To wander with his dearer bow. 


The tedious hours of ſtudy ſpent, 
The heavy-mvulded lecture done, 
He to the woods a hunting went, 
Thro? lonely waſtes he walk'd, he ran, 


No myſtic wonders fir'd his mind; 
He ſought to gain no learn'd degree, 
But only ſenſe enough to find 

The ſquirrel in the hollow tree. 


The ſhady bank, the purling ſtream, 
The woody wild his heart poſſeſs'd, 
The dewy lawn, his morning dream 
In fancy's gayeſt colours dreſs'd. 


*« And why (he cry'd) did I forſake 
«« My native wood for gloomy walls; 
** The ſilver ſtream, the limpid lake 
For muſty books, and college halls. 


„A little could my wants ſupply 
Can wealth and honour give me more; 
F 
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«« Or, will the ſylvan god deny 
* The humble treat he gave before? 


„Loet ſeraphs gain the bright abode, 

« And heaven's ſublimeit manſions ſec 
« I only bow to NaTuRe's GOD 
The land of ſhades will do for me. 


% Theſe dreadful ſecrets of the ky 

« Alarm my ſoul with chilli.g fear 
Do planets in their orbits fly, 

« And is the earth, indeed, a ſphere? 


Loet planets ſtill their cour/e purſue, 
« And comets to the CENTRE run 
In Hu my faithful friend I view, 
« The image of my Gad—the Sun. 


«« Where Nature's ancient foreſts grow, 

And mingled laurel never fades, 

« My heart is xK'dz-and I mult go 

« To die among my native ſhades.” 

* * 

He ſ»oke, ind to the weſtern ſprings, 
(His gow d icaarg'd. his money ſpent, 

H blanket ried with ye low ftrings,) 

The ih-pherd of the fore went. 


eee, 
The ORATOR of the WOODS, 


Kh traveller aſks, with fond ſurprize, 
Why 75yr/f; waſtes the fleeting year 

Where gloomy foreſts round him riſe, 

And only ruſtics come to hear 

His taſte is cdd, (they ſeem to ſay) 

Such talents iu fo poor à way! 


To thoſe that courts and titles pleaſe 
How diſmal is his lot; 

Beyond the hills, beneath ſome trees, 
To live—and be forgot——, 

In dull retreats, where Nature binds 
Her maſs of clay to vulgar minds. 


While you lament his barren trade, 
Tell me—1n yonder vale 


Why grows that flower beneath the ſhade, 
So feeble and ſo pale 
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Why was ſhe not in ſun-ſhine plac'd 
To bluth, and pleaſe your men of taſte? 


In lonely wilds, thoſe flowers ſo fair 

No curious ſtep allure; 

And chance, not choice has plac'd them there, 
(Still charming, tho? obicure) 

Where, heedleſs of ſuch ſweets ſo nigh, 

The iazy hind goes loitering by. 


SDS? + — ——- ic... + Ei. mn TT -1.. 


PALEMON to LAVINI A. 


Y 


80 | ORN from your arms by rude relentleſs hands, 4 
No tears recall our loſt Aicander home, 

Who, far remov'd by fierce piratic bands, c 
Finds in a foreign ſoil * an early tomb: 


Well may you grieve!—his race ſo early done, 

No years he reach'd, to urge {ome taſk iublime;—— 
No conqueſts made, no bril:1iant action won, 

No verſe to bear him down the ſtream of time. 


Amidf theſe ſhades and heart depreſſing glooms, 
What comfort ſhall I'give—what can I ſay; 

In her diſtreſs hail we diſcourſe on tombs, Bo 
Or tell Lavinia, tis a cloudy day? 


The penſive prieſt accoſts her with a ſigh: 
With movement ſev, in {able robes he came 
But why ſo ſad, philoſopher, ah, why, 

Since from the tomb alone all bliſs we claim? 


By pining care and wakeful ſorrow worn, 
Whiie filent griefs her downcaſt heart engage, | # 
She ſaw me go, and ſaw me thrice return 
To pen my muſings on ſo.1e vacant page. 


To learning's tore, to Galen's ſcience bred, 
I ſaw Oreſtes rove through all the plain: 
His penſive ſtep no friendly genius led 

To find one plant that might relieve your pain! 


% 


Say, do I wake?—or are your woes a drean 
Depart, dread vijion!—waft me far away: 

Seek me no more by this ſæy- painted ſtream 

That glides, uncontcious, to the indian bay. 


Algiers. 
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Alcander!—ah!—what tears for thee muſt flow 
What doom awaits the wretch that tortured thee! 
May never flower in his curs'd garden blow, 

May never fruit enrich his hated tree: 


May that fine ſpark, which Nature lent to man, 
Reaſon, be thou extinguiſh'd in his brain; 
Sudden his doom, contracted be his ſpan, 
Ne'er to exiſt, or ſpring from duſt again. 


May no kind genius ſave his ſtep from harms: 
Where'er he ſails, may tempeſts rend the ſea; 
May never maiden yield to him her charms, 
Nor prattling infant hang upon his knee ! 


Retire, retire from this diſaſtrous ſhore: 

Dark is the ſun, when woes like theſe diſmay; 
Reign your groves, and view with joy no more 
The fragrant orange, and the floweret gay.” 


On the SLEEP of PLANTS. 


VWW ww ſuns are ſet, and ſtars in view, 
Not only mar to ſlumber yields; 

But Nature grants this bleſſing too, 

To yonder plants, in yonder fields. 


The Summer heats and lengthening days 
(To them the ſame as toil and care) 
Thrice welcome make the evening breeze, 
That kindly does their ſtrength repair. 


At early dawn each plant ſurvey, 

And ſee, reviv'd by Nature's hand, 

With youthful vigour, freſh and gay, 
Their bloſſoms biow, their leaves expand. 


Yon” garden plant, with weeds o'er-run, 
Not void of thought, perceives its hour, 


And, watchful of the parting ſun, __ 


Throughout the night conceals her flower. 


Like us, the ſlave of cold and heat, 

She too enjoys her little ſpan— 

With Reaſon, only leſs complete 

Than tha! which makes the boaſt of nan. 


Thus, moulded from one common clay, 

A varied life adorns the plain; 

By nature ſubje@ to decay, 

Br NaTURE MEatiT TO BLOOM AGAIN! 
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The PARTING GLASS. 


(Written at an Inn. }J——=\To Sextus Dacivs.] 
6; | * 


| HE man that joins in life's career 
And hopes to find ſome comfort here; 
To riſe above this earthly maſs, 
The only way's to drink his GLAss. 


But, ſtill, on this uncertain ſtage, 
Where hopes and fears the ſoul engage; 
And while, amid the joyous band, 

+ Unhceded flows the meaſured ſand, 

"XZ Forget not as the moments paſs, 

That TIME Hall bring the parting glaſs! 


In ſpite of all the mirth I've heard, 
This is the glaſs I always fear'd; 

The glaſs that would the reſt deſtroy, 
The farewel cup, the cloſe of joy! 


With You, whom Reaſon taught to it, 
I could, for ages, fit and drink: 

But with the fool, the ſot; the aſs, 

I haſte to take the parting glaſs. 


The luckleſs wight, that till delays 

His draught of joy to future days, 
Delays too long—for then, alas! 

Old age ſteps up, and—breaks the gla$! 


The nymph, who boaſts no borrowed charms, 
Whoſe ſprightly wit my fancy warms; 

What tho? the tends this country inn, 

And mixes wine, or deals out gin? 

With ſuch a kind, obligiag lats 

I figh, to'take the parting glaſs. 


With him, who always talks of gain, ; . 
(Dull Mom us, of the plodding train) 

The wretch, who thrives by others“ woes, 

And carries grief where'er he goes. 

With people of this k 1aviih claſs 

The frit is ſtill my parting glaſs. 


With thoſe that drink before they dine 

With him that apes the grunting ſwine, 

Who fills his page with low abuſe, 

And ſtrives to act the gabbling gooſe 

Turn'd out by fate to feed on _” 
1s » 


Boy, give me quick, the parting g 


But Turn, that guides my pen, can tel, 42-473" 
A therit's writ will do as well, » £ 
The pitying eye, that upwards caſt, 4 
Lamen:s our daily, dull repaſt, * 
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The man, whoſe friendſhip is ſincere, 9 
V no knows no guilt, and feels no feat. "= 
I would require a heart of braſs 

With him to take the parting glaſs! 4 


T $44 mts * a 4D 


With him, who loves a pot of ale; | 
Wno Orgs to all an even ſcale; p 
Wio hates a knavy, in each diſguiſe, | 
And fears him not— whacte? er his fize— | f 
With him, well pleus'd my days to paſs, | 
Max heaven forbid the PARTING GLASYS! 


!!!!! LEOE OReT ITAL AEEYNT - 
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7 | 
To fields of green and tufted pines, 

Where N ture plans her bold defigns, 

Wnite little ſouls for pleaſure ſtray, 3 

1 and content, an eaſier way. 


Once, like the reſt in folly's train 

A jail I deem'd the worſt of pain; 

But reaſon ſays, and ſay we can, 

”F'is witdom's walk, the ſchool for man. 


Your men of ſenſe take half an age 
To moralize from Plato's page; 


That deems our time is ſpent in care, oy 
Should look at home, and find it there, | 


Of debts and duns no more afraid, 
I now enjoy a happier ſhade, 

And more ſecure retreats from pain 
Than ſages dream, or poets feign. , 


The painted cards and flying dice 
No longer bring me dull advice; 3 1 
I deal my cards, I ſhake my hand, b 
And fear no loſs of hou or land, 5 


When friends forſake, and riches fail, 
The lait reſource is ſtill a jail: 
Here buſy fools from toil repair, 


And ſind an end of all their care; 
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While others pay for learning ſenſe, 

= We here are taught at no expence; 

With doub's and fears the world is curs'd, 
But we are bleſt, who know the worſt. 


When at my window, dark and high, 
Ii 121d to ſee the crowd go by, 

* My fite with theirs J ſcorn to ſhare 
s For ill betray the marks of care. 


Of all the woes they feel or fear, : 
"x How few have Zain'd admittance here! 
N ſco ding wives diſturb our reſt, 
| ' f , ea 
| N tormy 3 les our ſleep moleſt. 
Na ſur'y duns infsſt our gate, 
If» ſchemes to live, no cares of ſtate; 
N » Knorfty uuns iſturb our brain, - 
No beggar's tale, no plans of gain. 4 


If parſons come, to e. A pray. 
So kid ey are, they 1k no Day; 
No land orls hæce, v. h ſaicy ye, 
Di'trat1 our goods—and make us cry, 


If tates decline, or empires fail, | 
Wa.t otls to us, who hive in jail: 1 
Sine fre-dom can he ur's no more 

”T vere mad to a%, bo b:!ts the door ? 


* 
£ When ſickneſs comes, ſo bleſt are ve, 
Te door ſcarce expects a fee 
What tation cin with our's compare, 
- Who. with our keys,—-thus lock out crre! 


e... - t. . . . . . 1“ fi fo fo ffi . . fofo fat 
QUINTILIAN to LVCIDas 


ts 


| c«c % 
4 WInI n other lads their books for fake, 
Or ſig u to meet the hour of play; 

You. Lyc1D4s, no leiſure tike, 

B :t ſtill thro? ear ed volumes ſtray 'w = 
F"ith rears þþ fe , ah why ſo grave 5 

IV :y every hour to books à ſlave ? 


Hence, Lycidas, I pray, retire: - 

GY with your mates, and take your play 
Not him | rize, or much admire, ; 
Wuo, curious, hangs on all 1 ſay: ” 
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The lad that's wiſe, before his time, 
Will be a caxcomb in his prime. 


Stay not too cloſe in learning's ſhop;- 
Till time a riper mind prepares, 

The ball, the marble, ond the top 

Are books that ſhould divide your care 
The lads that life's gay morn enjoy, 

Pm pleas'd to * them act the bey. 


I hate the pert, I hate the bold, 

Who, proud of years but half a ſcofe, 
With none but men would converſc hold, 
And things beyond their reach explore; 
Like the fam'd Cretan, ſoaring high. 

To melt their waxen wings, and die. 


em. 


ELEGIAC STANZAS 
On a young gentleman drowned in a Mill-Pond. 


L OST in the pool, the bloom upon his cheek 


And matted in the wave, his hair fo ſleek 

H.s India veſt, and coat of bottle-green. 

No more at church, or play-houſe, ſhall be ſeen. 

No more ſhall Chloe, that complexion praiſe. 

No more the buckle ſhine, the button blaze. 
How will BELIN DOA, when this loſs ſhe hears, 

Mourn her Aponis in a flood of tears! 

Drown'd in a pool, and ſcarce a fathom dee 

(A ſhallow | te ns will Belinda weep! 

% Had this but hap d (the penſive maiden cries) 

Far on the Atlantic main, where billows riſe, 

« And ſtormy gales the foundering veſſel chace, 

« ] might have borne it with a better face: 

« But, to be drown'd where only 3 play, 

4% And ſlippery eels purſue their grovelling way: 

« Where ſhephard Damon ſcowers his louſy goats, 

« Or truant ſchool-boys ſail their baby boat. 

« This breaks my heart—this prompts the beauy fg 

« Was ever wretched girl fo plagu'd as J. 

& Condemn'd to paſs THREE DAYS in grief and 


4% Go Jackey, go—decar boy—and baul the ſein {"? 
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The INDIAN BURYING-GROUND. 


Is ſpite of all the learn'd have ſaid, 
I ſtill my old opinion keep; 

The pure, that we give the dead, 
Points out the ſoul's eternal ſleep. 


Not ſo the ancients of theſe lands— 
The Indian, when from life releas'd, 
Again is ſeated with his friends, 

Aad ſhares again the joyous feaſt.“ 


His imag'd birds, and painted bowl, 
And ven'ſon, for a journey dreſs'd, 
eſpeak the nature of the ſoul, 
ACT1v1TY, that knows no reſt, } 


His bow, for action ready bent, 
And arrows, with a head of ſtone, 
Can only mean that life is ſpent, 
And not the finer eſſence gene. 


Thou, ſtranger, that ſhalt come this way, 
No fraud upon the dead commit 
Ooſerve the ſwelling turf, and ſay 

They do not lie, but here they fit. 


Here ſtill a lofty rock remains, 

On which the curious eye may trace 

KT waſted, half, by wearing rains) / 
he fancies of a ruder race, 


Here ſtill an aged elm aſpires, 

Beneath whoſe far - projecting ſhade 
And which the thepherd ftill admires} 
he children of the foreſt play'd! 


There oft a reſtleſs Indian queen 
(Pale Shebah, with her braided hair) 
And many a barbarous form is ſeen 
To chide the man that lingers there. 


By midnight moons, o'er moiſtening dews, 
In veſtmeats foc the chace array'd, 

The hunter ſtill the deer purſues, 

'The hunter and the deer, a ſhade! 


The North American Indians bury their dead in a fitting poſture z decorating 
the corpſ with wampum, the images of birds, quadrupeds, &c: And (if that of a 
warrior) With bows, arrow, Winkaivks, and other military weapons. 


960 POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS, by 


— 9 i 
ia co. * 


And long ſhall timorous far cy ſee 
The painted chief, and oi ted ſpear, | 
And Reaſon's elf ſhall bow he knee by 
To ſhadows and deluſions here. 9 


— 
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ALMANAC MAK E R. 4 


* 5 HILE others dwell on mean affairs, 
Monarchis, their councils, and their wars 
P.uajter roves among the ſtars. 


In meiancho'y ſilence, he 
Travels alone, and cannot ſee 
An equal for his company. 


Not one of all the learned train 
Like him can manage Cvarles's wain, 
Or motion of the moon explain. 


He tells us when the ſun will riſe, 
Points out fair days, or clouded ſkies jw 
No matter if he ſometimes lies. 


An annual almanac to frame, 
And publith with fictitious name, 
Is all his labour, all his aim. 


He every month has ſomething new, 
And moſtly deals in what is true, 
Obliging all, and cheating few, 


Our ſiſter moon, the ſtars, the ſun, 
In meaſar'd ciicles round him run; 
He knows their motions—every one. 


The ſolar ſyſtem at his wi 
To mortiity ſuch daring Kill, 
The comets—they are rebels ſtill, 


Advanc ng in its daily race, 5 
He calc lites each planet's place; 
Nor can the moon elude his chace. 


In dark eclipſe when ſhe would hide 
And be awli'e th» modeſt bride, 
He pulls her vcil ci crape aſide, 
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Eacn paſſing age muſt have its taſtes 
The ſun is in the centre plac'd, 
And fuel muit ſupply his waſtez » 


But how to find it he deſpatrs, 
Nor will he leave his 1dle cares, 
Or Jove to mind his own affairs. 


He propheſies the ſun's decay; 
And while he wouid his fate delay, 
New ſorrows on las ſpirits prey. 


So much upon his ſhoulders laid, 
He reads what Ariſtotle ſaid ; 8 
Thea calls the comets to his aid. | 


The people of the lunar ſphere 
(As he can plauiy make appear) 
Are coming nearer, year by year. 


Though others often gaze in vain, 
Not one of all the ſtarry train 
Could ever puzz:e his ſtrong brain, 


The ram, the twins. the ſhining goat, 
And Argo, in the ſkies afloat, 
To him are things of little note: 


And that which now adorns the bear, 


(' n-ard ham ſay) the ſailors ſtar. 
V/ 1: be, in time, the lord knows where. 


Thus Nature waiting at his call, 
His book, in vogue with great and ſmall, 
Is ſought, admir'd, and read by all. 


How happy thus on earth to ſtay, 
The planets keeping him in pay— 
And when 'tis time to polt away, 


Old Saturn will a bait prepare, 
And hook him up from toil and care 
To make new calculations Here. 


— 3 —_——— 
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SG ORN FUL LADY 


Dekss' out in all her gay attire, 
Who ſees, but ſeeing, mult admire 


FE 
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The nymph, with all her cruel arts, 
Bound on a cruiſe, to capture hearts. 


Aloft her ſilken ftreamers play, 
The enſigns of unbounded ſway 2 
For her the wretched victim burns, 
Yet ſhe no love for love returns. 


Young Jocky, from the iſle of Kent, 
In vain purſuit a year had ſpent, 

And own'd at laſt ſome knight or peer 
Could only hope to conquer her. 


Proud of the artillery of her eyes 

She would not own ſo poor a prize, 

But, diſregarding force or prayer, 

She ſtruck him dumb, and leit him there. 


Thus, huntſmen of their proweſs boaſt, 

Who, hunting on the Spanith coaſt, 

No deer at once by them is ſlain, - 
But left to languiſh on the plain. 


When firſt this heav'nly form I paſs'd, 
She back'd her topſails to the maſt— 
I ſaw there was no chance to fly, 

At once ſhe bade me yield or die. 


Amaz'd at ſuch a ſtrange attack, 

I chang'd my courſe, and hurried back; 
But ſuch a fatal arrow met 

As pierc'd me deep, and pains me yet. 


Ah, Celia, what a ſtrange miſtake 

To ruin, thus, for ruin's ſake, 

Thus to delude us in diſtreſs, 

And quit the prize you ſhould poſſeſs: 


Years may advance, with filent pace, 
And rob that form of every grace, 

And all your conqueſts be repaid 
With Teague O'Murphy, and his ſpade. 
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The VISION ofthe NIGHT, 


[A FRAGMENT. ] 


Lt: others draw from ſmiling ſkies their theme 
And tell of climes, that boaſt unceaſing light; 
I draw a darker ſcene replete with gloom, 


I fing the horrors, and the ſhades of night, 
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Stranger, believe the truth experience tells, 
Poetic dreams are of a livelier caſt 

Than thoſe which o'er the ſober brain diffus'd, 
Repeat the image of ſome action paſt. 


Fancy, I own thy power! when ſunk in ſleep, 
Thou play'ſt thy wild delufive part ſo well, 
You rai:e me into immortality, 


Depict new heavens, or draw dark ſcenes of hell. 


By ſome ſad means, when reaſon holds no ſway, 
Loneiy I rov'd at midnight o'er a plain 

Where murmuring ſtreams, and mingling rivers flow 
Far from their ſprings, and ſeek the ſea again. 


Sweet vernal May—tho' then thy woods, in bloom, 
Flouriſh'd, yet nought of this could Fancy ſee: 

No wild pinks bleſs'd the meads, no green the fields, 
And naked ſeem'd to ſtand each lifeleſs tree. 


Dark was the ſky, and not one friendly ſtar 
Shone from the zenith, or horizon clear; 
Miſt fate upon the plains, and darkneſs rode 
In her dark chariot, with her ebon ſpear. 


And from the wilds, the late reſounding note 
Iſſued, of the loquacious whipperwill * 

Hoarſe, howling dogs, and nightly-roving wolves 
Clamour'd from far-off cliffs, inviſible. 


Rude, from the deep, wave-waſting Cheſapeke 

J heard the winds the daſhing waves aſſail; 

And ſaw from far, by picturing fancy form'd, _ 
The black ſhip travelling thro? the adverſe gale. 


At laſt, by chance, and guardian fancy, led, 
I reach'd a noble dome, rais'd fair and high, 
And ſaw the light from upper-windows glare, 
Preſage of mirth and hoſpitality. 


And, by that light, around the dome appear:d 
A mournful garden of Autumnal hue, 

Its lately pleaſing flowers, all drooping, ſtood 

Amidſt high weeds, that in rank plenty grew- 


The primroſe there, the violet darkly blue, 
Daiſies, and fair narciſſus ceas'd to riſe; 

Gay ſpotted pinks their charming bloom withdrew, 
And polyanthus quench'd its thouſand dyes, 


A bird peculiar to America; of a ſolitary nature, that never fings but in the 
night, Hor note reſembl-s the above name, given to her by the country people. 
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No pleaſant fruit, or bloſſom gaily ſmil'd 
Nought but unhappy plants and trees were ſeen, 
The yew, the myrtle, and the gloomy elm, 

1 he cypreſs, with her melancholy green: 


There cedars dark, the oſier, and the pine, 
Shorn tamarikks, and weep.ung-willows grew 
The poplar tall, the lotos, and the iime, 
And pyracantha, did her leaves renew: 


The poppy, there, companion to repoſe, 

Diiplay'a her b.offums, that began to fall; 

And there ie purple amarantnus roſe, 

With mint, itrong-ſcericed, for the funeral. . 


And here and there, with laurel ſhrubs between, 
A tombitone lay, inſcrib'd wit.: trains offwoe; 
And ſtanzas ſad, throughout the diſmal green, 
Lamented for the dead, that ſlept below. 


Among the graves a ſpiry building ſtood, 
Whole tolling beil, reſounding through the ſhade, 
Surg doleful dittics to the adjacent wood; 


— 


And many a diſmal, drowiy ching it ſaid: 


«« This fabric tall, with towers and chance!s grac'd, 
Was rais'd by churchmen's hands, in ages fied; 

«« 'The roof they painted, and the beams they brac'd, 
« And texts from Maßes o'er the walls they ſpread: 


But wicked were their hearts, for they refus'd 

« To aid the helpleſs orphan, when diſtreſt; 
The ſhivering, naked ſtranger they mis-us'd, 

« And baniſh'd from their doors the ſtarving gueſt, 


« By laws protected, cruel and prophane, 

The poor man's ox theſe monſters drove away; 
« And left diſtreis to attend the infant train, 

No friend to comfort, and no bread to ſtay! 


“ But heaven look'd on, with keen reſentful eye, 
« And doom'd them to perdition and the grave; 
«« That, as they felt not for the wretch diſtreſt, 
So heaven no pity on their ſouls would have. 


« In pride they rais'd this b.ilding, tall and fair; 

Their hearts were on perpetual miſchief bent: 

«© With ride they preach d, a d pride was in their prayer; 
c Wich pride they were deceiv'd—and ſo to heli they went.“ 
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WILD HONEY SUCK LE. 


Fam flower, that doſt ſo comely grow, 
d in this filent, dull retreat, n 
Untouch'd thy honey'd bloſſams blow, ; 
Unſeen thy little branches greet: 

No roving foot ſhall find thee here, 

No buſy hand provoke a tear. 


By Nature's ſelf in white array'd, 
She bade thee ſhun the vulgar eye, * 
And planted here the guardian ſhude, 
And tent ſoft waters murmuring by; 
Thus quietly thy ſummer goes, 
Thy days declining to repoſe. 


Smit with thoſe charms, that muſt decay, 

I grieve to ſee your future doom; 

Tiey die.l—nor were thoſe flowers leſs gay, 

The flowers that did in Eden bloom; 
Unpitying froſts, and Autumn's power 
Shall leave no veſtige of this flower. 


From morning ſuns and evening dews 

At firſt thy little being came: 

If nothing once, you nothing loſe, 

For when you die yoa are the ſame; 
'The ſpace between, 1s but an hour, 
The frail duration of a flower. 


— — 


The VANITY of EXIS1 ENCE. 
To THYRSTS. 


Ix youth, gay ſcenes attract our eyes, 
And not NN their decay 

Life's flow'ry fields before us riſe, 
Regardleſs of its winter day. 


But vain purſuits, and joys as vain, 
Convince us life is but a dream. 
Death is to wake, to riſe again 
To that true life you beſt eſteem, 


So nightly on ſome ſhallow tide, 
Oft have I ſeen a ſplendid ſhow ; IG. 
Reflected ſtars on either ſide, 


And glittering moons were ſeen below. 


— ————— NN 
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But when the tide had ebb'd away, 
The ſcene fartaſtic with it fled, 

A bank of mud around me lay, 
And ſea-weed on the river's bed. 


— — — — — 
MAY to APRIL, 


\ \ ITHOUT your ſhowers, I breed no flowers, 
Each field a barren waſte appears; 
If you don't weep, my bloſſoms ſleep, 
They take ſuch pleaſure in your tears, 


As your decay made room for May, 
So I muſt part with all that's mine: 
My balmy breeze, my blooming trees 
To torrid ſuns their ſweets reſign! 


O'er April dead, my ſhades I ſpread: 
To her I owe my dreſs ſo gay 
Of daughters three, it falls on me 
To cloſe our triumphs on one day. 


— 


Thus, to repoſe, all Nature goes; 

Month after month muſt find its doom: 

Time on the wing, May ends the Spring, 

And Summer dances o'er her tomb! | 
The SEXTONs SER MO N, 


A Few ſhort years, at moſt, will bound our ſpan; W 
*« (Wretched and few,” the Hebrew patriarch ſaid) 
Live while you may, be jovial while you can; 
Too ſoon our debt to Nature, muſt be paid. 


When Nature fails, the man exiſts no more, 
And death 1s nothing but an empty name, 


Spleen's odious offspring, in ſome gloomy hour r_ 
'The coward's tyrant, and the bad man's dream. 


You aſk me, where thoſe numerous hoſts have. fled 
That once exiſted on this changeful ball? 

If aught remains, when mortal man is dead. 
Where, ere their birth they were, they now are all, 


Seek not for Paradiſe! tis not for you 

Where, high in heaven, its ſweeteſt bloſſoms blow; 
Nor ſcarce, where gliding to the Perſian main, 
Thy waves, Euphrates, through the garden flow. 
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What is this DEATH, ye thoughtleſs mourners, fay?— 
Death is no more than never-cealing change: 

New forms ariſe, while other forms decay, 

Yet, all is life throughout creation's range. 


The towering Alps, the haughty Appenine, 
The Andes, wrapt in ever during ſnow, 
The Apalachian, and the Ararat, 

Sooner or later, muſt to ruin go. 


Hills fink to plains, and man returns to duſt ; 
That duſt ſupports a reptile or a flower; 
Each changeful atom, by ſome other nurs'd, 
Takes ſome new form, to periſh in an hour. 


When Nature bids thee from the world retire, 
With joy thy lodging leave, a ſated gueſt, 

In fleep's bleſt ſtate (our DutLuax's fond deſire) 
Exiſting always always to be bleſt, 


Like inſects buſy in a ſammer's day, 

We toil and ſquabble to increaſe our pain: 
Night comes at laſt, and weary of the fray, 
To duſt and ſilence all are ſent again! 


Beneath my hand what numerous crowds retire— 
By the cold turf for ages, now, oppreſsd! 
Millions have fallen—and millions mult expire, 
Doom'd by the impartial Gop to endlels reſt. 


In vain with ſtars Ile deck'd yon” ſpangled ſcies, 
And bade the mind to heaven's bright reg:ons ſoar, 
And brought ſo far to your admiring eyes 

A glimpſe of glories, that ſhall blaze no more! 


What is there here, that man ſhould wiſh to bear 
A weight of years?—ſuch rage to madneſs vext; 
Wan, waſting, grief, and ever muſing care, 
Diſtreſsſul pain, and poverty perplext 


What 1s there here, but tombs and monuments— 
Tyrants who miſery ſpread through every ſhore; 
Wide waſting wars, the ſcourge of innocence ; 
Fevers and plagues, with all their noxious ſtore? 


Before we call'd this wrangling world our home 

In undiſturb'd abodes we ſweetly ſlept: 

But when dame Nature made that worid our doom, 
Twas then our troubles came—and then we wept! 


Though humbled now, diſhearten'd, or diſtreſt, 
Yet, when returning to the peaceful ground, 


| 
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With heroes, kings, and conquerors we ſhall reſt; 
Shall {leep as ſweetly and, no doubt, as ſound, 


Ne'er ſhall we hope to ſec the day-light ſpring 
Or trom the up-lifted window lean to hear 
(Fore-runnner of the ſcarlet- mantled morn) 
The early note of wakeful Chanticlere ! 


Oblivion there, expands her raven wing :—- 
We ſoon must go where all the dead are gone, 
Trace the du:1 path, explore the gloomy road 
To that dark country, where I ſee no dawn. 


Then why theſe ſobs, theſe uſeleſs floods of woe, 
That vainly flow for the departed dead? 

If doom'd to wander on the coaſts below, 

Waat are to hem theſe fl ods. of grief you ſhed? 


If heaven in rapture doth their hours employ— 

Jt ::2hs and ſorrows reach a place like that: 

They blaſt Hir pleaſures, and they damp their joy, 
They make them wretched in a land of fat. 


'The joys of wine, immortal as my theme, 

To days of mirth the aſpiring ſoul invite: 
Ly, void of this, a puniſhment I deem, 

A Greenland winter, robb'd of heat and light. 


Then envy not, ye ſages too preciſe, 

The drop from life's gay tree, that damps our Woe— 
Noa himſelf, the wary and the wiſe, 

A vineyard planted—and the vines did grow. 


(Of ſocial ſoul was he)—the grape he preſs'd, 
And drank the juice, oblivious to his care: 
Sorrow he baniſh'd from his place of reſt, 
And ſighs, and /e, had no bunnets there, 


Such bliſs be ours through every changing ſcene: 
Tae glowing face belpeaks the glowing heart; 
If heaven be joy, wine 15,to heaven a-kin, 

Since, wine, on earth, can heavenly joys impart. 


Mere glow-worms are we all—a moment ſhine !—- 
I, bke the reſt, in giddy ciicles run, 

And grief ſhail ſay when | this breath reſign, 
Hrs GLASS Is EMPTY, AND HIS SERMON DONE! 
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The DISH of T'E A 


ET ſome in grog place their delight, 
O'er bottled porter waſte the night, 
Or ſip the roſy wine: 
A diſh of TEA more pleaſes me, 
Yields ſofter joys, provokes leſs noiſe, 
And& breeds no baſe deſign. 


From China's groves, this preſent brought, 
= Enlivens every power of thoug it, 
Riggs many a ſhip for ſea: 
O'4 maids it warms, young widows charms; 
And ladies? men, not one in ten 
But courts them for their Tea. 


When throbbing pains aſſail my head, 

And dullneſs o'er my brain is ſpread, 
(The muſe no longer kind) 

A iingle ſip diſpels the hyp: 

To chace the gloom freſh ſpirits come, 
The flood-tide of the mind. 


When worn with toil, or vext with care, 
Let Sz/ar but this draught prepare 
And I forget my pain. 
This magic bowl revives the ſoul; 
With gentleſt ſway, bids care be gay; 
Nor mounts, to cloud the brain. 


Tf learned men the truth would ſpeak 

They prize it far beyond their GREEK, 
More fond attention pay ; 

No HE BRE root ſo well can ſuit; 

More quickly taught, leſs dearly bought, 
And fudied twice a day. 


This leaf, from diſtant regions ſprung, 
Puts life into the female tongue, 
And aids the cauſe of love. 
Such power has TEA o'er bond and free; 
Which prizfs admire, delights the */44irs, 
And Galen's ſons approve. 
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The DRUNKARD's APOLCGY 


« Y ov blame the bluſhes on my noſe, 
« And yet admire the bluſhing roſe ; 
„On Ce11a's cheek the bloom you prize, 
And yet, on mine, that bloom deſpiſe. 


« The world of ſpirits you admire, 5 

To which all holy men aſpire: | 

« Yet, me with curſes you requite, 
«« Becauſe in /þ7r:ts 1 delight. 


« Whenc'er I fall, add crack my crown, 

«« You blame me che: for falling do con 
Met to ſome ged, that you ng Os 

« You, too, fall proſtrate on the floor. 


| 
« You call me fool, for drinking hard; Þ 
And yet oid Hupsox you regard, 1 
Who fills his jug from yonder bay, = 
« And drinks his guts-full, every day!“ "BY 
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MODERN DEV OTTO. 


| ; O church I went, with good intent, 
To hear Sangrado preach and pray; 
But objects there, black, brown, and fair, 
Turn'd eyes and heart a different way. 


Miſs Patty's fan, miſs Molly's man, 
Vith powder'd hair and dimpled cheek; 


Miſs Bridgez's eyes, that once made prize 
Of Fopling, with his hair ſo ſleek: 


Embroider'd gowns, and play-houſe tunes 
Eſtrang'd all hearts from heaven too wide; 
J felt moſt odd, this houſe of God 


Should all be flutter, pomp, and pride. 


P— 4 


Now, pray be wiſe, no praycrs will riſe 

To heaven—where hearts are not ſincere. 
No church was made for Cupid's trade; 

Then why theſe arts of ogling here. 


Since time draws nigh, when you and I, 

| At church, muſt claim the ſexton's care 
Leave pride at home, whene'er you come 
To pay to heaven your offerings, ere! 
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On a PAINTER 


of a deceaſed young Lady. 


* HILE health ſupplies the ſwelling veins, 
And youth's warm bluth the face retains, 
A ſecond life the pencil gives, 


And beauty on the canvas lives. 


The artiſt views, with fond ſurprize, 


From Nature ſtolen, the 2 eyes, 
The bluſhing cheek, the forehead fair, 
The damaſk lip, the auburne hair. 


The nymph, by Nature meant to pleaſe, 


Her other ſelf on canvas ſees; 


| Her face, that now ſo frail appears, 
57 Renew'd, to laſt a thouſand years.— 


1 All this was gain'd from Flemiſb ſchools, 


From Raphaz's plans, or Titiau's rules: 


Man did to man his gift impart, 


And age to age transfer'd the art. 


On ſchemes, deriv'd from reaſons law; 
hey copied well whatc'er they ſaw, 


Of breathing forms the ſemblance drew; 
2 To Nature's type each picture true. 


ut O! the cheek, that glows no more. 
= On canvas how can you reſtore! 


Where death his frozen hand hath laid, 
No art recalls the charm decay'd! 


By memory's help, from ocean's urn 
Can you the gentle maid return; 

Wich her cloſ'd eyes my boſom warm, 
Nor cheat me with a meaner torn ? 


lere, only here, within this breaſt, 
Not wrong'd by art, her beauties reſt; 


Not for the vulgar View deſign'd, 


And painted merely for the mind! 


13 


Who was endeavouring to recover, from memory, the features 
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MARRIAGE A-la Mode; 
| (Or, the Run-a-way Match.) 


[ B ORN in the woods, in neighbouring cabbins bred, 
Two lovers long a mutual paſſion {way'd: 
When vex'd with lice, e fondly comb'd his head; 

Ile often help'd her, at the hoe and ſpade. 


Her ſpinning wheel if accidents b-fel, 

He ſtraight with joy repair'd the rude machine; 
And once a week, not led by ſound of bell, 

At country church was each fond lover ſeen. 


Amidit theſe joys ambition had no ſhare, 
Nu hopes of ſplendid domes, no pride had they— 
fmidit theſe joys this loving, longing pair 

Vaai could have tempted to have run-a-way? 
Bot. poor alike; no gold had they in ſtore, 
No kindred, rich gave hopes of future prize: 
Scarce 0ice 2 year her muſlin gown ſhe wore, 
Scarce once a month a billing bleed his eyes. 


No parents ſtera had e'er refus'd conſent: 

D :irby and Joan their growing loves approv'd—— 
Sia and Sawney oft their preſent made 

Pig-tail tobacco—to the nymph belov'd.— 


To goſſip Kate's ſhe hardly knew the road: 

He to/the market and the mill had been; 

Their names unknown beyond the adjacent wood; 
He had no towns, and ſhe no cities ſeen. 


At midnight hour, when troubled ghoſts patrol, 
He, ſilent, to the cottage window came: 
She from her neſt of ſtraw. to meet him, ſtole; 


- He, mounted on his nag, bore off the dame. N 


A ſtrag gling parſon tied the ſacred knot 
A quick purſuit the trembling couple fear'd; 
Then mov d again, and forc'd the ſteed a-trot=— 
Da#s angry voice in every breath ſhe heard. 


By break-of-day be-wildered and be-ſwamp'd, 

Deep in the mire, this couple and their na 

Were lodg*d—ſhe ſnuffled, while he ſwore and ſtampt, 
Horle-whipt the hocſe, and call'd the bride —a hag. 


Slow, and on foot, with ſhame returning home, 
Both from their gaping friends forgiveneſs pray : 
Then to h's ſpade he turns, and ſhe her 1m 
And when they're aſk'd the reaſon of their flight 
He antwers ſtraight (as many others might) 

% Zurs, tis the fajnim now ls run-a-way !"? 
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I The BRIDGE of DELAWARE. 


Wer hid from day the wandering Leveigh weeps, 
M.ntled in froit, the gentle Schuy/zill ſleep : | 
While ratiun Hups0N takes a long repoſe, 

The frozen DELAWARE wraps his breaſt in ſnows : 

His wave, tat hore the pile of mighty freight, 

Now wafts the new-form'd tailor on the Kalt; 

Where once the pilot ſpread the ſhivering ſail, 

Or haul'd nis bow-lines, to embrace the gale, 

There now he walks, repining at his lot, 

Nor cares a farthing if it blows or not; 

Here, where whole fleets, ſafe moor'd, at anchor lay, 
Now FJerſey nymphs with Southwark ladies tray: 
Waere lofiy ſhips with ſtreamers cut a daſh, 

They ſhow their ribbons and the tall calaþ. * 
Some, by themſelves— ſome convoy 'd by a beau, bets 
All wander, careleſs of the gulph below 

Devoid of fear, on NaTuxe's Ber they float, 

And ſcorn the aid of Charor, and uls boat. 


- * — 
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S TANZ As tothe MEMORY, 


Of tꝛus young perſons (twin- brothers) Roß rxT Seviek and WIE. 
LIAu SEVIER, who mere killed by the Savaces ou Cumberland 
River, in North-Carolina, in attempting to a7 a new ſetiler, 
adh was then paying the river with a numerous Fakilj. 
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Tx the ſame hour taus lovely youths wwere born, 
Nature, «with care, had moulded either clay : | 
In the ſame hour, from this world's limits tern, | 
The murderous Indian ſeiz'd their lives away. | 
: 
| 


Diftreſs to aid, impelPd each generous brea/? , ö 

With ner vous arm they bray'd the adverſe tide, \ | 
4: Jrienaſnip's cause en: guter d death ue 

Blameleſs they li v'd, in boneiur's pat they . i 

1} 

1 


But ab] what art ſhall dry a father's tear; ! i| 

bo ſhall relieve, or <:har beguile his pain ! [ 
. * . 2 8 

Clouds ſhade his fin, and griefs advance <Vatl) years . it 

Nature ga ve jos, to take je j5y5 again. il 


Thou, that ſball come to thee ſequeſter'd jtream:, 
Ti hen times to come tir frory ſpall 9 , 

Let the fond beait, that nativ abe efecmr, 
Revere their wirtues, aud bemgan their fate. 
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The BLESSINGS of the POPPY. 


— Opifer per Orbem dicor. 


} ö HEN the firſt men to this world's climates came 
Smit by the winter's rude inclement blaſt, 
Un kilt'd to raife the wall, or wake the fire, 
Badly, in narrow huts, their lives they paſs'd. 


Conſcious of pains they knew not how to cure, 

In vain they ügh'd, and ſighing begg'd relief, 

No drugyiit came, by art or reaſon taught 

With ftre:9th of potent herbs, to calm their grief. 


Fierce tortures to allay, ſome reverend ſage 

Preach'd PATIENCE to the pangs, that could not hear; 
For relileſs anguich doom'd her victim ſtill 

Lo groan thro life, and ſigh from year to year. 


At length from jove, and heaven's etherial dome 
Sky-walking Hermes came to view theſe plains: 
He it0ok*d—ind faw what fate or gods had done, 
And gave the Poryy, to reheve all pains. 


Then to the ſons of grief his ſpeech addreſs'd, 
Through this dull flower is ſhed ſuch potent dew, 
Waen pain diſtracts—drink this—and drown in ſleep 
All ills, that Nature ſent to torture you. 


From other worlds, by other beings trod,“ 
To theſe bleak: climes this plunder'd plant I bore; 
Receive a gift, thrice worthy of a god, 

Since pain, wen huſb'd to fleep,—is pain no more. 


r GN NCR DT SK 


MIN ERV ALL ADVICE. 


A I from the port, in airy trim, 
Old Arco firſt was ſeen to glide, 


With, ſails ſo white and maſts fo ſlim, 

The moving wonder of the tide ; 

As down the ſtream ſhe made her way, 

With all ſo new, and all ſo gay, 

Thus Neptune whiſper'd in my car, 

o irow not danger, know not fear. 

«© Bred up to fail on Meles' ſtream, 

<< 'Theſe wights at length would grow more wiſe; 
„The ocean has ſuch waves, they deem, 

& As on that gentle river riſe; 
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« For ſongs and dances they prepare, 
But fortune is the child of care.“ 


Arriv'd upon the vaſt domain, 

Where tempeſts rave and monſters play, 
Strange feelings ſeiz'd each gallant ſwain, 
As ſtretch'd upon the decks they 8 
The gale grew high, the bark was toſs'd, 
The pilot cry'd, The ſhip is loſt! 

The chaplain left his cards and cup, 

The boatſwain ſpew'd his entrails up; 
When forth Minerva ſhone confeſt, 

And thus the trembling chief addreſe'd : 


Ah Jaſon, why thoſe ſighs and tears, 

„% Why 1s that nervous arm unſtrung, 

« Jo honour, beſt, true courage fceers, 

c Wien chickeſt dangers round her chrong, 
e Signs ne'er will huih the waves to Peace, 
« Nor gain for you, the GorpEN FLEECE 


& Would you the gentle nymph review, 

% That hope s aud lighs for your return, 

«© o labour drive the %ulk; ing crew, 

* That now their ſpecdy ruin mourn: 

& Jove hates the wretca whom ſtorms ap2ilt ; 
4e But ſmile; on him that ſcorns them ail. 


& Would you ſurmount old Neptune's ſnaares, 
“ Unfathom'd ſeas that gape to arown, 

« Send not to Jove thoſe laca! ing Prayers, 
% But bring the yards and topmaits do! Wa; 

6 When ſtorms blow high, ſuch fo!'s; as you, 
&« Should learn to let their canvas low. 


Rous'd by a voice that ſeem'd divine, 
No more the chief, dejected, lay: 
Convinc'd etwas idle to repine, 
He boldly fac'd the ſtormy Joy 
Through lurking dangers ſteer'd his 
And, landing, made this grave rear; 

Ruin the ufinn rarity meets, 
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From the lords of the council, who fight againſt freedom, 
Who {till follow on where deluſion ſhall lead 'em. 


From the group at St. James's that ſlig':t our Petitions, 
And fuy.s that are waiting for further jubmiſſions— 
From a nation whoſe manners are rough and abrupt, 
From ſcoundrels and raſcals, whom gold can corrupt. 


From pirates ſent out by command of the king 

o muider and plunder, but never to ſwing; 

From allace, and Greawes, and Vipers, and Roſes, ® 
Whom, if heaven pleaies, we'll give bloody noſes. 


From the valiant Dunmore, with his crew of banditti, 
Who plunder Virginians at Milliamſturg city, 

From hot headed Montague, mighty to ſwear, 

The little fat man, with his pretty white hair. 

From biſhops in Britain, who butchers are grown, 
From laves, that would die for a ſmiie from the throne, 
Fron affembiie-, that vote againſt Congreſs proceedings, 
(Who now ſee the fruit of their ſtupid milleadings.) 


From Tryon the mighty, who flies from our city, 

And ſwell'd with importance diſdains the committee: 
(But ſince he is pleas'd to proclaim us his foes, 

What the devil care we where the devil he goes.) 


From the caitiff, lord Nerth, who would bind us in chains, 
From our noble king Log, with his tooth- full of brains, 
Who dreams, and is certain (when taking a nap) 

He has, conquered our lands, as they lay on his map. 


From a kingdom that bullies, and hectors, and ſwears, 

I ſend up to heaven my wiſhes and prayers 

That we, diſunited, may freemen be ſtill, 

And Britain go onto be damn'd if ſhe wall. 11775. 
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General GAGE's SOLILOQUY. £ 
Scene, BOSTON, beſieged by the men of Mailachuſetts, . 
(1775. 2 


6 DDesreverion waits my call—ſome demon ſay 
ny does deſtruction linger on her way! 

Charleſtown is burnt, and Warren is deceas'd— 

Is v'ns! ſhall we never be from war releas'd? 

Ten years the Greeks beſieg'd the walls of Troy, 

But when did Grecians their own towns deſtroy ? 


* Captains and ſhips in the Britiſh navy, then employ d on our coaſts, 
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Yes! that's the point—Let thoſe who will, ſay, Noz 

If GeoRGE and NokTH decree—i1t muſt be ſo. 
DouBTs, black as night, diſturb my lov'd repoſe— 

Men that were once my friends have turn'd my foes— 

What if we conquer this rebellious town. 

Suppoſe we burn it, ſtorm it, tear it down— 

This land's like Hydra, cut oft but one head, 

And rEx ſhall riſe, and dare you in its ſtead. 

If to ſubdue a league or two of coaſt 

Requires a navy, and ſo large a hoſt, 

How ſhall -. length of twice ſeven hundred miles 

Be broughc to bend to two European iſles? — 

And that, when all their utmoſt ſtrength un te, 

Wnen twelve“ dominions ſwear to arm and ſight, 

M'hen the ſame ſpirit darts from every eye, 


On fix'd reſolve to gain th ir point or die., 


As for myſelf—true—I was born to fight 
As George commands let him be wrong or right, 
While from his hand I {1uecze the golden prize 
I'll aſk no quetious, and he'll tell no lies— 
But did 1 1wear, I ak niy heart again, 
In their baſe projets monarchs te- maintain? 
Yes—when REBELLION her artillery brings 
And aims her arrows at the beſt of kings, 
I ftand a champion in my monarch's cauſe— 
'The men are rebels that reſiſt his laws. po 
A vicerovy Il—like modern monarchs, ſtay 
Safe in the town—let others guide the fray: 
A life, Ike mine, is of no common worth: 
*T were wrong, by heaven, that I ſhould :ally forth! 
A random bullet from a RE ſent 
Might pierce my heart; and ruin Nos TH's intent: 
Let others combat in the duſty held, 
Let petty captains ſcorn to live or yield, 
I'Il ſend my ſhips to neighbouring iſles, where ſtray 
Unnumb'red herds, and ſeal thoſe herds away, 
Pll ſtrike the women in this town with awe, 
And make them tremble at my martial law. 
Should gracious heaven befriend our troops and fleet, 
And throw this vaſt dominion at my feet, 
How would Britannia echo with my fame! 
What endleſs honours would await my name! 
In every province ſhould the traveller ſee 
Recording marble rais'd, to honour mc 


Hard by the lakes, my ſovereign lord would grant 

A rural empire to ſupply my want, 

A manor would but poorly ſerve my turn, 

Leſs than a kingdom from my ſoul I ſcorn! 

An ample kingdom round Ontario's Ike 

By heaven, ſhould be the leaft reward I'd take, 
Georgia had not at thi: time acceded ty the Calida ei the 13 States. 
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There might I reign, unrivall'd and alone, 
An ocean and an empire of my own! 
What though the ſcribblers and the wits might ſay, 
#e buiit his file on vanquilh'd LIBERTY 
Let others meanly dread the ſlanderous tongue, 
While I obey my king, can I do wrong?— 
Then, to accompliſh all my ſoul's deſire, 
Let red-hot bullets ſet their towns on fire; 
May heaven, if ſo the righteous judgment pals, 
Change carth to ſteel, the ſky to ſolid braſs, 
Let hoſts combin'd, from Europe centring here, 
Strike this baſe offspring with alarm and fear; 
Let heaven” 


Let bombs; like comets, kindle all the air, — 
Let cruel famine prompt the orphan's prayer, 
And every ill that war or want can bring 
Be ſhower'd on ſubjects that reſiſt their king. 

What is their pica?—our ſovereign only meant 
This people ſhould be tax'd without conſert. 
Ten years the court with ſecret cunning try'd x! 
To gain this point—the cvent their hopes bely'd: 
How ſhould they elſe than ſometimes mils the mark 
Who ſleep at helm, yet think to ſteer the barque? 
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NokrR, take advice; thy lucky genius ſhow, * 
Diſpatch Sir IEF FEN to the fates below. 

That gloomy prince, whom mortals Satan call, = 
1 Mutt help us quickiy, if he help at all— 2 
1 Yeu ſtrive in vain by force of bribes to tie, 3 


[| They ſee thro? all your ſchemes with half an eye, 

Hf If open force with ſecret bribes / join, 

| | The conteſt fickens—and the day is mine. 

8 But hark the trumpet's c!langor—hark—ah me! 
What means this march of Waſhington and Lee? 
When men, like theſe, ſuch diſtant marches make, 

Fate whiſpers {omething—that we can't miſtake ;— 
When mea like theſe defy my martial rule, 
Good heaven! it is no time to play the fool 
Perhaps, they for their country's freedom riſe; 
North has, perhaps, decciv'd me with his lies.— 
If George at laſt a tyrant ſhould be found, 

A cruel tyrant, by no ſanctions bound, 

And I, myſelf, in an unrighteous cauſe 

Be ſent to execute the worſt of laws, 

How wil! thoſe dead whom I conjur'd to fight 

Who ſunk in arms to everlaſting night, 
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Whoſe blood the conquering foe conſpir'd to ſpill 
At Lexington and Bunker's fatal hill, 

Whoſe mangled corpſes ſcanty graves embrace— 
Riſe from thoſe graves, and curſe me to my face? — 
Alas! that e'er ambition bade me roam, 

Or chirſt of power forſake my native home 
What ſhall I do?—tbere, crowd the hoſtile bands; 
Here, waits a navy to receive commands 

I ſpeak the language of my heart—ſhall I 

Steal off by night, and o'er the ocean fly, 

Like a loſt man to unknown regions ſtray, 

And to oblivion leave this cloudy day ?— 

Or ſhall I to Britannia's ſhores again, 

And, big with lies, conceal my thouſands ſlain?— 
Yes—to ſome diſtant clime my courſe I ſteer, 

To any country rather than be here, 

To worids, where Nature ſcarce exerts her law, 
A branch-buiit cottage, and a bed of ſtraw 
Even Scotland's coaſt ſeems charming in my ſight, 

And frozen Zembla yields a ſtrange delignt.— 

But ſuch vezations in my boſom burn, 

That to theſe ſhores I never will return, 

»Till fruits and flowers on Greenland's coaſts be known, 
And froſts are thaw'd in climates once their own. 

Ye ſouls of fire, who burn for chief command, 

Come! take my place in this diſaſtrous land; 

To wars like theſe I bid a long good night 

Let Nor'TH and GEORGE themielves ſuch battles fight, 
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The HE RMIT of 8 A B A. 


Hermit, Firſt Mariner, Second AIlariuer, Tir Mica. 
SCENE, The [/land of Sa BA. 


Hermit. 


HOUGH many years on theſe tall cliffs reſiding 
I recolle& not ſuch a dreadful quarrel 
Between the ſeas and water-vexing tempeſts 
As now torments my ears, and pains my eyes—- 


Clouds, low ſuſpended, ſeem to embrace the foam - 


Of yonder angry ocean—burſting thunders, 
With their pale ſheets of lightning, are as buſy 
As tho? they meant to cleave this maſs of nature, 


— Proving at once the world's mortality 


But am 1 ſafe on this ſea-girded ſtand, 
Or can theſe ſhores, thus beaten, bear the ſhoes 
Ot ſuch a bold aſſault ? 


1 
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When univerſal ru'n ſhall appronch, 
Win the gr: 14 ſcene be more aſtoniſhing 

nen thou, ſky-pointine Saha, 
Sha:t tremble on thy bate mot fearſully 
Night comes -I to my cavern in the mountain, 
Fat fron: the torrept's War and b irſting biilow; 
That cavern, where J oft have found repoſe 
Since on this barren iſe, a ſhivwreck'a ſtranger, 
I made my foie ſcape.— Ha! what are thete! 
A barque } halt buried in the ſpouting ſurge 
Comes ruſhing toward the ifle, impell'd by winds 
That jcorn ail motives of compaſſion. 
Fark! now hd ftrikes the iron pointed reef 
Foundering; the horrid ſurge that breaks upon her 


Has ſeal'd their doom, and hope itfelf forſakes them, 


Man 1s too weak to combat with the power 

Of theie mad elements, that conquer all, 

Ending the day light of our miſery !\—— 

Yes, yes— I'll to my haunt, for ſcenes like theſe 
Pain the ſhock'd ſoul and dzmp all reſolution 
Or, ſhall I to the ſhage, while day remains, 

Aud ſearch among the ſhell-incruſted coral, 

Left if by ſome great chance or miracle 

Some wretch ſurvives upon the ragged rocks, 
Who knowing not of human kind reſiding 

On this ſequeſter'd, unfrequented iſle, 

Tir'd in contending with the angry billows 

And beaten by the ſurge the whoie night through 
For want of uch relief, m may die ere morning 
Perdition! three I ſee upon the rocks 
Clinging, to keep off death, while the rude billow 
wells 0? or their he:ds, inſultingly vicorious: 

No from the reef upbor e I ſee them ſtruggle, 
Heaven grant ſucceſ. fu. ly !--they labour on, 

Now hea-ilong to the ſhore, now back they go 
Deſpairing to the main - o, now they land 
Safe in that calm receſs, a narrow bay 

To them the have from impending ruin 

So what are you? 


Firſt Mariner, 
If thou art an ic habit int of the iſle, 
Le: 4 your kind aid to three nalf periſh'd wretches 
Of threeſcore ſouls, the only three remaining— 
An! if thou krowe? of any :.-.ter'd ſpot 
Where from theſe horr d Vats nd water ſpouts 
We may retire to paſs tte long dull night + 
Or if thou kno vel of any tand ag pool 
Or running ſtream, or earth ſupported ſpring, 
O tell us; and as nothing more rewains, 


Our gratitude mutt be thy ſole reward, 
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Hermit. 


Among the hills, on their declivities 
Full many a ſylvan haunt I have eſpy'd 
Ere now, in wandering when the heaven was bright 
But ſprings or running itreams abound not here, 
The ſkies alone ſupply the hollowed rock 
From whence I drain my annual full ſupply. 
Yet to my cavern you ſhall all reſort 
To taſte a hermit's hoſpitality 
If you have ſtrength, a cend this winding path 
And *monrgit theſe rugged rocks, ſtill following me, 
We toon ihail reach a ſafe retreat, remov'd 
Alike ſrom noiſy ſeas, and mountain torrents. 
| ; Second Mariner. 
Lo! here the tall palmettoe, and the cedar, 
The lime tree, and ſweet ſcented ſhrubs abundant 
With mingling branches, form a bleſt abode; 
Here, bleating lambs crowd to the evening fold 
And goats and kids, that wander o'er the Fitts, 
Vext by the ſtorm, herd to the ſocial hermit : 
In neighbouring groves the juicy lemon ſwells, 
The golden orange charms the admiring eye, 
And the rich cocoa yields her milky ſtream. 
; Hermit. 
Here, ſtrangers, here repoſe your wearied limbs 
While ſome dead boughs I bring from yonder thicket, 
To wake the friendly blaze.——To drain the dams 
Of theſe impatient kids. be next my care: 
The cocoa's milky fleſh, dry'd pulſe and roots 
Shall be your fare to night; and when to-morrow 
Diſpells the gloom, and this tornado ceaſes, 
We'll ſearch along the ſhores, and find where lie 
The bodies of your dear and loſt companions, 
That ſo we may commit them to the duſt, 
And thus obliterate from our remembrance 
The horrid havock that this ſtorm occaſion'd. 
Third Mariner. 
O good old man, how do I honour thee ! 
My future days, my ſervices are your's ; 
For you, will I be earlier than the ſun 
To bring you fticks to light the morning fire; 
For you, will I attempt theſe dangerous cliffs 
And climb on high to pluck the biuſhing plum; 
For you will I trom yonder rocky height. 
Drain chryſtal waters, to delight your taſte: 
But now be kind; I wiſh to hear you tell 
What chance or fortune brought you to theſe ſhores; 
Whether alone on theſe rough craggs you dwell 
Where waadering miſt is gather'd into ſhowers, 
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Or whether town or village decks he plain 


4 Or 1 is there ſnelter'd port, where ſw elling ſails ” 
| odge lofty ſuns, * hurricanes ſecure, j 
: Fe -nc'd in by reefs, or lock'd by neighbouring hills. - 
Hermit. a 


No town cr villige owns this ſcanty ſoil, 

Nor round its coaſt one ſafe receſs is ſeen Ls 

Where lofty ſhip, or barque of meaner freight . 

Might reſt ſecure, untroubled by the winds, , 5 

Which {ill purſue the reſtleſs ſurge that pours, 
And ſpits its venom, on theſe ragged ſhores; 

Nor in theſe woody wilds, till you were wreck d, 

Except myſelf, did Chriſtian man reſide, 

Wandering from Europe to theſe Indian iſles 

So late dzicover'd on the world's green end. 

AlN lies as Nature form'd it, rough throughout, 
And chance has planted here this garden wild, 
For ſuch as I, who wandering from the world; 
Cities, and men, and civiliz'd domains, 

The farther diſtant, find the bliſs more pure. 
Third Mariner. 

In ſuch a ſad retreat, and quite alone 
To gold no converſe but with ſenſeleſs trees, 
To have no friendihip but with wandering goats, 
And worthleſs reptiles that infeſt the ground— 
Can man be happy in ſo dull a icene? 

Hermzt. 
To the ſteep ſummit of this ſlighted iſle 
1 often climb at early dawn of day, 
And o'er the vaſt expanſe I throw my view, 
Not idly thence the bat ſcene ſurveying— | 
Vaſt fleets I ſometimes ice, each kept at bay, F 
Or joining both in angry converſation, 
'Faere object avarice half, and half ambition— 
What 1s it all to me? what are they ſeeking 
'Fhat can give more than a ſufficiency— 
That object 1 have here which they purſue, : 
Graſpin& it, miſer-like, 1 in my embraces 
The ſtream diſtilling from the ſhaded cliff, 
And fruits mature Rom trees by Nature planted, by 
And contemplation, heaven-born contemplation ! 
Theſe are my riches ! 1 am wealthier far 
'Than Spain s proud fleets, that load the groaning ocean. 
Wait you in vonder caye—l will return 
My herd of goats is wandering in the wild, 
And I muſt houſe them, ere .he cloſe of day. Exit.) 

Firjt Mariner. 

Who can this hermit be—what doth he here? 
In ſuch a diſmal cell who would inhabit 
Thus lonely, who has crowds and cities ſeen- 
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Is he ſome ſavage offspring of the iſle, 

The mountain goat his food, his god the ſun; 

Some wretch produc'd from mi.:gled heat and moiſture, 
Full brother to the hungry pelican ; 

His friend, ſome monſter of the adjacent wood ; 


His wife, ſome ſorcereſs, red hair'd hag from hell; 


His children, ſerpents, ſcorpions, centipedes—— 
| Third Mariner. 
It was but now, (he ſpoke before he thought) he told me, 
That he 1s richer than the fleets of Spain 
That burden the wide boſom of the ocean; 
And then he ſeem'd ſo pleas'd and ſatisfied, 
Boaſting himſelf the happieſt of mankind, 
Second Mariner. 
Where ſhould this wealth be hid—his cave ſhows none: 
A prayer book and a crols, a ſtring of beads, 
A bed of moſs, a cap, an earthen jug,  ' 
And ſome few goat ſkins, furniſh out his cave. 
But ſtill this humble guiſe of poverty 
Vaſt ſums of ſplendid riches may conceal: 
The flooring of his den is a looſe ſand 
Searching a fathom deep may ſhew ftrange things, 
Waile we, ſo long purſuing, hit on fortune, 
Perhaps this hermit is ſome bloody pirate, 
Who r. plunder'd friends and foes, alike. 
Has brought his booty here, to bury it. | 
Firſt Mariner. | 
Lo! there he comes, driving his goats before him : 
He means to fence them from the tempeſt's rage 
Under the ſhelter of thoſe tufted cedars: 
It does, indeed, appear moſt poſſible, 
That in this cavern ruſts his plunder'd wealth: 
When ſleep has lock'd his ſenſes in repoſe 
We'll ſeize him on his couch, and binding him, 
Caſt him from yonder jutting promontory 
That hangs a hundred fathoms o'er the deep 
Thus, ſhall his fate prevent diſcovery. 
Second Mariner. 
Your project pleaſes me—it is moſt wrong 
That ſuch a ſavage ſhould enjoy ſuch hoards 
Of uſeful wealth, he has not heart to uſe : 
He builds no ſhips, employs no mariners; 
But, like a miſer, hides the ill gotten itore, 
And had he died before we wander'd hither 
His gold had periſh'd, and none been the wiſer. 
Third Mariner. 
While you obſerve his motions, fellow ſufferers, 
Of twiſted bark I'll make a ſett of thongs 
Wherewith to bind him at the midnight hoar, 
Leſt waking, he ſhould ſtruggle to be free 
1 H 
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And flip our hands before we gain the ſummit 
From whence we mean to plunge his tawny carcaſe : 
There, there he come —“ Now, hermit, now befriend us, 
6 Ke dor cruel, mercuets hanger gnaws our vitals, 

And every miſchief that can man diſhearten 
0 A ripe to drive us into deſperation!“ 


Hermit, : 4 
Have patience, till from yonder arched grotto 5 
bring my bowls of milk, and ſeaſon'd roots, © * 


And fruits ! plack'd before the day was high : 
Nov, friends, enjoy my hoſpitality: 
Ail's at your ſervice, wretched ſhipwreck'd men; L. 
And when you've fatisfied the rage of hunger | 
Repoſe on theſe ſoft ſkins ; your ſea- beat limbs 
Demand the aid of kind refreſhing ſleep : 
1'!i to my evening prayers, as I am wont, 
And early dreams ;—for travelling o'er the hills, 
And pelted by the ſtorm the whole day paſt, 
My knees grow feeble, and J with for reſt. ( Exit. 

Secoad Mariner. > 
Yes, yes—firſt pray N and then repoſe in peace, - 
Hermit of Saba, ne'er to wake again! 3 
Or ſhould you v ake, it mult be in convulſions, 
'irofs'd from the peak of vonder precipice, 
Tranaß. xt on pointed rocks, moſt bloodily. 

Third Mariner. : 
No w, now's the time: he ſleeps: I hear him ſnore— 
This hidden gold has fo polſeis'd my brain, 
That 1, at all events, mud handle it: 
Vet ſhould the hermit wake while thus engag'd, 
Stel miſchief might enſue: his nervous arm 
(More thai a match for eur extiauſted vigour) 
M:ght exerciſe molt horrible revenge! 
Long practiting among the e rugged mountains, 
P urſuing goats, bounding from rock to rock, 
And cleaving trees to feed his ev ening fire, 
His nerves and blood are all activity: 
And then he is of ſo robuſt a fabrick | 
That we ſhou'd be mere children in his hands, : 


7 Y > 1 
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Whirling us from the precipice at ple iſure, . . 
(Thus turning on ourſelves our own defigns) | , 
Or catching up ſome fragment of a rock / 


Grind Lt atoms our pale, quivering limbs; 
Taking full vengeance on ingratitude. 
Firſt Mari Mer. 
Faſt bound in chains of ſleep, I firit aJail him : 
This k:.orty club ſhall give the unerring blow; 
You follow on, and boldly ſecond me ! 5 
Thus—comrades—thas!—that ſtroke has cruſh'd his brain! 
He groans! he dies now bear him to the ſummit 
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Of yond? tall cliff, and having thence diſlodg'd kim, 
Uninterrupted we ſhall dig his riches, 


Heirs to the wealth and plenty of his cave. 
Second Mari er. 


is done, 'tis done—the hermit is no more: 
Zay nothing of this deed, ye hills, ye trees, 
Bu: let eternal filence brood upon it. 

O baſe, biſe, baſe Why was I made a man, 

And not ſome prow.ing non ter of he foreſt, 

The worſt vile work ot NATURE's journeymen! 

Ye lunar ha dows! no reſemblance yield 

From craggy pointed ock, or leafy buſh, 

That may remind me o this murdered hermit. 

Third Mariner. 

D-ep have I fathom'd in his cave, but find 

No glimoſe of gold we ſurely did miſtake him: 

H:s treaſures were not of that glittering kind; 

Dry'd fruits, and one good book ; his goats, his kids, 
Theſe were, indeed, his riches. 
Now, h-rmit, now I feel remorſe within me: 

While here we ſtay thy ſhadow will torment us, 
From every haunted rock, or buſh, projecting; 

And when from hence we go, that too {hall follow, 
Crying—Perdition on theſe fiends from Europe, 
Whofe bloody maiice, or whoſe thirſt fur gold, 

Freſh from the flaughter-bouſe of iungcence 

Unpeoples iſles, and lays the aworld in ruin! 
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MIDNIGHT CONSULTATIONS : 
OR A TRIP ro BOSTON. 
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1 
Ju ALL bliſs is theirs, whom Fate's too heavy hand 
Conunes througa life ro ſome [mail ſpeck of land; 
More wretched they, whom heaven inſpires'to roam, 
Y-t languith out their lives, aad die at home 
Haven gave to man this wide extended round, 

No climes confine him, and no oceans bound; 
Heaven gave him foreſt, mountain, vale and plrin, 
And bade nim vanquith, if he could, the main; 

Bat ſordid cares our ſhort-liv'd race conſine, 

Some toil at trades, ſome labour in the mine, 

The miſer hoards, and guards his ſhining ſtore, 

The ſun till riſes where he roſe before— p 
No happier ſcenes his earth-born fancy fill 
Than one dark valley, or one well-known hill, 
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To other ſhores his mind, untaught to ſtray, 

Dull and inactive, flumbers life away. | 
Bor by the aid of yonder glimmering beam 

The pole ſtar, faithful to my vagrant dream, 

Wild regent of my heart! in dreams convey 

Where herded Britons their bold ranks diſplay 3 

So late the pride of Engiand's fertile toll. 

(Her grandeur heighten'd by ſucceſſive toil) 

See, how they ſicken in theſe hoſtile chmes, 

Themes for the ſtage, and ſubjects for our rhimes, 
Wuar modern poet have the muſes led 

To draw the curtain that conceals the avad? 

What bolder bard to Boſton ſhall repair, 

'To view the peeviſh, half-ſtarv'd ſpectres there? 
O thou wrong'd country! why ſuſtain theſe ills? 

Why reſt thy navies on their native hills? 

See, endleſs foreſts ſhade the uncultur'd plain, 

Deſcend, ye foreſts, and command the main: 

2 leafy verdure ſhades the mighty maſt, 

And every oak bends 1dly to the blaſt, . 

Earth's entrails teem with Rores for vour defence, 

Deſcend, and drag the ſtores of war from thence; 

Your fertile ſoil the flowing ſail ſupplies, 

And Europe's arts in every village riſe— 


No want is yours—Difdain vnmanly fear. 


And ſwear, ns Tyrant ſhall reign maſter here; 

Know your own ſtrength—in rocky deſerts bred, 

Shall the fierce tiger by the dog be led, 

And bear all inſalts from that ſnarling ræee 

W hoſe courage lies in impudence of face: 

No—rather bid the wood's wild native turn, 

And from his fide the unfaithful guardian fpurn. 
Now, pleas'd, I wander to the dome of ſtate 

Where Gage reſides, our weſtern potentate— 

Chief of ten thouſand, all a race of ſlaves, 

Sent to be ſhrouded in untimely graves; 

bent by our angry Fore, ſent ſword in hand 

To murder, burn, and ravage through the land 

You dream of conqueſt—tell me how or whence— 

AQ like a man, and get you gone from hence; 


A madman ſent you to this hoftile ſhore 


To vanquifh nations, that ſhall ſpill your gore 
Go ſiends, and each in friendly league combin'd 
Deftroy, diſtreſs, and triumph o'er mankind !— 


Nis not our peace this murdering hand reſtrains, 


The want of power is made the monſter's chains; 
Compaſſion is a ſtranger to his heart, 

Or if 1: came, he 4 the gueſt depart; 

The melting tear, the ſympathiſing groan 


Were never yet to Gage or 7eferigs known; 
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The ſeas of blood his heart fore-dooms to ſpill 
Is but a dying ſerpent's rage to kill, 
What power {hall drive theſe vipers from our ſhore, 
' Theſe monſters ſwoln with carnage, death, and gore! 
* Twelve was the hour—congenial darkneſs reign'd, 


7 


And no bright ſtar a mimic day-light feign'd 
F rſt, Gack we iaw—a crimſon Chair of ſtate 
Receiv'd the honour of his honour's weight, 
This man of ſtraw the regal purple bound, 
| But dullneſs, deepett dullneſs, hover'd round. 
| Next Graves, who wields the trident of the brine, 
The tall arch-captain of the embattled line 
All gloomy ſate—mumbling of flame and fire, 
Balls, cannon, thips, and all their damn'd attire; 
Well pleas'd ro live in never ending hum, 
but empty as the interior of his drum. 
Hard by, BuzccoyxE aſſumes an ample ſpace, 
Aud ſeem'd to meditate with ſtudious face, 
As if again he wiſh'd our world to ſee 
Long, dull, dry letters writ to general LEE — 
Hoge {crawls of words through endleſs circuits drawn, 
Uameaning, as the errand he's upon.— 
Is he to conquer—he ſubdue our land f— 
his buckram hero, with his lady's hand? 
| By Ceſars to be vanquiſh'd is a curſe, 
But by a ſcribbling fop—by heaven, is worſc! 
Lord Piercy ſeem'd to ſnore but may the muſs 
Tais ill-tim'd ſnoring to the peer excuſe ; 
ons 9-3 3 18 
Tir'd was the long boy of his toilfo:ne day, 
| Foll fifteen miles he fled—a tedious way, 
& How ſhould he then the dews of Soninus ſhun, 
Perhans not us'd to walk, much !efs ts run. 
Red fac'd as ſuns, when finking to repoſe, 


. a 


| 


In fame's proud temple aiming for 2 nich, 
With thoſe who find her at the cannon's breech; 
| 581]]'d to direct the cannonading ſhot, 
No Purkith rover half ſo murdering hot, 
Pleas'd with baſe vengeance cn defenceleſs towns, 
His heart was malice— but his words Were, Zauns 

Howe, vext to ſec his ſterwing ariny's doom, 
Once more beſought the Kies for 3422 nom — 
small was his ſtock, and theirs, of nezvenly grace, 
Yet juſt enough to ak a larger place 
tie curs'd the brainleſs muniter that plann'd 
His bootleſs errand to this hoſtile land, 
Pit aw'd by Gage, his burſting wrath rccoil'd, 
And in his inmoſt boſom doubly boil'd, 
\ Theſe, chief of all the tyrant-ſerving train, 
=<&ted ate—the reſt (a penſion'd cle, 

— 
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RNeclin'd the infe rnal captain of the ROSE, LC. Watace, 
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A ſample of the multitudes that wait, 
Plc tens of famine, at perdition's gate, 
NozTy's friends cown ſwarming, (10 our monarch wills) 
Hungry as death, from Caledonian hills; 
Whole endleſs numbers if you bid me tell, 
1]! count the atoms of this globe as well) 
Knights, Captains, *ſquires—a wonder-working band! 
Held at ſniall wages 'til they gain the land, 
Flec'k pentve round—black ſpleen aflail'd their hearts, 
(The tport of ploupn boys, with their arms and arts) 
And made them doubt (howe'er for vengeance hot) 
Whether they were invincible or not. 

Now Cage up-ſtartiug from his cuſhion'd feat 
Swore thrice, and cry'd—* *T'15 nonſenſe to be beat? 
Favs to be arabb'u l—pray, wa criors, let me know 
Wiich be in fault, myſeif, the fates, or yor 
Henceforth let P:iitain deem her men mere 19ys— 
Ges, to be frightened thus by country boys; 
Why, if your men had hau a mind to ſup, 


"Phev might have eat that ichool-boy army up— 


Three thuuſand to twelve hundred thus to yield, 
And twice hve hundred ſtretch'd upon the teld—: 
O ſhame to Britain, and the Britiſh name, 
Shame damps my heart, and 1 muſt die with ſhame-—- 
"Thus to be worked, thus diſgrac'd and beat!— 
You have the knack lord Piercy, to retreat, 
The death you ſcap'd my warmeſt blood congeals, 
Heaven grant me, too, jo ſwift a pair of heeis— 
In Chevy-Chace, as, Coubtleſs, you have read, 
Lord Piercy would have ſooner died than fled— 
Behold the virtues of your houſe decay— 
Ah! how unhke the Piercy of that day!“ 

i hus ſpoke the great man in diſdainful tone 


Do the gay peer—not meant for him alone— 


2 


But ere the tumults of his boſom riſe g 
Jus from his bench the intrepid peer replies: 
en once the ſoul has reach'd the Stygian ſhore, 

My prayer beok fays, it ſhall return no more 
When once old Charon hoiſts his tar-black'd ſail, 
Fand his boat ſwims before the internal gale, - 
K:rewel! to all that pleas'd the man above, 
Varewe:! to feats of arms, and joys of love! 


* 


Yarcaci) tut trade that father Cain began, 
Varewsi! t9 wine, that cheers the heart of man; 
Ail. all fareweil!—the penſive thade muſt go 
Whcre cold Meduſa turns to ſtone below, 
Where Belus mards eternal labours ply 

o drench the caſk that ſtays forever dry, 

Ant Sp/45, with many a weary groan, 
Hezves up the mount the ſtill recoxing ſtone! 
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* Since, then, this truth no mortal dares deny, 
That hetoes, kings—and lords, themſeives, mutt die, 
And yieid to % who dreads no hoſtile ſword, 

But treats alike the peaſant and the lord; 

Since even great George mult in his turn give place 

And lcave his crown, his Scotchmen, and his .ace— 
low bleit is he, how prudent is the man 

Who keeps aloof from tate—while yet he can; 

One well-aim'd ball can make us ail no more 

Than ſllipwreck'd ſcoundreis on that leeward ſhore. 

« But why, my friends, theſe hard reflections ſtill 
On Lexington affairs 'tis Bunker's hill 
O fetal hili!—one glance st thee reſtrains 
My once warm blood, and chills it in my veins— 
Ray no fweet graſs adorn thy hateful creſt 
lat ſaw Britannia's braveſt troops ditrett— 

C1 if it does — may foie deſtructive gale 

Tae g cen leaf wither, and tne graſs turn pale 

All moiſture to your brow may heaven deny, 

And God and man deteſt you, juſt as ] 
Tis Bunker's hill, this night has brought us here, 
Pray queſtion him who led your armies there, 
Nor darę my courage into queſtion call, 
Or bl.me lord Piercy for the fault of ai.” 

Howe chanc'd to nod while heathenich Piercy ſpoke, 
But as his lordſhip ceas'd, his honour oke, : 

(Like tho;e whom ſermons into flecg betray) 
Then rubb'd his eves, and thus was heard to ſay: 


« Shall thoſe who rever ventur'd from the g tn, 
Or their ſhips' fides, now pull our glory down? 
We fought our beſt-ſo God my honour fave— 
No Britiſh ſoldiers ever fought to brave 
Reſolv'd J led tiiem to the hoſtile lines, 
(From this day fam'd where'er great Phoebus ſhines) 
Firm at their head 1 took my dangerous Rand, 
Marching to death and ſlaughter, iword in hand, 
But wonted Fortune haited on her way, 
Ve fought with madmen, and we lost the dav— 
Putnam's brave OOPS, Year hcrours would have fa dre 
Had robbe d the couds of lotf their nitrous fore, 
With my bold veterans trew'd the autonif.'d plaig, 
For not one muſquet was diſcharg'd in vain.— 
But, honour'd Gage, why ar00Ds toy Inureild head? 
Five hundred foes we pack'd off to the dead 


Now captains, generals, hear me and attend 
Say, ſhall we home for other ſuccours fend ? 
Shall other navies croſs the ſtormy main? 
They may, but what thall awe the pride of Spain? 


_— 
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Still for dominion haughty Louis pants— 

Ah! how I tremble at the thoughts of France. 
Sha!l nighty George, to cnforce his injur'd laws, 
1ranfport all Kuila to ſupport the cauſe.— 
"That ally'd enpire countleſs ſnoals may pour 
Numerous as lands that ſtrew the Atlantic ſhore, 
But policy 11<.ines my heart to fear 
They'll turn their arms againſt us, when they're here 
Come, let's agree-—for ſomething muſt be done 
Ere autunin ties, and winter haſtens on— 

When pinching cold our navy binds in ice, 
You'li tind *tis then too late to take advice.” 

The clock firixes rr - Gage ſmote upon his breaft, 
And cry'd.— What fate determines maſt be beſt——— 
But now aittend—a counſel i impart 
J hat long has laid the heavielt at my hear. 

"Three weeks-—ve gods!---nay, three long years it ſeem: 
Since roa//-beef 3 have touch, except in dreams. 

In fieep, choice diſhes to my view repair, 

Waking, I gape and champ the empty air.— 

Say, is it ſuſt that 1, who rule theſe bands, 

Should live on huſks, like rakes in foreign lands? 


Come let us plan ſome project ere we ſleep, 


And drink deſtruction to the rebel ſheep, 

On neighbouring iſles uncounted cattle ſtray, 

Fat beeves, and iwine, an ill defended prey— 

'Thele are fit vihons for my noon day diſh, 

Theſe, if my ſoldiers aft 2s J would wiſh, 

In one ſhort week ſhou'd glad your maws and mine 

Cn mutton we will {ap-—on roaſt beef dine.” 
Shouts of applauſe re-echo'd thro? the hall, 

Ard what pleas'd one as ſurely pleas'd them all, 

Warrlace was nam'd to execut? the plan, 

And thus ſheep-ſtealing pleas'd them to a man. 
Now flambers ſtole upon the great man's eye, 

Hi; powcer'd foretop nodded from on high, 

Lis 1145 juſt ope'd to find how matters were, 

Diss ve, he ſaid, and fo diſſolv'd ye are, 

"then downward ſunk to flumbers dark and deep, 

Lachu nerve unſtrung—and even his guts aſleep. 


3-21 &-0:..6: V8. 


WHAT are theſe ſtrangers from a foreign iſle, 
Tha we ſhould fear their hate, or court their ſmile 
Pride ſent them here, pride blaſted in the bud, 

Who if ſhe can, will build her throne in blood, 
With flaughter'd millions glut her tearleſs eyes, 
And bid even virtue fall, that ſhe may riſe. 

What deep offence has fir'd a monarch's rage? 

What moon-ſtruck madneſs ſeiz'd the brain of Gacz? 
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Jaughs not the ſoul when an impraſon'd crew 

Affect to pardon thoſe tney can't ſubdue, 

Th thrice repuls'd, and hemm'd up to their ſtations, 
Yet iſſuc Hardons, oaths, and prociamations! 
Too long our patient country wears their chains, 
Too long Our wealth all-graſping Britain draius, 
Why dia handmaid to that diſtant land? 

Why till ſabſervient to their proud command? 
Britain the bold, the generous, and the brave 

Still treats our coantry like the meaneſt ſlave, 

Her hanghty lords already ſhare the prey, 

Live on vur labours, and with ſcorn repay | 

Riſe, ſleeper, rife, while yet the power remains, 

And bind their nobies and their chiefs in chains: 

Bent on dettrutti.e plans, tucy {corn our plea, 

Tis our own efforts that mult make as free 

Born to contend, our lives we place at lake, 

And grow immortal by the ſtand we make.— 

"The ticie chali come when ſtrangers rule no more, 
Nor crue! mandates vex from Britain's ſhore, 

When commerce ſhall extend her ſhorten'd wing, 
And her rich f:eights from every climate bring, 
When mighty towns ſhall flouriih free and great, 
Vat their dominion, opulent their ſtate, 

When one vaſt cultivated region teems 

From ocean's fide to Miſſiſippi itreams, 

Waile each enjoys his vine tree's peaceful ſhade, - 
And even the meaneſt has no foe to dread, 

And you, who far ffom Liberty detain'd, 
Wear out exiſtence in ſome ſlaviſh land 
Forſake thoſe ſhores, a ſelf-ejected throng, 

And arm'd fer vengeance, here reſent the wrong. 
Come to our climes, where unclaind rivers dee, 
And loftieſt groves, and Nature's forcits grow, 
Here the bleſt ſoil your future care demands; 
Come, ſweep the foreſts from theſe ſhaded lands, 
And the kind earth ſhall eu cry to% repay, 

And harveſts flouriſh as the gross decay, 

O herv*n-born Peace, rewew thy wonted chern 
Far be this rancour, and this din 14m 
To warring lands return, an hoavur d guad, 

And bleſs our crimſon thore among chæ ret 

Long may Britannia rule our neal agaln, 

Rule as ſhe rul'd in George the jocoud's 1011 

May ages hence her growing grandcut es, 

And ſhe be glorious—bhut ow {els co as bes! 


[1775-] 
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The INSOLVENT's RELEASE. 


Nor from thoſe diſmal dreary coaſts I come 
Where wi-zard Furftus chews his brimitone roils, 
Nor have I been to wrangle with the men 

Ot that ſad country, where, for want of rum, 
Dead putrid water from the ſtagnant fen 

Is drank, unmingied, by deparied ſouls: 

Nor from that dog houſe do I bring you news, 
Waere Macedonian Philip * mends old ſhoes, 
But from that d-cadful place arriv'd, 

Where me 1 1n debt at cribbage play, 

And I moii cunningly contriv'd 

To fatten on two groats a day 

Full on my back now turn'd tue rey, 

The *fquire himſelf Is not fo free. 


When to thee rugged walls, a fathom thick, 
] came, directed by the ſheriff's ſtick, 
Alas, ſaid I, waat can they mean to 4o! 
Jam not conſcious of one roguuh trick! | 
] im no thief—l took no Chrilkiau's life, | 
Nor have | mgdiled with the parton's wife, | 
(Which would have been a dreadful thiag you know) | 
Ihen, by thzie gloomy walls, this iron gate 
Appointed by the wiſdom of your itate 
To ſhut in little rogues, and keep out great; 
Tell me, ye pretty lads, that deal in law, a 
Ye men of mighty w 85 ye judges, ſay— 
Say! by the jailor's ſpeckled f:ce 
That never beam'd one bluſh of grace; 

How long mut 1 

In priſon lie 
For juſt nine guineas—that I cannot pay! 


Return, ye happy times, when all were free, 
No jails on land. no nets at ſea; 3 
When mountain beaſts unfetter'd ran, : 
And man reſus'd to ſhut up man, 
As men of m. ode rn d. LYS have (hut up me! — 
This is the dreary dark abode 
Ot poverty and ſolitude; 
Sach was the gloomy cell v nere Bunyan lay 
While his dear Pilgrim help'd the time away : 
Such was the place where Wakefteld's vicar drew 
Grave morals from the impriſon'd crew, 


And found both time to preach and pray. 


® Sec Luclan's Dialogue. | 1 


* - of # ®... 
N nee ö 1 
44 <” >. 2a 


_ * 
0 f 5 e "0 - * Py 
461 e * * + Wi . 
ets c ont 7s UB 

4 K 2 


n 


POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


In Hei! of 1 and hroken chair 
Wh. c..aoltion could he found! 
Ng V COMMA! nions ventur'd there 
To put the raddy {mor round 1! 

From jus of 1 One , 

Id. uk. alone, 
A beverage, neither clear nor ſtrong 

No t..v5ic laid, | 

No village maid 
Came there to cheer me with her ſong; 
My days were dull my nights were long! 

My evening dre ims, 

My morning ion mes 
Were how to break that cruel chain, 
And, Jexnxy, be with you again. 


* +++++——+—+++++-++++++4++++4+4+-+3- +++ 
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A S there is a pleaſure in being mad 
Wien none bat madmen know, 

So | a f-cret pleaſure had 

In rambiing to and fro'— 

Which they that aiways flay at home, 
(!.ike lay plan's untaught to roam ) 


i 
Which they ſhall never know. 


But, leaving France lat New-Year's day, 
bade a long adieu! 

Had I not minded hat thefe ſailors ſay, 
J had been itil with you, 

And, free from froſts and chilling ſnows, 
On your fond boſom found repole. 


Now, while through barbaroos climes we ſl, 
Should Neptune force our ſhip on hoe, 

On ſome rude iſle, by fome rough guiz, 

T to your ar ms return no more, 

But for ſome a. thy dame ſhall bring 

Cool waters from the Indian ſpring. 


Vet love, with undiminiſh'd jor, 
whos trace your form in Fancy s g'aſs, 

Chile l more fond, and vou leſs cox. 
8 ET {w el} ing {eas, together 941 — 
No rocks or ſeas can love divide 


Where heart with heart is yas ally'd' 


* 


HORACE, Lib. 1. 


Nereus profheſies the deſtruction of Tray. 


/ \ 5 *croſs the deep to Priam's ſhore 
The Trojan prince bright Helen bore, 


Old. Nereus huſh'd each noiſy breeze 
And calm'd the tumults of the ſes. 


Then, muſing on the traitor's doom, 
Thus he foretold the woes to come; 
Ah why remove, miſtaken {wain, | 
« The prize that Greece ſaall ſeize again! 


« With omens fad, you fail along; 

* And Europe ſhali reſent the wrong, 
Conſpire to ſeize your bride away, 
„And Priam's town in aſhes lay. 


1 „Alas! what toils and deaths combin'd! 
[| „ What hoſts of men and horſes join'd !\——- 
[ | «« Bold Pallas now prepares her ſhield, 

N « And arms her chariot for the field. 


Can you with heavenly forms engage, 
1 «© A goddeſs kindling into rage 

| « o ne'er have dar'd a mortal foe 
And wars, alone, of Venus, know, 


In vain you dreſs „our flowing hair, 

U « And ſongs, to ad the harp, prepare; 
The harp, that ſung to female ears, 

& Shall fail when Mars and Greece appears. 


8 
lt. | « Invain ſhall you bewail your bride, 


46 And meanly in her chamber hide, 
In hopes to ſhun, while lingering there, 
The maſly dart, and Cretan ſpear. 


| c Tn vain ſhall you, with quickening pace, 
„Avoid fierce Ajax in the chace; 

| « For late thoſe locks, that pleaſe the eye, 
„ In duſt and death thall ſcatter'd lie. 


1 % Do you not ſee Ls, too, 

4 The ſage that brings your nation low 
„ And Mer from the land of Py/e— 
| .* Chiets Kill'd in arms and martial tou, 


þ «© Doſt thou not iee bold Teucer here, 
« And Him- no tardy chariotteer; 
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Ode 15. 
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© Who both purſue with eager force, 
% And both controul the thundering horſe. 


« Thou, to thy grief. ſhalt Merion know, 

« And Tydeus” ſon ſhall prove thy foe, 

«« Who waſtes your realms with ſword and fire; 
« Tyaides, greater than his fire. 


« Like timorous deer, prepar'd to fly 

« When hungry wolves are paſling by, 

«« No more the herbs their ſteps detain, 
„ They quit their paſtures, and the plain: 


. "3 
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«« So you from his triumphant arms 

6 Shall fy, with all your female charms; 
Can deeds, like theſe, your valour prove, 
Was this your promiſe to your love? 


e Achilles wrath ſhall but delay 

« Your ruin to a later day— 

4 The Trojan matrons then ſhall mourn,” 

« And Troy by Grecian vengeance burn.“ 
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HIS Indian <veed, that once did grow 
On fair Virginia's fertile plain, 
From whence it came —again may go, | 
To pleaſe ſome happier ſwain: | 
Of all the plants that Nature yields : 

This, leaſt belov'd, ſhall ſhun my fields. 


| 

In evil hour I firſt eſſay'd | 
To chew this vile, forbidden leaf, | 
| 
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When, half aſham'd, and half afraid, 
J touch'd, and taſted to my grief: 
Ah me! the more I was forbid, 

The more I wiſh'd to take a guid. 


But when I ſmoak'd, in thought profound, | 
And rais'd the ſpiral circle high, 

My heart grew tick, my head turn'd round 
Aud what can all this mean, (ſaid 1 — | 
Tobacco, ſurely, was deſigu d 

To poiſon, and deſtroy mankind, | 
Unhappy they, whom choice, or fate 
Inclines to prize this butter weed; 
Perpetual ſource of female hate; 

On which no beaſt—but man will feed; -| 
That finks my heart, and turns my head, 
And ſends me, reeling, home to bed! 


* 
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The SEASONS MORALIZETD; 


| HEY, who to warmer regions run, 
May blelts the ſavour of the ſun, 
But ſeck in vain what charms us here, 
Life's picture, varying with the year. 


SpRIN a, and her wanton train advance 
Tike Muth to lead the feſtive dance, 
All, all her icenes are mirth and play, 
And bluſhing bloſſoms own her ſway. 


The Summer next (thoſe bloſſoms blown) 
Brings on the fruits that ſpring had 10wn, 
Thus men advance, impell” 4 by. time, 

And Nature triumphs in her prime. 


Then Autumm crowns the beruteovs years 


The groves a ficldier aſpect wear; 
And mournful the (the let of all) 
Matures her fruits, to make them fall. 


Clad in the veftinents of a tomb, 
Old age is only Minter's gloom 
Winter, alas! ſhall ſpring reſtore, 

But youth returns to man no more. 


, 
The Ar ISLET. 


Is ſhallow ſtreams, a league from town, 
(Its baby Light-Houſe tumbied down) 
Extends a country, full in view, 


Beheld by all, but known to few. 


Surrounded by the briny waſte 
No haven here has Nature plac'd; 
But thoſe who with to pace 1t o'er 
Muſt land upon the- dpen ſhore. 


There as J ſail'd, to view the ground; 
No blooming goddeſſes I found 
But yellow hags. ordain'd to prove 
The death, and antidote of love, 


Ten ſtately trees adorn the iſle, 
The houſe, a crazy, tottering pile, 


of 
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Where once the doctor ply'd his trade 
On feverich tars, and rakes decay'd. 


Six hogs about the paſtures feed 

(Sweet mud-larks ot the Georgia breed) 
Who, while the hoſteſs deals out drams, 
Can oyiters catch, and open clams, 


Upon its ſurface, ſmooth and clean, 

A world, in miniature, is ſeen; 

Tho?” ſcarce a journey for a ſnail 

We meet with mountain, hill, and vale. 


To thoſe that guard this ſtormy place, 
Two cities ſtare them in the face: 
There, York its ſpiry ſummits rears, 
And here Communipaw appears. 


The tenant, now but ill at eaſe, 

Derives no fuel from his trees 2 
And\Jerſey boats, tho* begg'd to land, 

All leave him on the larboard hand. 


Some monied man, grown fick of care, 
To this negleQed ſpot repair: 

What Nature ſketch'd, let art complete, 
And own the lovelieſt CounTRryY SEAT. 


The MAN of NINE TF. 


— uw 
— 


| O vonder boughs that ſpread ſo wide, 
Beneath whoſe ſhade ſoft waters glide, 
Once more I take the well known way; 
With feeble ſtep and tottering knee 
Jſigh to reach my wHITE-OAK tree, 
Where roſy health was wont to play. 


If to the ſhades, conſuming ſlow, 

The ſhadow of myſelf, I go, 

When I am gone, wilt thou remain !— 
From duſt you roſe, and grew like me: 
I man became, and you a tree, 

Boch natives of one graſſy plain. 


How much alike; yet not the ſame !— 
You could no kind protector claim; 
Alone you ſtood, to chance reſign'd: 
When winter came, with bluſtering ſky, 
You fear'd its blaſts—and ſo did 1, 
And for warm ſuns in ſecret pin'd. 
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When verral ſuns hegan to glow 

You felt returning vigour fiow, 

Which once a year new leaves ſupply'd; 
Like you, fne days I wiſh'd to ſee, 
And May was a ſweet month to me, 
But when November came—lI figh'd ! 


If through your bark ſome ruſſian arm 
A mark impreſs'd, you took the alarm, 
And tears 2 chile I ſaw deſcend; 

Till Nature's kind maternal aid: 

A plaiſter on your bruiſes laid, 

And bade your trickling ſorrows end. 


. Like you, I fear'd the lightning's ſtroke, 
Whoſe flame diſſolves the itrc oth of oak, 
And ends at once this mortal dream ; 
You ſaw, with grief, the ioil decay 
That from your roots was torn away; 
You ſig; 'J—and curs'd the ſtream. 


With borrow'd earth, and buſy ſpade, 
Around your roots new life I laid, 
While joy reviv'd in every vein; 

(The care of man ſhall life impart 
Though Nature owns the aid of art, 
No art, immortal, makes her reign. 


How much alike our fortune—ſay— 

Yet, why muſt I ſo ſoon decay 

When thou haſt icarcely reach'd thy prime— 
Erect and tall you, joyous, ſtand ; 

The ſtaff of age has found my hand, 

That guides me to the grave of time. 


Could I, fair tree, like you, reſign, 
And baniſh all theſe fears of mine, 
Grey hairs would be no cauſe of grief; 
Your bloſſoms die, but you remain, 
Your fruit lies ſcatter'd o'er the plain— 
Learn wiſdom from the falling leaf. 


As you ſurvive, by heaven's decree, 

Let wither'd flowers be thrown on me 
Sad compenſation for my doom, 

While winter greens and withering pines, 
And cedars dark, and barren vines, 

Point out the lonely tomb. 


The enlivening ſun, that burns ſo bright, 


Ne'er had a noon without a night, 
89 LIFE and DEATH agree; 


— 1 : 1 FAX. 
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The joys of man by years are broke 


*T ras thus the man of N:nety ſpoke, 
Then roſe, and left his Tree. 


— — — —_ — — 8 


SANTA CR U Z. 


Otex of thy northern glooms, come, ſhepherd, ſeek 
More equal climes, and a ſerener ſky: 

Why ſhould? thou toil amid thy frozen ground, 
Where half years? ſnows, a barren proſpe<, lie, 


When thou mayſt go whete never froſt was ſeen, 
Or north-welt winds with cutting fury blow, 


Where never ice congeal'd the limpid ftream, 


Where never mountain tipt its head with ſaow ? 


Twice ſeven days proſperous gales thy barque hal! bear 
To illes that flouriſh in perpetual green, 

Where richeſt herbage 185 each 22rtile vale, 

And ever verdant plants on every hill are ſeen. 


Nor dread the dangers of the billowy deep, 
Autumnal winds ſhall ſafely waft thee o'er;- 
Put off the timid heart, or, man unbleſt, , 
Ne'er thalt thou reach this gay enchanting ſhore. 


Thus Judab's tribes beheld the promis'd land, 
While Jordan's angry waters ſwell'd between; 
Thus, trembling on the brink, I fee them ſtand, 
Heav'n's type in view, the Canaanitich green. 


Thus, ſome mean ſouls, in ſpite of age and carc, 
Are held ſo firmly to this earth below, 
They never with to croſs fate's duky main 


That parting them and happineſs, doth flow: 


Though Reaſon's voice might whiſper to the ſou! 
That nobler climes for man the gods deſign— 
Come, ſhepherd, haſte the northern breezes blow, 
No more the flumbering winds thy barque confine. 


Sweet orange grove ! the faireſt of the iſle, 

In thy ſoft thade luxuriouſly reclin'd, 

Where, round my fragrant bed the flowrets ſmile, 
In ſweet delufions I deceive my mind. 


But Melancholy's glooms affail my breaſt, 
For potent nature reigns deſpotic there ;— 
A nation ruin'd, and a world oppreſs'd, 


Might rob the boldeſt Stoic of a tear. 
: J 


— — — — 


139 POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS; 


Fr-m the viſt caverns of o'd Ocean's bed 
Fair Sar Cruz ring, lives her wait, 
Lhe lredenieg vaters TOUT ON every fide, 
Fur every ue by ocean is emb-.c'd. 


911477, craggy rocks repell the ſurging brine, 
Whaoſe cavern 'd fid>s by reſtleſs bulows wore, 
Ro:2mo/ance claim to that remoter ifle 

Where ance the wind, proud lord the ſceptre bore. 


Betwixt old Cancer and the mid way line, 

In appieſt climare. lies this envied ule: 

Tree. bloom th. oug :out the year, ſoft breezes blow, * 
And fragrant v rd Wears a laſting imile. 


Cool, woo lland ſtreams from ſhal-d cit; dzſcend, 
The trip] „g rock no went of mo. ture knows, 
£-.op:icd by f :11g5 that cn the fk es depend, . 
Ta at faunt in feeding as the current flows. 


S: uch were he 14es which happy Flaccus ſung, + 
Were one tree bit .ms while another bears, | + 
Where foring forever £4 y. and ever young, 
Walks | aur gay round though hr unceauiag years. » | 
Such were the climes which youthful Eden ſaw | 
Ere croſſiag fuces deſtroy d her golden reign 
Re. led "I thy toſs. unh: opy man, £ 
And ſeek the vales of Pari /e again, 
3. 
| No lowering es are here— h+* neigh' „our! ing ſun . 
1 Clear ant uaveil'd, his biiiliant Journey goes, n 
ä Each 0r1 emergi g from the ambient main, . 
| And ſinking there, each evening, to re, oie. 1 
1 | : 
i In June's fair month the ſpi-g'ed traveller gains 
| | "The 11moſt limits of his vortnern way, : . 
1 Aud bl2iT-s wit his he ums c A lands remote, : 
| Sad Greealand's coaſt, and Hudſon's fryucen bay. 
The Wfvering ſvains of th ſe unhaipoy climes _ | 
2 | the füde-w y mowaich taroigh the trees, 
He:e giows his fiercer eat, his ve:tic he ms, 
Temper'd vith co ing ges an tride-v1il breeze. 
5 | 
C | Nie native, hore, m Tolden Hlemy Diet, 
| Bids fn the foil the erdant hurveſts ſpring ; 


Feaits in the hnadant dome the 10yoOu; gue it; 
Time Hort, lite e ſv, p.cature on the wing. 


Hire, fiat to dy in leaty's .miling vales, . 
Jaſt as the year revolves, they laugh or groan; 


A 
If 
4 
5 
E „ 


| September comes, ſeas ſwell with horrid ga!es, 
And old Port-Royal's fete is found their own! 

N 

| Aad though ſo near heaven's b'ariag lamp doth run, 
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They court the beam that ſheas the go den Gay, 
| Ant hence are cal''d tue chiviren of the fun, 
Who, w:thvat fainting, bear lis downward ray, 


* 


No threatening ti les upon their i1and rife, 
Cay Cyntua ſca ce diſturbs the ocean ere, 
No waves aporo ich her orb, and che, as kind, 
Attra s no 0c425 to er ſilver ſphere. 


Tue havpy waters b»aft, of various kinds, 
Unnumber'd myriad of the ſcaly race, 
Sportive they glide above the delug'd ſinl, 
| Gly as their clime, in ocean's amp.:e vaſe. 


Some ſtreak'd with barnit'd gold, reſplendent, glare, 
s me cleave the limpid deep, all ſilver'd o'er, 

Some, clad in living green, delight the eye, 

dome red, ſome blue; of mingled colours more. 


| Here glides the ſpangled dolphin through the deep, 
The — whales at diſtance ſtray, 

| The huge green turt es wallow through the wave, 
Well pleas'd alike with land or water, they. 


The Rainboww cuts the deep, of varied green, 
The well-fed Greuper lurks remote, below, 
[The ſwift Bo2etra coaſts the watry ſcene, 

The diamon.\l-coated Agel kindie as they go, 


Delicious to the taſte; ſalubrious food, 

Which might ſome temperate, ſtudious ſage allure 
To curſe the fare of his abſtemious cell 

Ana] turn, for once, a cheerful Epicure. 


Uabert may'ſt thou this luſcious food enjoy, 
To fullneſs feait upon the ſcaly kiad, 

Thele, well ſe:eted from a thouſand more, 
e!19*.t the taſte, and leave no bane behind. 


Nor think Hygeia is a ſtranger here 

10 ſenſual ſouls the clime may fatal prove, 
inguiſn and death attend, and Hain ſevere, 
e midnight revel, and licentious love. 


Tull many a ſwain, in youth's ſereneſt bloom 

J borne untimely to this alien clay, 
onſtrain'd to flamber in a foreign tomb, 

ar from ais friends, his COUntry far 2Ways 
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Yot, if devoted to a ſenſual ſoul, 

If fon liy th:ir own ruin they create, 
Theſe victims to the banquet and the bowl 
Muit blame their fo.ly, only, not their fate. 


at thou, who firſt drew breath in northern air, 
At ear y dawn aſcend the iloping hills; 
And oft. at noon, to lime-tree ſhades repair, | 
Wue e ſome ſoft firezm from neigubouring groves diſtills, 


And with it mix the liquid of the lime, 

The old ag'd eſſence of the generous cane, 
And ſweeteſt f rups of this liquoriſhi clime, 
And drink, to cool thy thirſt, and driik again. 


This happy beverage, joy-inſpiring bowl, 
Diſpe::ing far the ſnades of mer:tal night, 
B:ams brigat ideas on the awakening ſoul, 
Aud ſorrow turns to pleaſure and delight. 


Sweet verdant iſle, through thy dark woods I rove, 
And learn the nature of each native tree, 

The fuftic hard, the poiſonous mayerineel 

Whica for its fragrant apple pleaſeth thee: 


Alluring to the ſmell, fair to the eye, 

Zut deadlieſt poiſon in the taſte is found— 

O {han the dangerous tree, nor touch, like E ve, 
This imerdiced fruit, in Eden's ground. 


The lowly mangrove, fond of watry ſoil, 
Tue white beik'd gre: ory, rifing high in air, 
The ma/7ic in the woods you may deſcry. 

| Tamarind, and lofty bay-trees foarich there. 


S:yeet orange groves in, lone! vallies rife 
And drop taeir fruits, unno 1c'd and unknown, 
The cooling acid limes in he.lges grow, 

The juicy lemons ſwell in thades their own. 


Soft, ſbungy p'ums on trees wide ſpreading hang, 
B Il-appies here, ſuſpended, ihade the ground, 
P:amp grenadilloes, and ga das grey, 

With meloas, in each plain and vale abound, 


The conic-form'd caſhew, of juicy kind, 
That beirs at once an apple and a nut; 

W 190le poilo10u5 coat, indignant to tae lip, 
Doth in its cell a who.ciome kernel ſhut. 


The prince of fruits, which ſome jayama call, 
rang ſome, the happy tlavour'd pine; 
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In which unite the taſtes and juices all! 
Of apple, quince, peach, grape, and ne Aarine, 


Grows to perfection here, and ſpreads his cre, - 
His d adem towards the parent ſun; 


His diadem, in nery bloſſoms dreſt, 
Sta ids arm'd with twords, from potent Nature wor. 


Von' cotton ſhrubs with burſting knobs behold, 


Their ſnow white locks theſe numbie groves array ; 
On ſlen der trees the blu hing cotte> hangs, 


Like thy fair cherry, and would tempt thy ſtix. 


© Safe from the winds, in deep retreats, they riſe; 


Their utmoſt ſummit may thine arm attain ; 
Taſte the moiſt fruit, and from thy clo ing eye: 


| Sleep ihall retire, with all his drowſy train. 


The ſoicy berry, they gua va call, 


Swells in the mou tains on a ſtripling tree: 
Theſe ſo ne ad nire, and value more than all, 
My humble verſe, beſides, unfolds to thee. 


The ſmooth white cedar, here, delights the eye, 
The b.y-tree, with its aromatic green, 
The ſea-ſide grapes, ſweet natives of the ſand, 


5 And pulſe, of various kinds, on trees are ſeen. 


Here mingled vines their downward ſhadows caſt, 


Y 


Here, clatter'd grapes from loaded boughs depend, 


The plantane and banana flouriſh here, 

Of haſty growth, and love to fix their root 

> Where ſome ſoft ſtream of ambling water flows, 
To yield full moiſture to their c.ulter'd fruit. 


1 No other trees ſo vaſt a leaf can boaſt, 
So broad, ſo long—through theſe, refreſh'd, I ftray, 


And though the noon-ſun his herce ratiance (hed, 


| Theſe friendly leaves ſhall ſhade me all th way, 


And tempt the cooling breeze to haſten there, 
With its ſweet odorous breath to charm the grove; 
Fligh ſhades and verdant ſeats, white underneath 
A little ſtream by moſſy banks doth rove, 


Where once the Indian dames lent with their ſwains, 
Or fond.y kiſs'd the moon-light eves away; 

The lovers fed, the tearfal frexam remains, 

And only J conſole it wita my lay! 


5 


Their leaves no trois, their fruits no cold winds blaſt, 
© But, rear'd by ſuns, to time alone they bend. 


* 


A 
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Among tie ſides of yonder whiſpering grove 
Ihe green palmettioes mingle, tail and fair, 

1 hat ever murmur, and toiever move, 
Fanning wich wavy bough the ambient air. 


Pomegranates grace the wild, and ſweet-ſops there 
Ready to fail, require the helping hand, 

Nor yet nes.ect the papaw or m.mee 

Whoſe flighied trees with {runs unheeded ſtand. 


Tote ſhaddecks juicy ſhall thy taſte delight, 
Anil yon' high fruits, the nobleſt of the wood, 
i hai cling in cuſlers to the mother tree. 
The cocoa-nut, ch, milky, heaithtul foc d. 


O grant me, gods. if vet condemn'd to ſtray, 
At icalt to ſpend life's tober evening here, 

Jo plant a gr where winds yon” ſhelter'd bay, 
And puck tao irults, that frolt nor winter fear. 


C. ſſida ſhrubs abound—tranſplante! here 

From cvery c.ime, exotic blonoms b ow; 

Here Ala plants her flowers, here Europe trees, 
An] hy perborian herbs, un-winter'd, grow. 


Here, a new herbage glads the generous ſteed, 
Mutes, goats, and ſheep enjoy theſe paſtures fair, 
And for thy hedges, Nature has decreed, 

- Guards ef chy tolls, the date and pilckly pear. 


But chief the glory of theſe Indian iſles 
Springs from the 1weet, uncloying ſugar-cane: 

ence comes the planter's wealth, hence commerce ſendy 
SuC: floating piles, to traverſe half tne main. 


Wiove'er thou art hat leav'ſt thy native ſtore 
And ſhalt to fur Weſt-India climates come, 
Taſte not the enchanting plant—to taſte forbear, 
If ever thou wouldit reach thy much lov'd home, 


Ne'er through the Iſle permit thy fret to rove, 
Or, if thou doſt, let prudence lead the way, 
Jorbear to taſte the virtues of the cane, 
Forbear to taſte what will complete thy ſta y. 


Whoever ſips of this enchanting juice, 

elicious nectar, tit for jove's own hall, 
Returns no more from his lov'd Santa Cruz, 
But quits his t1icnds, his country, and his all, 


And thinks no more of home—U'yſſes fo 
Drapp'd off by Iuice uis 1810rs from chat ſhorg 


: 
| 
4 
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Where beter grew, and, had not ſtrength.prevail'd, 
They ne yer woa.d aave fought their country more, 


No annual toil inters this thrifty plant, 

T he ſtalk opt off, the fre hens thowers prolong 
To future years, unfading and cure 

The root ſo vigorous, and the juice fo ſtrong. 


Unnumber'd plants, beſide, the! e cilmate; yied, 
And gratis peculiar to the {oil taut bears: 

Ten thouſand various herbs array the hell, 

This glads thy palate, cat uy acalth repalrs. 


Along the More a wonderous „leer is {ven, 
Were rocky vonds rec21y2 tus ſurging wave, 
Som- dreſt in yellow. fone attir J in gesea, 
Beneath the water, their gay brancues iavc. 


Tais myſtic plant, with its bewitching cha 
Ty ſureiy ipcings from ſome ensauunteu  wers 
Fo.rful it is, ind dreads unpending ee 
Aud Ax iu, the natives call the fower. 


From the ſmooth rock its little branches riſe, 
Tae obje q of cy view, and that alone, 

Fe: oa its h2-1ut'es with thy ravih'd eyes, 
But aim to touch it, and—the lover is T MG 


Nay, if thy ſhale but intercept the beim 
Tad gilds the boughs b-12.Atn ſome bony luke, 
S vifc they retire, like a delad' ng dream, 

And even a how for deitru-tion take. 


Wir hy experience. hope not thou to gag 

the ma 21C plant. thy curious hand my 
dur ung to the liga“, it *. ocks ty Fein, 

D- 'CC1/CS 41. graſo, 4 d 1225s Its naive ha desd 


On vonder blue brow' vill, frech narve'!s rife, 
Wnere the dzr's tribe from wy: C's 5 in darnt plug 
Otr o'er the ocean turn their Wi: Hf. 2yes 

To ules r mote, aigh looming 9'r ta mia. 


A ld view ft ſeats of eaſe and fancled ret, 
Their native gro es new D 44. 11 24 5 che ey, 
Were no proud milers 1 ie gie maurs moleſt, 


No ra des „ots paſs, unſoctn by, 


dae, vonder fave that Now'y bends this way, 
With years, and pain, and cereizh t il vp rot, 
Though no comp ai ung words ns woes betrax 


The. eye dejected proves tue heart diltxeſt. 


136 POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 


Perhaps in chains he left his native ſhore, 
Perhaps ke left a helpleſs ff pring there, 
Perhaps a wife, that he muſt ſee no more, 


Perhaps a father, who his love did ſhare. 


Curs'd be the ſhip, that brovght him o'er the main, 
And curs'd the men, that from his country tore 
My the be ſtranded, ne'er to float ag in, 

May they be ſhipwreck'd on ſome hoſtile ſhore—— 


O gold accurſt, of every ill the ſpring, 

For thee compaſſion flies the darken'd mind, 
Reaſon's plain dictates no conviction bring, 
And madneſs merely ſways all human kind. 


O gold accurſt! for thee we madly run, 

With murderous hearts, beyond the briny flood, 
Seek foreign climes beneath a foreign ſun, 
And, there, exult to ſhed 2 brother's blood. 


But thou, who own'ſt this ſugar-hearing ſoil, 

To whom no good the great FirRsT cavst denies, 
Let free-born hands attend thy ſuitry toil, 

And fairer harveſts to thy view ſhall rite, 


The teeming earth ſhall mightier ſtores diſc'oſe 
Than ever ſtruck the longing eye before, 

And late content ſhall ſhed a ſoft repoſe, + 
Repoſe, fo long a ſtranger at your door, 


Give me ſotne clime, the favorite of the *y, 
Where cruel ſlavery never ſought to reign 
But ſhun the theme, ſad maſe, and te.! me why 
Theſe abject trees l:e icatter'd o'er the plain? 


Theſe iſles, leſt Nature ſhould have prov'd too kind, 
Or man have ſought his happieſt heaven below, 

Are torn by mighty winds, fierce hurricanes, 

Nature convuls'd in every ſhape of woe. 


Nor ſcorn yon' loncly vale, of trees ſo reft; 
Tuere plantane groves late grew of | vehelt green, 
| Je orange flouriſh'd, and the lemon bore, 

|, The genius of the iſle dweit there, unſeen. 


| - Wild were the ſkies, affrighted Nature | 4m; 

Wi As though approach'd her laſt decihve day, : 
Skies biaz'd around, and bellowing winds had nigh 
Diuodg'd theſe cliffs, and tore yon” hills away. 


O'er the wild main, dejected and afraid, 
The trembling pilot laſh'd his helm a- lec 
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Or ſwiftly ſcudding, a%'d thy potent aid, 
Dear Pilot of the GAallilzan Sea. X 


Low hung the glooms, diſtended with the gale 

The cl »uds, dark brooding wing'd their circling flight, 
Tremendous thunders join'd the hurricane, 

Daughter of chaos, and cternal night! 


And how, alas! could theſe fair trees wit'iſtand 
Tae wiſteful madneſs of ſo fierce a blaſt, 

Tait ſtorm'd along the plain, ſeis'd every grove, 
And delug'd with @ ſea this mournful watte. 


Thit »lantane grove, where oft I fondly ſtray'd, 
Tay darts, dreid Phzbas, ia thoſe glovms to lun, 
Is now no more a refuge or a ſhade, 

Is now wich rocks and deep ſands over-run. 


Thoſe late proud domes of ſpl-nJor, pomp, and caſe 
No longer ſtrike the vie, in grand attirc; 

Bat, torn'by winds, flew piècemeal to the ſeas, 

Nor left one nook to lodge the aſtonich' J *ſ1uire, 


But other groves the hand cf Time ſhall raiſe, 

Ag in ſhill Nature (nile, ſerenely gay: 

So ſoon each ſcene revives, why hate to leave 
Theſe green retreats, o'er the dark ſeas to ſtray! 


For [ muſt go where the mad pirate roves, 
A ſtranger on tue inhoſpitab:e main, 

Lot to the ſcenes of Hudſon's ſweeteſt groves, 
Ceſarea's foreſts, and my native plain. 


There endleſs waves dejed the wearied eye, 
And hoki!e winds inceſſint toil prepare; 

And ſhould loud beilowing ſtorms all art defy, 
The manly” heart alone mutt conquer there.— 


There wakes my fears, the guileful Calenture 
Tempting the ſailor on the deep-ſea main, 
That paints gay gzoves upon the ocean floor, 
B-ckoning her victim to the faithleſs ſcene! 


On theſe blue hills to cull bright Fancy's flowers 
Shall yet awhilc the dangerous work deiay, | 
Shall yet beguile the few remaining hours— | 
Ere to thoſe waves | take my deſtin'd way. 


Thy vales, PNermuda, and thy ſea-girt groves 
Can never like theſe ſouthern forelts pleaſe; 
And, laſk'd by ſtormy waves, you court in vain 
Ine northern erherd ty vour cedar trees. 
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Net o'er thoſe iſes ſuch egual p'anets rule. 

All. but the ce ar ace :de tue wintiy blut; 

44 * 2 7 7 

Loo well thy Ciuarms the banih'd aller iungs 
Tov near the 1%, 's far tny doom is caſt. 


Far o'er the waſte of yonder ſargy field 

My native climes in fancied proipect lie. 

Now ſid in ſhades, and now bv © ouds corceal'd, 
And uw voy tempeſts raviily f.om che ye. 


There, triumphs to enjoy, are Britain, thine, 
Tere, thy proud navy awes che pilalg'd th reg 
Nor ſees the day when nations {hall cumhine 
"That pride to hunibie, and our r.ghits reſtore, 


Yet o'er the globe ſhouldſt thou extend thy reion, 
Here may Ly CONqueri.g rms Ore grotco Ip. 03 


Here—though thy congueits vex— n ſpite ut pain, 
Ip the enlivening giats, in ſpite oi caic. 


What though we bend to a 7prannic crown 7 

Stiii Nature's charms in varied beauty thine— 
What though we own the. proud, imperious Dane, 
Gold is his ſordid care, the Muſes mie. 


Winter, and winter's glooms are far remov'd, 
Eternal ſpring with ſmiiing ſummer join'd — 
Abience, and death, and heart-corroding care, 
Why ſhould they cloud the ſun-ſhine of the mind 3 


But, ſhepherd, haſte, and leave behind thee far 
Iny bloody plains. and iron glooms above. 

ut the cold northern ſtar, and here enjoy, 
Beneath the ſiniling ſkies, this land of love. 


The drowſy pelican wings home his way, 
Toe miſty eve fits heavy on the ſea, : 
And though von” ftorm hangs brood ing o'er the main, 


Siy, mall a moment's gloom diſcousage thee ? 


To-morrow's {un new paints the faded ſcene: «+ 
hough deep in ocean fuk his weſtern beams, 

His {pang ed charior ſha aſcend more clear, 

More ra.:1-rt ror tue drowiy land of dreams. 


Of all the 1 ies the »eigubouring ocean bears, 
None Ca” with tails thei, equal landicapes boaſts 
What cd we do on Saga's clovdy height; 

Or whit could plesſe on *STATIA's barren coaſt? 


Could ſt thou content on rough ToxToLa ſtray, 
Coulei the faireſt of the Virgea train, 
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Or env 12 thon on duo oſe rockv ummits F ay 
Waere high St. Joh x tans frowning o'er thr main? 


Hate, ſhe herd, hitte—!H- ſperlan fruits for taoe, 
Aid cin ter'd genes from mingled boaghs Cupendes 
Wkh.c >.erf1ire in thy fareſts can there be 

T'ia.c. leaf els now, to every tempeſt beau? 


To milder ftars, and Ties of cl-arer b. a0. | 
Sworn foe to arms, at le ſt a-whice, repair, 
A 4. till co migntier force proud Britain bends, 

eipue her triamptis, and deceive lay cars. 


doon ſhall the genius of the fertile foil 

A new creation tte thy view Unfo!d ;—- 
A.mire tn works of N.cure's magic ha u. 
Bur ſcorn taat vuigzr bait, all poten. col, 


Vet, if perſaaded by no ſav of mins, 

Y 54 fill admiie your climes of front and ſnare; 
And pleas'a, preſer above our ſouthern geo es 
1 ae darklon de foreſts, that rrouud thee ro; 7 


Still tere remain thy native air en; oy, 
Repei the graut, that thy peace invades, 
While, pleas'd, I trace the vales of Santa Cruz, 
And ſing, with rapture, her inſpiring thades, 


* . 
— 


— 


AMERICAINDEPENDENT; 


Aid her BvenLasTING Deliverance fm Bairtsy 
TYRANNY and « OPPacaSiON. 


* 


5 
, IS done! and Britain for her madneſs ” 2 15 
Take warning, tyrants, and hencetor.h be wlie 
It 9'er mankind mar gives you regal ſway, 
Take nor ths rights of human kind away, 


Waen God from chaos gave this world to he, 
Maag then he form'd, and form'd him to be tree, 
In Lis own image ſtampt the favourite race 
How dar'{t thou, tyrant, the fair ſt+mp def ce! 
Wen on mankin, you fx your abjct chains, 
No more the image of chat God rem ins; 

O'e 2 wp * da: * ſce wEelhlcs darker made 1 18 draw N. 
His wock di honour'd, and our glory gone! 


When firſt Britannia ſent her hoſtile crew 
To theſe tar ſhores, to revage and ſubdue, 


« 
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We thought them gods, and almoſt ſeem'd to ſay 
No bal! could pierce them, and no dagger flay— 
IIe wens! what a blunder—half our fears were vain; - i 5 
Tneſe hoſtile gods at length have quit the plain, 
On neighbouring iſles the ſtorm of war they ſhun, 
Happy, thrice happy, if not quite undone. 
Yet ſoon, in dread of ſome impending woe, 
Even from thoſe Maud ſhall theſe ruthans go | , 
Anis be their doom, in vengeance for the 1lain, 
To pals tneir days in poverty and pain; 
For ſuch baſe triumphs, be it ſtill their lot 
Io triumph only o'er the rebel Scer, 
And to their inſect iſle he c2forth confin'd 
No :onger lord it o'er the human kind. — 
Bat, by che fates, who (till prolong their ſtay, 
And g:ther vengeance to conclude their day, 
Yer, ere they go, he angry Mute ſhall tell x 
The treafur'd woes that in her boſom ſwel! ;— 

Proud, fierce, and bold, O jove! wao would not laugh 
To ſec theſe bullies worihipping a ca: 
Put they are fave: who ſpurn ac Reaſon's rules; 
And men, once {laves, are ſoou trans orm'd to fools.— 

To recommend what monarcnies have done, | 
They bring for witneſs David and his ſon 
How one was brave, the other juſt aud wiſe, 
And hence our plain Re: ublics they deſpiſe; 
Put mark how oft, to gratify their pride, 
The people ſuff-r'd, and the people died: 
Though one was wiſe, and one Golich flew, 
E 155 are the chaicelt curſe that man e er knew { 

Hall, worthy Britain: —how cnlarg'd your fame; 
How great-your glory, terrible your name, 
Queen of the 1iles, and empreis of tae main,“ 
Heaven grant you all theſe mighty things again; 
But firſt inſure the gaping cro xd below 
Tat you leſs cruel, and more juſt may grow: 

If tate, vindictive for the fins of man, 

Had favour ſhown to your infernal plan, 

How would your nation have exulted here, 
And ſcorn'd the widow's ſigh, the orp ian's tear! 
How had your prince, of all bad men the worſt, 
Laid worth and virtue proſtrate in the duſt ! 

A ſecond S2zvrey had he ſhone to-day, + 

A world ſubdued, and murder but his play. 
How had that prince, contemning right or law, 
Glutted with biood his foul, voracious maw: 

In him we ſer the depths of baſeneſs join'd, 
Whate'er diſgrac'd the dregs of human Rind; 
Cain, Nimrod, Tg in. in human guiſe, 
Herod, Domitian—theſe in judgment rue, 
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And, envious of his deeds, 1 hear them ſay 
None but a George could be more vile than they. 
Swoln tho” he was with wealth, revenge, and pride, 
How could he dream that heaven was on his fideo 
Did he not ſee, when ſo decreed by fate, | 
They plac'd the crown upon his royal pate, 
Did he not ſee the richeſt jewel fall 
Dire was the men, and aſtoniſh'd all 
T aat gem no more ſhall brighten and adorn; 
No more that gem by Britith kings be worn, 
Or ſwell o wonted heights of fai renown 
The fading glories of their boaſted crown. s 
Yet he o arms, and war, and blood inclin'd, 
(A fair-diy warrior, with a feeble mind, 
Fearleſs, nile others meet the ſhock of fate, 
And dare that death, which clips his thread too late, ) 
He uo the fane (O hypocrite!) did go, ; 
While not a1 angel there, but was his foe, 
There did he kneel, and ſigh, and ſob, and pray, 
Yet not to lave his thouſand ſins away, 
Far other motives ſway'd his ſpotted ſoul ; 
T was not for thoſe the ſecret ſorrow ſtole 
Down his pale cheek—'twas vengeance and deſpair 
Diſſolv'd his eye, and planted ſorrow there 
How could he hope to bribe the impartial ſky 
By nis baſe prayers, and mean hypocriſy— 
Heuven fill is ju t, and ſtill abnors all crimes, 
Not acts like George, the Nero of our times— 
What were his prayers—his prayers could be no more 
Than a thief's withes to recruit his ſtores 
Such prayers could never reach the worlds above; 
They were but curſes in the ear of Jove;— 
You pray'd that conqueſt might your arms attend, 
And cruch thit freedom virtue did defi 
T hat the fierce Indian, rouſing from his reſt, 
Mig t theſe new regions with his flames inveſt, 
With ſcalps and tortures agg ravate our woe, 
And to the infernal world diſmiſs your foe. 
No mines of gold our fertile country yields, 
But mighty harveſts crown the loaded fields, 
Hence, trading far, we gain'd the 2 prize, 
Which, though our own, bewitch'd their greedy eyes 
For that they ravag'd India's climes before, 
And carried death to Aſia's utmoſt ſhore— 
Clive was your envied ſlave, in avarice bold 
He mow'd down nations for his dearer gold; 
»The fatal gold could give no true content, 
He mourn'd his murders, and to Tephet went. 
Led on by luſt of lucre and renown, 
Burgoyne came marching with his thonſands downs 
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High were his t' onthts, and faricus his career, 
Puff'd with ſelf. con dence and pride ſevere, 

$0 n with the idea ef his future deeds, 

Onwa:d to ruin each advantige leads, 

Before his hoſts his heaviet curſes flew, 

And conguer'd worlds rote hourly to his view: 

His wrath, . ike Jove's, c uid bear with no controul, 
Eis words beſpoke the miſchief in his ſoul; 

To igit w.s not this miſcreant's only trade, 

He ſhin'd in writing, and his wit diſplay'd— 

To awe the mere wich tities of command 

F.e told of forts he rald in *cotiſh land. 
C:acen's ccloxel as ke was, he did not know 

'I'nat thorns and %% tes, mix'd hwit honours grow 
In Britain's ſenate trough h held'a place, 

All did not fave him from one long diigr-ce, 

One ſtroke of fortune that convinc'a them l 

J hat we could conquer, and /zcutcnants fall. 

Foe to the rights of man, proud plunderer, ſay 

IId conqueſt crovn' A you on tnat mighty day 
hen you, to Gars, with forrow, rage, and ſhame 
Reſign d your conqueſts, honours, arms, and f:m2z, 
When at his feet Pritanaia's wreathes you threw, 

And the ſun ſicken'd at a fight fo new; 

Had you been vio; —w hat a waſte of v oe! 

What ſouls had vaniſh'd to where ſouls do go! 

What dire diſtreſs had mark'd your f.tal way, 

What de. ths on deaths diigrac'd that d.ſmai day! 

Can laurels flouriſh in a oil of bicod, 

Or on thoſe Livrels cn fiir honours bud 

Curs'd be that wre'ch who murder makes his trade, 

Curs'd be all wars that e'er ambition made! 

What murdering Tory now relieves your grief, 
Or plans new conqueis for his favourite chief; 
Deſigns ſtil! dark employ chat ruſhan race, 

_ of your choofing, and our own di.grace. 

Sb vile a crew the worid ne'er ſaw before, 

And grant, ye pitying heavens, it m.y no more: 
If ghoſts from nell infeſt our poiſon'd r, 

Thoſe gho “s have enter'd their baſe bodies here 
Murder and b'ood is itil their dear de ight—- 
Scream round their roofs, ye ravens of the night! 
Whene'er they wed, miy demons, and defſp.ir, \ 
And grief and woe, and di.ckeſt night be there; 
Fien leagu d from heil the nup ia lamp di-, lay, 
S vift to pe: dition light them on their way, | 
Ruund-the wide wor.d their devi.ith {quadrons chaſe, 
To find no realm, that grants one re ting place. 

Var to the nor h, on Scoland's utmolt end 
An idle there ales, tac hawwt G. C, ery fiend,- 
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No ſhe nerds there attend their bl-1ting locks 
But wither'd wiiches r ve among thn? rocks; 
S1-wuled in ice, the Hiied mountains how 
Tneir clo-n heads, to daunt the ſeas below; | 
Taue 14" 2, of heaven in his diirnal race | 
Tuere ſcarcely leigns to unveil! his radiant face, 
Or f one diy ne circling trea ds the ky 

He views tais 11nd with in angry eye, 

Or imbient fogs cheir broad, moiſt wings expand 

Da no his bright ray. and c:v.Ad ine inferaal land; 

The Hicke ing vinds inceſſuat Torms prolong, 

Duli is their migat, and dreary as my ſong; 

When ſtormy viads and gales ref.iſe to bow, 

Taen from. che dark ky Icives tac unpitying ſnow ; 
When drifting inows from iron clouds forbear, 
Then dowa tae haulſtones rattle through the air— 

T aere {cr2ec ang owls, and ſcreaming vultures reſt 
AI not à tree adorns its barren breait ; 

No peace no reſt, the elements beſtow, 

Buc eus forever rage, and ſtorms forever blow. 

Paere, miſcreants, there with loyal hearts retire, 

Ter piten your tents, and kindle there your fire; 

FT: r: d ſert Nature wil: her ſtings diip.ay, x 
And nerceit hunger on your vitals prey, 

And with yourſelves let John Burgoyne retire 

To reign the monarch, whom your hearts admire. © 

Britain, at laſt to arreſt your lawleſs hand, 

Riſes the genius of a generous land, 

Our injar'd rights bright Gallia's prince defends, 

And from this hour thit prince and we are friends, 
F-uds, long up-heid,, are vaniſh'd from our view. 
Once we were foes—but for the ſake of you— 

Britaia, aſpiring Britain, now muſt bend 

Can the at once with France and us contend, 

When we alone, remote from foreign aid, 

Her armies captur'd, and diſtreſs'd her trade 

Britain and we no more in combat join, 

No more, as once, in every ſea combine; 

Deal is that friendihip which did mutual burn, 

Fled is the ſceptre, never to return; 

By ſea and land, peroetual foes we meet, 

Our cauſe more hone, and our hearts as great; 

Lot are theſe regions to Britannii's reign, 

Nor (kail theſe ſtra1gers of their lofs cor plain, 

Since all, that here with greedy eyes they view, 

From our own toil, to wealth and empire ge- 
Or hearts are raviſh'd from our former queen 

Far as the ocean God hath plac'd b-twee, 

They ſtrive in vain to join this mighty maſs, 

Torn by convulſions from its native place 
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| As well might men to flaming Iſccla join | * 
The huge high At; or towering dppenrine; ? 
In vain they ſend their ha:t-commiſlioned tribe 
And u hom they cannot conquer ſtrive to bribe; 
Their prive and CT our union Chain, 
Nor ſhall the uau ieldy mats unite again. 5 
Nor think that France ſuſtains our cauſe alone; = . 
| With grecitude her helping hand we own, Ss 
But hear, ye nations-—Truth herſelf can ſay Fi 
| We bote the heat and danger of the day:  : 
She calmly view'd the tumult from afar, 5 
We brav'd each inſult, and ſuſtain'd the war: ; 
Oft drove the foe, or ſorc'd their hoſts to yig!d. = 
Or left them, more than once, a dear bought field | 
| "I'was then, at laſt on Jerſey plains diſtreſt, N 
We ſwore to ſeck the mountains of the weſt, 
There a free empire for our fred obtain, 
A terror to the flaves that might remain. 
Peace you demand, and vainly wiſh to find 
Old lea gues renew'd, and ſtrength once more combin'd 
Yet ſhall not all your baſe diſſembiing art 4-4 
Deceive the tortures of a bleeding heart | 
| Yet ſhall not all your mingled prayers that riſe 
Waſh out your crimes, or bribe the avenging ſkigsy 
Full many a corpſe lies mou!dering on the plain 
That ne'er ſhall fee its little brood again : 
See, vonder lies, all breathleſs, cold, and pale. 
Drench'd in her gore, Lavinia cf the vale * 
The cruel Indian ſei-'d her life away, 
As the next morn began her bridal day — 
This deed alone our juſt revenge would claim, 
Did not ten thouſand more your fons defame. 
Return'd, a captive, to my native ſhore, 
How chang'd I find thoſe ſcenes that pleas'd before! 
How chang'd thoſe groves where fancy lov'd to ſtray. 
When ſpring's young bloſſoms bloom'd along the way 
< From every eye diſtils the frequent tear, 
From every mouth ſom? doleful tale I hear! 
Some mourn a father, broth-r, hiſband, friend : 
Some mourn, impriſcn'd in th-ir native land, 
In fickly ſhips what numerous holis confin'd 
At once their lives and liberties reſign'd: 
In dreary dungeons woeful ſcenes have paſs'd, 
Long in tradition ſhall the ftory laſt, 0 
As long as ſpring renews the flowery wood, 
As long as breezes curl the yielding flood !— 
Some * to India's ſickly climes, afar, 
To dig, with ſlaves, for buried diamonds there, 
There left to ſicken in a land of woe 
Where o'er ſcorch'd hills infernal breezes blow, 
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Whoſe every blaſt ſome dire contagion brings, 
Fevzrs or death on its deſtructive wings, 

„Till fate relenting, its laſt arrows drew, 
Brought death to them, and infamy to you. 

Peits of mankind ! remembrance ſhall recall 
And paint theſe horrors to the vieweof all; 
Heaven has not turn'd to its own works a foe 
Nor left to monſters theſe fair realms below, 
Elſe had your arms more watteful vengeance ſpread, 
And theſe gay plains been dy'd a deeper red. 

O'er Britain's iſle a thouſand woes 1mpend, 
Too weak to conquer, govern, or deſend, 

To liberty ſhe holds pretended claim— — 
The ſubſtance we enjoy, and they the name; 
Her prince, ſurrounded by a hoſt of ſlaves, 
Still claims dominion o'er the vagrant waves: 
Such be his claims o'er all the world beſide, — 
An empty nothing—madneſs, rage, and pride. 

From Europe's realms fair freedom has retir'd, 
And even in Britain has the ſpark expir'd— 
Sigh for the change your haughty empire feels, 
Sigh for the doom that no diſguiſe conceals! 
Freedom no more ſhall Albion's cliffs ſurvey ; 
Corruption there has centred all her ſway, 
Freedom diſdains her honeſt head to rear, 

Or herd with nobles, kings, or princes there; 

She ſhuns their gilded ſpires, and domes of ſtate, 

Reſolv'd, O Virtue, at thy ſhrine to wait; 

Midſt ſavage woods and wilds ſhe dares to ftray, 

And bids uncultur'd nature bloom more gay. 

She is that glorious and immortal ſun, 

Without whoſe ray this world would be undone, 

A mere dull chaos, ſunk in deepeſt night, 

An ahject ſomething, void of form and light, 

Of reptiles, worſt in rank, the dire abode, 

Perpetual miſchief, and the dragon's brood. | 
Let Turks and Ruſſians glut. their fields with blood. 

Again let Britain dye the Atlantic flood, 

Let all the eaſt adore che ſanguine wreathe 

And gain new glories from the trade of death 

America! the works of peace be thine, 

Thus ſha!t thou gain a triumph more divine— 

To thee belongs a ſecond golden reign, 

thine is the empi:e o'er a peaceful main; 

Protect the rights of human kind below 

Cruſh the proud tyrant who becomes their foe, 

And future times ſhall own our ſtruggles bleſt, 

And future years enjoy perpetual reſt. 
Americans! revenge your country's wrongs; 


To you the honour of this deed belongs, 
Is | 
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> 
Your arms did once this ſinking land ſuſtain, 
A iav'd thoſe climes where Freedom yet muſt reign- 
Your bleeding foil this ardent taſk demands, 
Fel yon' thieves from theſe nolluted lands, 
Expect no peace ll haughty Britain yields, 
* 111] humbied Britons quit your ravag'd fields 
Still to the charge that routed foe returns, 
The war ſtill ragcs, and the battle burns 
No dull debates, or tedious counſeis know, 
But ruth, at once, embodied, on your foe ;— 
With heli-born ſpite a ſeven years war they wage, 
The pirate Goodrich, and the ruſhan Gage. 
Your miar'd country groans while yet they ſtay, 
Attend her groans, and force their hoſts away; 
Jour mighty wrongs the tragic muſe ſhall trace, 
Your ballant deeds ihall fire a future race; 
To you ſail kings and potentates appeal, 
You ihll the doom of jarring nations ſeal ; 
A glorious empire rites, brigat and new! 
Firm Obe its baſis, and mult reſt on you— 

* lame cer the mighty pile expands her wings, 
Rem,tc from princes, biſhops, lords, and kings, 
Thoſe fancied gods, who, fſam'd through every ſhore, 
Mankind have faſhion'd, and, like "25 3 adore. 

Here vet ſhall heaven the joys of peace beſtow, 
W.:ile thro? our foil the f reams of plenty flow, 
And o'er the main we ſpread the trading fail, 
Wafting the produce of the rural vale. 

[Au, 1778. 


On the New AmMEerIcCan FRIMATE 


ALLIANCE. 


A S N-»tune trac'd the azure main, 

| That own'! 0 1ate proud Britain's reign, 
A floating pi.2 ap»roach'& his car, 
The ſcene of terror, and or; war. 


As nearer ſtill the monarch drew, 

(Her ſtarry gag diſpliy'd to view) 

He iſk'd a Triton of his train 

« Waat flag was this that rode the main— 


« A hip of ſuch a gallant mien 

«« This many a day I have not ſeen, 
To no mean power can ſhe belong, 
c So ſwift, ſo warlike, ſtout, and ſtrong. 


See how ſhe mounts the foaming wave 
Where otner ſhips would find a grave, 
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a Maijetic, aweful, and ſerene, : 
« She walks the ocean, like its queen, — -" 


« Great monarch of the hoary deep, 
„ Wnoſe trident awes the waves to izeps 
(Reply da Tiiton of his train) 
7 — . . 
„ [his ſhip, that tems the weſtern main, 


«« To thoſe new, riſing States belongs, 
« Who, in reſentment of their wrongs, 
«« Oppaſe proud Britain's tyrant ſway, 
„And combat her, by land and ſea. 


«« This pile, of ſuch ſuperior fame, 

«« From their ſtrict «union takes her name, 
« For them ſhe cleaves the briny tide, 

« While terror marches by her fide. 


« When ſhe unfurls her flowing ſails, 

« Undaunted by the fierceſt gales, 

« In dreadful pomp, ſhe ploughs the main, 
« While adverſe tempeſts rage 1n vain. 


*« When ſhe diſplays her gloomy tier, 
« The boldeft Britons freeze with fear, 
« And, owning her ſuperior might, 

«« Seek their beſt fafety in their flight. 


« But, when ſhe pours the dreadful blaze, 
And thunder from her cannon plays, 
„The burſting flaſh, that wings the ball, 
«« Compells thole foes to ftrike, or fall. 


Though ſhe, with her triumphant train, 

« Might fill with awe the Britiſh main, 

« Yet, filial to the land that bore, 

She ſtays, to guard her native ſhore. | 


Though ſhe might make their cruiſers groan 
*« That fail beneath the torrid zone, 

« She kindly lends a nearer aid, 

** Annoys them here, and guards the trade. 


Nou, traverfing the eaftern main, 

She greets the ſhores of France and Spain; 
Her gallant flag, diſplay'd to view, 

*« Invites the old world to the new. 


This taſk atchiev'd, behold her go 
To ſeas congeal'd with ice and ſnow, 
To either tropic, and the /:ze, 

« Where ſuns with endleſs fervour ſhine. 
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« Not, Argo, in thy wo nb was ſound 
« Such hearts of braſs, as here abound; 
« They for their golden fleece did fly, 
„ [hole ſail—to vanquiſh tyranny,” 


ON 1HE DEATH OF 


* 


CAPTAIN NICHOLAS BIDDLx, 


Commander of the Raxdoryn Frigate, 


Blown up near Barbadoes— 


WW 6. diſtant thunders rend the ſkies, 
What cloud: of imoke in columns riſe, 
What means this dreadful roar ! 
Is from his baſe Veſuvius thrown, 
I: {kv-topt , tumbled down, 
Or Etna's ſelf no more! 


Shock after ſhock torments my car; 

And lo! tuo hoſtile ſhips appear, 
Red lightyiugs round them glow: 

The 72» moth bonſts of ſixty-four, 

The Randolph thirty-two—no more — 
And will ſhe fight this foe! 


Say, who commands that diſmal blaze, 
Where yonder ſtarry ſtreamer plays; 
Does Aſars with Jove engage! 
Tis Biddle wings thoſe angry fires, 
Bidd'c, whoſe boſom Fore inpires 
With more than mortal rage. 


Tremendous flaſh!—and hark, the ball 

Drives through old Yarmouth, flames and all: 
Her brave? ſons expire; 

Did Mars himſe'f approach ſo nigh, 

Even Mars, without diſgrace, might fly 


The Randolph's fiercer fire. 


The Briton views his mangled crew, 
«« And ſhall we ſtrike to thirty-trvo, 
(Said HeRor, ſtain'd with gore) 
„Shall Britain's flag to 7% 3 
«« Riſe, and the glorious conflict end, 
« Britons, I aſk no more! 


He ſpoke—they charg'd their cannon round, 
Again the vaulted heavens reſound, 


The Randolph bore it all, 
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Then fix'd her pointed cannons true 
Away the unwieldy vengeance flew ; 
Britain, thy warriors fall. 


The Yarmouth ſaw, with dire diſmay, 

Her wounded hull, ſhrouds ſhot, away, 
Her bo!deſt heroes dead— 

She ſaw amidſt her floating ſlain 

The conquering Randolph ſtem the main— 

She ſaw, ſhe turn'd—and fled! 


That hour, blef chief, had ſhe been thine, 
Dear Biddle, had the powers divine 

Been kind as thou wert brave; 
But fate, who doom'd thee to expire, 
Prepar'd an arrow, tipt with fire, 

And mark'd a wat'ry grave, 


And in that hour, when conqueſt came 

Wing'd at his ſhip a pointed flame, 
That not even he could ſhun— 

The conqueſt ceas'd, the Yarmouth fled, 

The burſting Randolph ruin ſpread, 
And loſt what courage won. 


[1776 
On the Book called, UNITARIAN THEOLOG Y. 


Is this choice work, by wiſdom penn'd, we find 
The nobleſt ſyſtem to reform mankind, 
Bold truths confirm'd, that bigots have denied, 
By moſt perverted, and which ſome deride. 

Here, truths divine in eaſy language flow, 
Truths long conceal'd, that now all climes ſuall know: 
Here, like the blaze of our material /z, 
Enlighten'd Rein proves, that GOD IS ONE—— 
As that, concenter'd in itſelf, a ſphere, 
Illumes all Nature with its radiance here, 
Bids towards itſelf all trees and plants aſyire, 
Awakes the winds, impells the ſeeds of fire, 
And, ſtill ſubſervient to the Aimighty plan, 
Warms into life the changeful race of man; 
So—like that ſun—in teaven's bright reaims we trace 
One rowZzR OF LOVE, that fills unbounded pace, 
Exiſting always by no borrow'4 aid, 
Before all worlds —eternal, and not mac 
To rr. indebted, ſtars and comets burn, 
Owe their ſwift movements, and to rar return! 
Prime fource of veidom, all-cont ii g min, 
Virſt ſpring of Real, that this globe dofign'l ; 
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Firent of order, whoſe unwearied hand 

Upholds the fabric that his wiſdom plann'd, 
Aid, its due Courie aiſign'd to every ſphere, 
Re.o:ves the ſrafons, and ſuſtains the year 
Pure hoht of TauTH, where'er = ſplendours ſhine; 


— 


Thou art the image of the power divine; 
Nought eiſe, in life, that full reſemblance bears, F 
No ſun, that lights us through our circling years, F 
No ſtars, that through yon' charming azure ſt: -y, ? 
No 1.00n, that glads us with her er ray, 
No inas, that o'er their gloamy caverns flow, 
No forms beyond us, and no ſhapes below! K 
Ihen light-ah flight not, this inſtructive page, 
For the mean folltes of a dreaming age: 
Here to the truth, by Reason's aid aſpire, = 
Nor ſome dull preacher of oLD Lies admire f 
dee ONE, SOLE GOD, in theſe conviacing lines, 
Beneath whoſe view perpetual day-light ſhines ; 
At whoſe command all worlus their circuits run, 
And night, retiring, dies before the ſun! F 
Here, Ma N no more diſerac'd by Time appears, 
Lift ingdull flimbers through ten thouſand years 5 
Plung'd in that gulph, whoſe dark, unfathom'd ware 
Men of all ages to perdition gave; 
An empty dream, or ſtill more empty ſhade, 
The ſubſtance vaniſb d, and the form decay d“. 
Here Reaion proves, that. when this life decays, 
Inſtant, new life in the warm boſom plays, 
As that expiring, ſtill its courſe repairs 
Thro' endleſs ages, and unceaiing years. 
Where parted ſouls with kindred ſpirits meet, 
Rapt to the bloom of beauty all complete; 
In that celeſtial, vaſt, unclouded ſphere, 
Noughit there exiſts but has its image here! 
All there is Mix p! That INTELLECTUAL FLAME, 
From whoſe vaſt ſtores all human genius eame, 
In Which all Nature forms on Reason's plan 
FLoOws ro THIS ABJECT WORLD, AND BEAMs ON Max! 


The JEWISH LAMENTATION#ÞB 
EUPHRATES. | 
By Babel's fireams we fate and wept, 


Wuen Sion bade our ſorrows flow; 
Our harps on lofty willows flept 
That near taoieauiiltant waters grow. 
Lhe willows nigh, the waters clear 
Poheid vur toils and forrows there. 
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The cruel foe, that captive led 

Our nation from their native (il, 

The tyrant foe, by whom we bled, 
Requir'd a ſong, as well as toll: 
Come, with a ſong your {orrows cheer, 
« A ſong, that Sion lov'd to hear.” 


How ſhall we, cruel tyrant, raiſe 
A ſong on ſuch a diſtant ſhore ? 
If I forget my Sion's praiſe, 
May my right hand aſſume no more 

To ftrike the filver ſounding ſtring, 
And thence the {lumbering muſic bring, 


If I forget that happy home, 

My perjur'd tongue, forbear to move! 
My eyes, go out in endleſs gloom 

My joy, my rapture, and my love! 

No rival grief my mind can ſhare, 

For thou thalt reign unrivall'd there. 


Remember, Lord, that hated foe 

(When con guer'd Sion droop'd her head) 
Who laughing at our deepeſt woe, 

Thus to our tears and forrows ſaid, 
From its proud height degrade her wall, 
Deſtroy her towers—and ruin all.” 


Thou, Babel's offspring, hated race, 
_ ſome avenging monſter ſeize, 
And daſh your venom in your face 
For crimes and cruelties, like theſe : 
And, deaf to pity's melting moan,, 
With infant blood ſtain every ſtone. 


— ——_—_—— 


The INVITATION 


[ HOU, who on ſome dark mountain's brow 
Haſt toil'd thy life away, till now, 
And often from that rugged ſteep 
Beheld the vaſt extended deep, 
Come from thy toreſt, and with me 
Learn what it is to go to ſea. 


There endleſ; plains the eye ſurveys 
As far from land the veil-l ſtrays; 
No longer hill nor dale is ſeen, 

T he realms of death intrude between, 
But fear no ill; reſolve, with me, 
To ſhare the dangers of the ſea. 


But look not there for verdant ſields— 
Far different proſpects Neptune yields; 
Dlue ſeas ſhall only greet the eye, 
Thoſe ſeas encircled by the ſky, 
Immenſe and deep—come then with me 
And view the wonders of the ſea. 


Yet ſometimes groves and meadows gay 
Delight tne ſeamen on their way; | 
From the deep ſeas, that round us ſwell, 
With rocks, he ſurges to repel, 

Some verdant ile, by waves embrac'd, 
Swells, to adorn the wat'ry waſte, 


Though now this vaſt expanſe appear 
With glaſſy ſurface,. calm and clear;. 
Be not degeiv'd—'tis but a ſhow, 

For many a corpſe is laid below— 
Even Britain's lads—it cannot be 
Tney were the maſters of the ſea }. 


Now combating upon the brine,, 

here ſhips in flaming ſquadrons join, 

At every blaſt the brave expire 

Midſt clouds of {moak, and ſtreams of fire; 
But {corn all fears; advance with me— 


»Tis but the cuſtom of the ſea, 


Now we the peaceful wave divide, 
On broken ſurges now we ride, 
Now every eye diſſolves with woe 
As on ſome lee-ward coaſt we go— 
Half loſt, half buried in the main 
Hope ſcarce:y beams en life again. 


Above us ſtorms diſtract the ſky, 
Beneath us depths unfathom'd lie, 
Toa near we ſee, ditheartening ſight, 
Ihe realms of everlaſting night, 

A watery tomb of ocean-green, 

And only one trail plank between! 


But winds muſt ceaſe, and ſtorms decay, 
Not always laits the gloomy day, . 
Again the ſkies are warm and clear, 

vain ſoft zephyrs fan the air, 

Again We had the long-lcit ſhore, 

ne wind: oppoie our wiſh no more. 


[t thou haſt courage to deſpiſe 
The various changes of the ſkies, 
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To diſregard the ocean's rage, G 
das when hoſtile ſhips engage, 
Came from thy foret, and ævith me. 
Learn what it i5-—t2 go 10 ſea, 


— 


— ͤ— — „ 
—— 


2 _— 


GEORGE the Third's. g 
S. GI 


\ \ HAT mean theſe dreams, and hideous forms that rifc 

Night after night, tormenting to my eyes 
No real foes theſe horrid ſhapes can be, 
But thrice as much they vex and torture me. 

How curs'd is he, —how doubly curs'd am I— 
Who lives in pain, and yet who dares not die; 
To him no joy this world of Nature brings, 
In vain the wild roie blooms, the daily focus, 
is this a prelude to ſome new diſgrace, 
Some baleful omen to my name and racc— ! 
It may be ſo—ere mighty Ceſar died 
Preſaging Nature felt his doom, and ſigh'd; 
A bellowing voice through midnight groves was heard, 
And threateniag gholts at duſk of eve appear'd— 
Ere 3ratus fell, ta adverſe fates a prey, 
His evil genius met him on the way, | 
And ſo may mine !—but who would yield ſo ſoon 
A prize, ſome luckier hour may make my own?— 
Shame ſeize my crown, ere ſuch a deed be mine 
No—to the lait my ſquadrons ſhall combine, 
And {ay my foes, while foes remain to ſlay, 
Or heaven ſhall grant me one ſucceilful day, 

Is taere a robber cloſe in Newgate hemm'd, 
15 theze a cat-throat, fetter'd and condemn'd? 
Hate, loyal ſlaves, to George's ſtandard com, 
Atten | his lectures when you hear the drum; 
Your chains I, break — for better days prepare, 
Come out, my friends, from priſon and from care, 
Far to the weſt L plan your deſperate (way, 
There 'tis no ſin to ravage, burn, and fliy 
There, without fear, your bloody aims purſve, 
And how mankind what Engliſh thieves can do. 

hit day, when firlt I mounted to the throac, 
i {ce to let all foreign foes alone. : 
Tircigh love of peace to terms did I advance, 
And made, they lay, a ſnumetul ieigus witli trance. 
Duc dlffereut icencs riſe horrul to my view, 
: chirg*d my hots to plunder and ſub lum 
t firſt, indeed, I thought ſhore war; to wins 
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For *twas but right, that thui- we mark'd for Z1ves 
Should be reuuc 4 by cow.rds, fools, and knaves: 
Awhile, directed by his feeble hand, | 
Tnoſe zroops were kick'd and peited through the land, 
Or tarv'd .n Bo'ton, curs'd the un:ncky hour 
Tuey left ther aungeons for that fatal ſhore. 

France aids then now, a deſperate game I play, 
And hoſtile Spain wiil do the er e, they ſay; 
My arm.es vanguiſh'd, and my heroes fled, 
My people murmuring, and my commerce dead, 
My ſhatter'd navy pelted, Bruis'd, and clubb'd. 
By Dutchmen builie4, and by Frenchmen drubd'd, 
My name abhorr'd, my n:tion in diſgrace, 
How ſhould I a& in juch a mournful caſe! 
My hopes and joys are vaniſh'd with my coin, 
My ruin'd army, and wy loſt Burgoyne! 
What ſhall I do=cont:{s my labours vain, 9 
Or whet my tus, and to the charge again! 
But where's my force my choiceſt troops are fled, 
Some thouſ.nds crippled, and a myriad dead 
if 1 were own'd the boldeſt of mankind, 
Ind he! with all her flames inſpir'd my mind, 
Cou d Lat once with Spain and France contend, 
And fight the rebels, on the world's green end. 
Ine pangs of parting I can ne'er endure, 
Vet part we muſt, and part to meet no more! 
Oh, blaſt this Congreſs, blaſt each upſtart STATE, 
Un whoſe commands ten thouſand captains wait; 
Tram various climes that dire A/embly came, 
True to their truſt, as hoſtile to my fame; 
*Tis theſe, ah theſe, have ruin'd half my ſway, 
Diſgrac'd my arms, and led my ſlaves aſtray— 
Curs'd be the day, when firſt I ſaw the ſun, 
Curs'd be the hour, when I theſe wars begun: 
The hends of dartkneis then poſſeſs'd my mind, 
And powers unfriendiy to the human kind. 
To waſting grief, and ſullen rage a prey, 
To Scotiand'; utmoſt verge I'll take my way, 
Tnere with eternal ſtorms due concert keep, 
And while the billows r'ge, as ferceiy weep— 
Ye nighland lads, my rugged fate bemoan, 
Aſtit me with one {ym pathizuig groan; 
For late | find tue tions are my foes, 
I muit ſubmit, and that with bloody noſe, 
Or, lik” our james. fly baſely tron. the ate, 
Or hai, whit ul is worſe—old Chars s fate. 
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A DI AI. oon 


Between Groot and For. 
LSuppoſed to have paſſed about the tim of mne a»proach of the 
combined fleets of France and Spain to ti: Britith coaſts, 


Aug ft, 1779. 


(7 90D Cnarty Fox, your counſel I implore. 
Still George rhe third, but potent George no more, 
By Noa rn conducted to the brink of fate, 
I mourn my folly and ny »ride, too late: 
The promiſes he made, when once we met 
In Kew's gay ſhades, I never ſhall forget; : 
That at my feet the weſtern world thould fall. 
And bow to me, the potent lord of all 
Curſe on his hopes, his councils, and his ſchemes. « 
His plans of conqueſt, and his golden dreams, 
Theſe have allur'd me to the jaws of hell; 
By Satan temoted .hus Iicariot fell: 
Diveited of majetic pomp, I come, 
My royal robes and airs I've left at home, 
Speak freely, friend, whate'er you choote to ſy, 
Sq >»poſe me equal with yourlelf to day: 
How {hail I ſhun the miſchiefs that impend? 
How hall I mike Columbia. yet, my friend? 
I dread the power of each revoited State, 
The trenbling Eat hangs ballanc'd with their weight. 
How ſhall I dare the rage of France and Spain, 
And lot dominion o'er the waves regain? 
Adviſe me quick, for doubtful while we ftand, 
Deſtruction gathers o'er this wretched land: 
Taeſe hoſtile ſquadrons, to my ruin led, 
Theſe gallic thunders fill my ſoul with dread: 
If theſe ſhould triumph Britain thou mult fall, 
And bend, a proviace to the conquering Gaul: 
If this muſt be—thou earth, expanding wide, 
Unlucky George in thy dark entrails hide 
Ye oceans, wrap me in your dark embrace | 
Ve mountains, ſhroud me to your loweſt baſe 
Fall on my head, ye everlaſting rocks 
But why ſo pentive, my good Charly Fox? 

o. 
While in the arms of power and peace you lay, 
Ambition led your reſtleis ſoul aſtray. 
Poſſe.t of lands, extending far and wide, 
And more than Rome could boaſt in ail her pride, 
Yet, not contented with that mighty fore, 
Like ſame baſe miſer, ſtill you ſouzht for more; 
And, all in raptures for a tyrant's reign, 
Von fire your ſubjects? deareſt rights z chain; 


** 
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Thoſe rufian ho beyond the ocean ſent, 
By your comma on blood and murder bent, 
With cruel hand the form of man detac'd, 


And laid the toils of ar: and nature waſte, 3 
(For crimes like theſe imperial Britain bends, " 
For crimes like theſe her ancient glory ends.) =. 
"Thoſe lands, once trueſt to your name and race, . 


Which the wide ocean's utmoſt waves embrace, 

Your juſt protection baſely you deny'd, . 

Their towns you plunder'd, and you burnt beſide. . 

Virginia's flaves, without one bluſh of ſhame, 

| Ag ünſt their cauſe you arm'd with ſword and flame; 

1 At every port your ſhips of war you laid, 

Ani {treve to ruin and diſtreſs their trade, 

Yet here, ev'n here, your mighty projects fail'd; 

For then from creeks their hardy ſeamen ſail'd, 

| In fl-nder barques they croſ'd a ſtormy main, 

\ Ani traffick'd for the wealth of France and Spain; 
D'er either tropic and the line they paſs'd, 

And, deeply laden, ſafe return'd at laſt: 

Nor think they vet had bow'd to Britain's ſway, 


Though diſtant nations had not join'd the fray, 1 
Alone they fought your armies and your fleet, = 
And made your Clintons and your Howes retreat, * 
and yet while France ſtood doubting if to join, þ 
Your ſhips they captur'd, and they took Burgoyne! 7 
How vain is Britain's ſtrength, her armies now 5 
Before Columbia's bolder veterans bow; NY 1 
7 Her gallant veterans all our force deſpife, | 


 I'hnae late from ruin we beheld them riſe; 
Before their arms our ſtrongeſt bulwarks fall, 
They ſtorm the rampart and they ſcale the wall; 
With equal dread, on either ſervice ſent, 
They ſeize a fortreſs, or they ftrike a tent. 
But ſhould we bow beneath a foreign yoke, 
And potent France atchieve the hambyYog ſtroke, 
Let every power, and even ourſelves, muſt ſay, | 
fſuſt is the vengeance of the ſkies to-day:“ \ 
For crimes like ours dire vengeance muſt atone; 
Forbear your faſts, ard let the Gods alone— 


ö Zy cruel kings, in ſierce Britannia bred, i 
d Suck ſeas of blood have, firſt and laſt, been ſhed, "Y 
' That now, dittreit for each inhuman deed, m7 
Ju: turn is CoOne—0our turn is come to bleed: 


Forbear vour groans; for war and death array, 
„urch to th for, and give the fates their way. 2 
Oi wo behebt without one dying groan, 
e flevts of France ſuperior to our own? 

Can we behold, without one poignant pang, 


"1 


Ihe, tur an conquelts of the brave D'Lftane ? 
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$ 0:71 is your friend, and now deſtroction knocks, 

Fil take his countel, and regard not Fox. 
-$ George. 

Ah! ſpeak not thusyour words will burſt my heart, 
om fotter countel to my ears impart. 

low Can | march to meet the inſulting foe, 

Mano never yet to hoſtile plains did go? 

wen was 1 vers'd in battles or in blood? 

nen have I tougat upon the faithleſs flood? 

Nluch better could I at my palace door 
K-ciinc, and hear the diſtant cannons roar. 
Generals and admizals Britain yet can boaſt, 

me f:g4t on land, and ſome defend the coaſt; » 
The fame of theſe throughout the globe reſounds, 
To theſe I leave the glory and the wounds; 
Put fince this honor for no blood atones, 
ma} and will—be careful of my bones, 
What pleuſure to your monarch would it be, 
If Lords and Commons could at laſt agree; 
Could North with Fox in firm alliance ſtand, 
And Burke with Sandwich ſhake the ſocial hand, 
Tan hould we bring the rebels to our feet, 
And France and Spain ingloriouſly retreat, 
Her ancient glories to this iſle return, 

And we no more for loſt Columbia mourn. 
F | Fox. 
Alliance what! my maſter muſt be mad: 

Say, what alliince can with theſe be had? 
Can lambs and wolves in ſoeial bands ally? 
When theſe prov? friendly, then will North and I. 

Alliance! no—lI curſe the abje& thought; 

Ally with thoſe their country's ruin ſought! 

Who to perdition ſold their native land, 

Leagu'd with the foe, a cloſe connected band 
Ally with theſe!—I ſpeak it to your face— 
Alliance here, is ruin and diſgrace. 

Angels and devils in ſuch bonds unite, 

So hell is allied to the realms of light 

Let North or Secxwille ſtill my prayers deride, 

Let turn-coat Fohnfone take the courtly fide, 

BY Even Pitt, if living, might with theſe agree; 

ut no alliance ſhall they have with me. 

But ſince no ſhame forbids yeur tongue to own 
royal coward fills Britannia's throne; 

© dince our beſt chiefs muſt fight your mad campaign:, 
7 and be diſgrac'd, at laſt, by him who reigns, 

3 No wonder, heaven! ſuch ill ſucceſs attends! 

© No wonder North and Mansfield are your friends 4 
lake my advice, with them to battle go, 

Tbeſe book-learn'd heroes may confront the fo:— 
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Thoſe fir? who lead us tow'rds the b.ink of fate, 
Suouid {tw be foremoſt,” when at Pluto's gate; 
Let them, grown defperate by our weight ot woes, 
Co::ect new firy from this hott vt fors. 
And, aliy'd v u tnemſeives, to ruin ſteer, 
Ine juſt conciumon of their mad career. 
Geor, e. 

No comfort in theſe cruel words 1 nd 
Ungratefu, words to my tormented mind! 
Wit: me atone, both France and Spain contend, 
end not one nation Can be call'd my friend: 
Unpitving now the Duicl,man ſees me fall, 

ne Ruſſian leaves me to the thundering Gaul, 
The German, grown as careleſs as the Dane, 
Cunitgns my Carcale to the jaws of Spain. 
Where are the hots they promis'd me of yore, 
When rich and great they heard my thunders roa, * 
While yct coafcis'd the maſter of the ſea, 


Je Germans drain'd their wide domain for me, 5 
Aud, aiding Britain with a friendiy hand, 4 
Help'd to ſubdue the rebels and their land? by : 
Ah: rebels, rebels! inſolent and mad; 12 
Our Scottiſh rebels were not haif fo bad 5 
Tacy foon ſubmitted to ſuperior ſway; 5 
But theſe grow ſtronger as my hoſts decay: 4 
What crowds have periſh'd on their hoitile Pore! 85 
They went for congueſt, but return'd no movie. : 
Columbia, thou a triend in better times! 6 
Loſt are to me thy pleaſurabie climes : Th 
You with me bare in eternai night, * 
You curſe the diy when firſt 1 ſaw the light 5 
Your commerce vaniſh'd, hoſtile nat ons fnace, 15 
And thus you leave me naked, poor, and bare; 8 


Deſpis'd by thoſe who ſhouid my cauſe defend, 

And helpleſs left, without one pitying friend. 

Theſe dire aſflictions ſhake my changeful throne, 

And turn my brain—a very idiot grown: 

Of all the ifles, the realms with which J part, 

Columbia fits the weightieſt at my heart, 

She, ſhe provokes the deepeſt, heavieſt ſigh, 

And makes me doubly wretched, ere I die, 
Some dreary convent's unfrequented gloom 

(Like Charles of Spain) had better be my doom: 

There while in abſence from my crown 1 ſigh, 

George, Prince of Wales, theſe ills may rectify ; 

A happier fortune may his crown await, 

He yet, perhaps, may fave this ſinking ſtate: 

I'll to my prayers, my biſhops, ana my beads, 

And beg God's pardon for my lheinous deeds; 


* 
— 
FT 
* 
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* Thoſe ſtreams of blood, that ſpilt by my command, 

Call out for vengeance on tas guilty land. 

f OX. 

In one ſhort ſentence take my whole advice, 

| (It is no time to flatter and be nice) 

With all your ſoul for inſtant peace contend, 

Thus ſhall you be vour country's trueſt friend 

Peace, inſtant peace, may ſtay your tottering throne, 

But wars and death and blood can profit none, 

To Catharine ſend, in humbleſt ſtyle array'd, 

And beg her interceſiion, not her aid: 

Withdraw your armie*: from th' Americ? ſhore, 

And vex her.occans with your fleets no more; 

Vain are their conqueſts, paſt experience ſhews, 

For what this hour they Jens the next they loſe. 

Implore the friendſhip of thoſe injur'd States; 

No longer ſtrive againf the ſtubborn fates. , 

Since heaven has doom'd Columb'a to be free, 

What is her commerce and her wealth to thee? 

Since heav'n that land of promiſe has denied, 

Regain by prudence what you loſt by pride: 

Immediate ruin each delay attends, - 

Imperial Britain ſcarce her coaſt defends ; 

Hibermia fees the threat'ning foes advance, 

And feels an ague at the thoughts of France; 

Jamaica mourns her half- protected ſtate, . 

Barbadoes ſoon may ſhare Grenada's fate, 

And every iſle that owns your reign to-day, 

May bow to-morrow to the Frenchman's ſway, 

Yes—while I ſpeak, your empire, great before, 

Contracts its limits, and is great no more. 

Unhappy prince! what madneſs has poſſeſt, 

What worſe than madneſs ſeiz'd thy vengeful breaſt, 

When white-rob'd peace before your portal ſtood, 

To drive her hence, and ſtain the world with blood! 

For this deſtruction thrextens from the ſkies; 

See hoſtile navies to our ruin riſe; 

Our fleets inglorious ſhun the force of Spain, 

And France, triumphant, ems the ſubject main. | 
( Anno, 1779) 
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To CRIS PIN O CONNER, 


A BACK-wooODSMAN. 


\ Y ISE was your plan when tw2nty years ago 8 
From Patric#'s i/le yon firſt reſolv'd to ſtray. | | 


Where lords in“ knights. as thick as raſhes grow, | i} 
And vulgar folks are in each other's way; | 
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Where mother-country acts the ſtep-dame's part, 
Cuts off, by aid of hemp, each petty ſinner, | 
And twice or thrice in every ſcore of years 
Hatches fad wars to make her brood the thinner. 


How few afpire to quit the/ungrateful ſoil 

That ſtarves the plant it had the ſtrength to bear: 
How many ſtay, to grieve, and fret, and toil, 
And view the plenty that they mutt not ſhare. 


This vou bcheld, 2nd weſtward ſet your noſe, 

Like ſome bold prow, that ploughs the Atlantic foam 
And left leſs ventt'ous weights, like famiſh'd crows, 
'To feed on hog-peas, hips, and haws, at home. 


Safe landed here, not long the coaſt detain'd 
Your wiry ſtep: —but wandering on, you found 
Far in the welt, paltry ſpot of land, 

That no man envied, and that no man own'd. 


A woody hill, bcide a diſmal bog 
This was your choice; nor were you much to blame: 
And here, reſponſive to the croaking frog, 


You grubb'd, and ſtubb'd, and fear'd no landlord's claim. 


An axe, an adze, 2 hammer, and a ſaw; 

"Theſe were the tools that built your humble ſhed: 
A cock, a hen, a :1a:ift, and a cow; 

Theſe were your ſubyects, to this deſert led. 


Now times are chang'd—and labour's nervous hand- 
Bids harveſts rife were briars and buſhes grew; 

The diſma bog, by lengthy ſinices drain'd, 

Zupports no more hoarſe captain Bal! Frog's crew.— 


Proſper your * ha friend, had yon remain'd 

In lands, where ſtarr'd and garter'd nobl-s ſhine, 
When yo! had, thus, to ſixty years attain'd, 

What different fate, Squire Criſpin, had been thine! 
Nine p-nc> a Gay, coarſe fare, a bed of boards, 

The midnight loom, high rents, and excis'd beer; 
Slave to dull ſquires, kings? brats, and huſſi n lords, 
Thanks be to Heaven) not yet in faſhion here! 


CRISPINS: ANSWER: 


UCH pleas'd am I, the you approve 
Freedom's bieſt cauſe that brought me here: 
Ireland I Jov'd—but there they ſtrove 
To make me bend to Kixg and PEER. 

I could not bow to noble knaves, 
Who EqQuaL RIGHTS to men deny: 
Scornful, I left a land of ſbaves, 
And Hitler came, my axe to ply. 
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The axe has well id my toil 

No king, no prieſt L yet eſpy 

To tithe my hogs, to tax my. ſoil, 

And ſuck my whikkey-botde dry. 

In Britiſh land what ſnares are laid 
There, royal rights all right defeat: 
They tax'd my ſun, they tax'd my ſhade, 
They tax'd the wretched crumbs I eat: 
They tax'd my hat, they tax'd my ſhoes, 
Freſh taxes ſtill on taxes grew: 

They would have tax'd my very noss, 
Had I not fled, dear friends, to you! 


—_— —— 


On the CREW of a certain VESSEL, 


Several of whom happened to be of the ſame name with celebrated 
foreign CLERGYMEN. 


Is _> unſettled, on career 

What changes every day a | 
To — or plague . 

A goodly brotherhood of Pri 

Are here transform'd to ſwearing beaſts 
That heaven and hell defy. 


Here Bon NR, bruis'd with many a knock, 
Has chang'd his ſurplice for a frock; 
Old Exsx1nz ſwabs the decks: 
And WaTTs, that once ſuch pleaſure took 
In writing hymns, here turn'd a cook, 
Sinners no longer vex. 


Here Buxnert, Tittotson, and Brain, 14 
With Jemuy Heavar, curſe and ſwear | | 
ere CupwoRkTH mixes grog; 
Pzar30N the crew to dinner hails, 
A graceleſs SHERLOCK trims the ſails, 
And Bux an heaves the log. 


* 


8 
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CANTO'S from a PRISON- SHIP. ! 
I. Invocation. 5 | 
Assis me, C10 while in Wer tell 


The dire misfortunes that a. ſui beſe 1 
Which outward bound, to St. Eufatia's ſhore, 


Death and diſaſter through the biltows bore. | 
L. 
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IT. 

ou Phy: leimhi's quiet port ſhe came; 
(And nere the bu Jder + +117} her lofty frame,) 
VWit., wonderous Till, and exc 1 -nce of art 
II. form'd, diſpos'd. and order'd every part, 
Vito joy, be eld tie itatery fbric riſe 
To 4 4out bulwark, of ft :pendous ſize, . 
Iii Jannch'd at , capacious of the freight, 
Fic left her to the pilots, and her fate. 

III. 74e ſhip deſcribed. 

FissT, Tom ner dep.hs the tapering maſts aſcend, 
C1 v49e tall bu.k the tranſver.c yards depend, 
Ly . ud and «ys fecur'd from tide to fide 
11065 prew 04: trees, ſuſpended o'er the tide; 

F im to the yards extended, broad and vaſt, 

4 ey auag te {ais, ſuiceptive of the biaſt, 

Faro di we row the iengtny bow! -rit lay, 

vppv.t:ag on the extreme e tut fore-ſtay, 

1 ce ten tix pounders, at their port holes p.ac'd, 

A rang in owe, food no in the waltt : 

e ai z epar'd, impatient for the feas, - 
ti her ttacon with an adverſe breeze, 

aer firſt outet from her native ſhore, 

44.1 8a ſtranger, and untry'd before. 

From the tine radiance, tat tis giories ſpread, 
E om tne eaſt gay Pha ws iits his head, 
„ the bright morn, a kindred raine ſhe Won, 
Au a call'u, the daughter of the ſun, 

Wo .c form, projecting, the broad prow diſplays, 
Fa: .,,u\tering o'er the wave, a mimic blaze. .- 


IV. The Departure. 
Tue gay ſhip now, in all her pomp and pride, 
Witifſius expanded, ilew along the tide; 
ls tay deep itream, O De aware, that bore 
i L2tonded ter fouthern ſhore, 
the nes where enaiers tummer reigrs, 
truits, gay bioiſomis, a „mell'd olains; 
ping lawns the rov.lg 1.416 invde; 
e £39. no 1 ſucceeds the b :24y gat, 
e -4C4i 7 day a heaven unc ouded brings 
y -topt mou tas teem witn , den frings. 
„n Cape 14£4LOPEN, urg'd by favouring gales, 
en morn e nerg'd, we ſea-ward ſpread our aus, 
, E.2-fouti-24t, ex2ior'd tae briny Ways 
2.2 to the id, departiag from the bay; 
40 01g2r ice: the hoarſe reiounding ſtrand, 
Wich 12 irts clate ye ..urried from tue land, 
Eicap e dangers of that iheiving ground 
„e. lata and for WIEWKS reno ons 
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The gale increaſes as we plough the main, 
Now ſcarce the hills their &y-blue miſt retain: 
At laſt they fink beneath the rolling wave, 
That ſeems their ſummits, as they ſink, to lave. 
Abaft the beam the freſhening breezes play, 
No miſts advancing, to deform the day, 
No tempeſts riſing o'er the ſplendid ſcene, 

A ſca unruffled, and a heaven ferene. 


V. 


Now $27: bright lamp, the heaven-born ſource of light, 
Had paſs'd the line of his meridian height, 
And weſtward hung—retreating from the view 
Shores diſappear'd, ant every hull withdrew, 
When, ſtill ſuſpicious of ſome neighbouring foe, 
Aloft the Maſter bade a ſeaman go, | 
To mark if, from the malt's aſpiring height, 
Through all the round, a veſſel came in fight. 

Too ſoon the ſeaman's glance extending wide, 
Far diſtant in the eaſt a ſhip eſpy'd, 
Her lofty maſts ſtood bending to the gale, 
Cloſe to the wind was brac'd each ſhivering fail; 
Next 'rom the deck we ſaw the approaching foe, 
Her ſpangled bottom ſeem'd in flames to glow 
When to the winds ſhe bew'd in dreadful haſte 
And her lee-guns lay delug'd in the waitt ; 
From her top-gallant flow'd an Engli Tack j——— 
With all her might ſhe ſtrove to gain our tack, 
Nor ſtrove in vain—with pride and power elate, 
Wing'd on by winds, ſhe drove us to our fate, 
No ſtop, no ſtay her bloody crew intends, 
(So flies a comet with its hoſt of fiends) 
Nor oaths, nor prayers arreſt her ſwift career, 
9 Death in her front, and ruin in her rear. 
Struck at the ſight, the maſter gave command 
To change our courſe, and ſteer toward the land 
Straight to the taſk the ready ſallors run, | 
And while the word was utter'd, half was done; 
As, from the ſouth, the hercer breezes riſe 
Swift from her foe alarm'd Aurora flies, 
With every fail extended to the wind 
She fled the unequal foe that chac'd behind. 
Along her decks, diſpos'd in cloſe array, 
Each at its port, the grim artillery lay, 
Soon on the foe with brazen throat to roar ; 
But, ſmall their fize, and narrow was their bore ; 
Yet, faithful, they their deftin'd ſtation keep 
To guard the barque that wafts them o'er the deep, 
Who now muſt bend to ſteer a homeward courſe 
And truſt her ſwiftneſs rather than her force, 


K ä 9 
0 © Iz 
* 0 


„ 


* 


A” * 1 > 7 * , 1 q : * , Na © 
I TOI EDDA AER CES St PIGS 37 A 3 3. 8 


\ Se, EA e 
e IE LES 5-1 - os ee 


164 POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


Unfit to combat with a powerful foe;, ©  _ © 
Her 4ccks too open, and her waift too low. 
Wnile o'er the wave, with foaming prow, ſhe flies, 
Once more emerging, diſtant landſcapes riſe; 
High in the air the Harry ſtreamer plays, 
And cvery fail its various tribute pays 
To gain the land, we bore the weighty blaſt; 
And now the wiſl'd for cage appear d at laſt; 
But the vext foe, impatient of delay, 
Prepar'd for ruin, preſs'd upon his prey; 
Near. 4 4 more near, in aweful grandeur came 
Ine irigate [xis not unknown to fame; 
Ia:s her name, but HaxGovs,onee ſhe bore, 
Fram'd and completed on NEw u Aro 's ſhore, 
By MAN LEV loft, the ſwifteſt of the train 
'T hat ny with wings of caavas o'er the main. 
VI. The Bojen's PRAYER. ... 
Now, while for cambat, ſome with zeal prepare, 
Thus to the heavens the Bogtſwain ſent his prayer; 
« Lit all ye powers that rute the ſkies and ſeas! 
Shower down perditiqn on ſuch t. icves as theſe, 
« Winds, ſwel their hearts with terror and diſmay 
„And ſprinkle on their powder falt-ſca ſpray ! 
« May burſting cannon, While his aim he 2 
„ Dittra& the gunner, and be-damn his eye 
Ine chief that awes the quarter-deck, may he 
«« 'Tripp'd from his ſtand, be tumbled in the ſea. 
May they who rule the rgund-top's. giddy height 
«« Be centel headlong to perpetual night; 
May fiends torment them on a leeward.eoaſ, 
« 4nd help forſake them when they wagt ic moſt— 
« Fro" their wheel'd engines torn be e gun 
«« And now, to ſum up every curſe in one, 
«« May latent flames to ſave us, intervene, <7 
« And he.l-ward drive them from their magazine!“ — 
VII. 
The Frigate, now, had every fail unfurl'd, 
And ruſh'd tre nendous o'er the wa ery world; 
"1 hus fierce Pelides, eager to deſtroy, | 
Ch.c'd tne »raud Trojan to, the gates of 'Troy— 
Swift o'er the waves while, hoſtile, they purſue, 
As ſwiftly from their fangs Au RORA flew, 
At l-»qth HenLoyen's cape we gain'd once more, 
Aud v unly ftrove to force th; ſhip aſhore; 
Stern fate forbade the barren ſhore to gain, 
Denial ſad, and ſource of future pain 
For then the inſpiring bregzes ceas'd to blow, 
Loft were t iey all, and ſmooth'd the ſer s beiow ; 
By he broad cape b+calm'd, our lifeſs fails 
No longer {well'd their boſoms to the galess. 
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4 he ſhip, unable to purſue her way, 
2 Tumbling about, it her own guidance lay, 
| No more tne helm its worrted influence lends, 
No ours aſſiſt us, and no breeze befriends; 
1 Mean time the foe, advahcing from the ſea, Re 
1. Rang'd her black cannon, pointed di bur ee, 
1 Taen ap che Fd. and blaz'd het entrails dire, 
Bearing deſtrustion, terror, death, and fire, 
z Vext at our fate, we prim'd a pietè, and then 
N Return'd the ſhot, to ſhe y them we wefe men. 
Dull night at length her duk y pimions ſpread, 
And every hope to ſcape the foe Was fled, 
Cloſe to thy cape; Henſopen, tough we preſs d, 
We could not gain thy deſert, dreaty breaſt; 
Thoagh ruin'd trees beſhroud thy batren ſhore 
With mounds of ſand half hid, or cover'd o'er, 
Tnough ca.han winds diſturb thy ſummit bare. 
Yer every hope and every with was there: 
In vain' we ſought to reach the joyleſs trand, 
Fate ſtood between, and barr'd us from the land. 
All dead becaim'd, and nelpleſs as we lay, 
Tae ebhing current fore'd us back to ſea, 
Waile vengeful Irs, thirding for our biood, 
Flath'd her red lightnings o'er the trembling flood; 
At every flaſh a ſtorm * ruin came | 
Till our ſhock'd veſſel ſhook through all her frame 
| ; Mad for revenge, our breaits with fury glow 5 
E. de 


To wreak returns of vengeance on the toe 

Full at his hull our pointed guns we rais'd, 

His hull reſounded-as the cannon blaz d; 
Through his broad fails waile ſome a paſſage tore, 
His ſides re-echo'd. to the dreadful roar, ks 
Alternate fires dupell'd the ſhades of night. 

But how unequal was this daring fight! 

Our ſtouteſt guns threw but a ſix-pound ball, 
Twelve pounders from the foe our ſides did maul; 
And, while no power to ſave him intervenes, 

A bullet ſtruck oar captain of marines ; 

Fierce, though he bid defiance to the foe 

He felt his — and ruin in the blow, 


Headiong he fell, diſtracted with the wound, | 

The deck diſtain'd. and heart blood ſtreaming round. 

Another blaſt, as fatal in its aim, 

Wing'd by deſtruction, through our rigging came, 

And aim'd aloft, to cripple in cne tray, 

Shrouds, ſtays, and braces tore at once away, 

Sails, blocks, and oars in ſcatter'd fragments fly— 

Their ſofteſt language was—2UBMIT, o D182. 
Repeated cries th:2ugaoat the ſhip reſound; 

Now every bullet brought a different wound; 
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Twixt wine and water, one affail'd the fide: 

1 nrougu tus aperture ruſh'd the briny tide— 

* L was tnen the Maſter trembled for his crew, 

And bade thy ſhores, O Delaware, adieu. 

And mait we yield to yon' deſtructive ball, 

And muſt our colours to theſe ruffians ſal! 
They fall !—his thunders forc'd our ſtrength to bend, 
The lofty topialls, with their yards, deſcend, : 
And the proud foe, ſuch leagues of ocean palſs'd, 
His with comple ed in our woe at laſt. 

Convey'd o YORK, we found, at length, too late. 
That Death was better than the priſoner's fa e, 
There doom'd to famine, ſhackles, and deſpair, 
Condemn'd to breathe a foul, infected air 
In lickiy hulks, devoted while we lay, | 
Succeſſive funerals gloom'd each diſmal da 
But what on captives B:1tiſh rage can do, 

Anther Canto, friends, ſhall let you know. 


VIII. The Priſon Ships. 


Tur various horrors of theſe hu!ks to tell, 

Tucie Priſon Saips where pain and penance dwell, 
Were death in tenfold vengeance: holds his reign, 
Aud injur'd ghoſts, yet unaveng'd, complain; 
This be my taſk—ungenerous Britons, you 
Conſpire to murder whom you can't ſubdue.— 

That Britain's rage thould dye our plains with gore, 
And deſolation ſpread through every ſhore, 
None e'er could doubt, that her mbition knew, 
'This was to rage and diſappointment due ; 

Put that thoſe legions whom our ſoil maintain'd, 
Who firſt drew breath in this devoted land, 
Like famiſh'd wolves, ſhould on their country prey 
Aſſiſt its foes, and wreſt our lives away, 

This ſhocks belief—and bids our foil difown 
Such knaves, ſubſervient to a bankrupt throne. 
By them the widow mourns her partner dead, 
Her mangled ſons to darkfome priſons led, 
By them—and hence my keenef ſorrows rife, 
My flie .- companion—my Oreſtes die 
Still for that loſs muſt wretched I complain, 
And ſaid Ophelia mourn her lois—1n vain! 

Ah! came the day when from this bleeding ſhore 

Fate ſhall remove them, to return no more— 

To ſcoren'd B.hama ſhall the traitors go 

With grief, and rage, and unremitting woe, 

On burning ſands to walk their i round, 
And ſigh through all the ſolitary ground, 

Where no gay flower their haggard eyes ſhall ſee, 
And ind no ſhade—but from the cypreſs tree. 
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so mech we ſuffer'd from the tribe I hats, 
So ear they ſhov'd us to the brink of fate, 
Wane two long months n theſe dark hulk we 1. 
Pi r'4 down by night, and fainting all Kue d 
In the fe:ce fer- ours of he folir beam, 
Cod by no breeze ou Hudſon's mount ©: 
1 hat not unſung theſe threeſcore days ihal: 1.1 
To bi.ck oblivion . cover all! 

IX. * 

No :naſts or ſails theſe crowded ſhips adorn, 
Diſmal to view, neglected and foriorn; 
Here, mighty ills oppreis'd the impriſon'd throne, 
Dall were our ſlumbers, and our niguts were long —— 
From morn to eve along the d*-cks we lay 
Scorch'd into fevers by the ſolar ray; 
No friendly awning caſt a welcome ſhade, 
Once was it promis'd, and was never made; 
No favour: could thele ſons of death beſtow, 
'T was endleſs vengeance, and unceaſing woe: 
Immortal hatred does their breaſts engage, 
And this loſt empire * their ſouls with rage. 
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Two hulks on Hudſon's ſtormy boſom lie, 
Two, on the eaſt, darm the pitying ey 
There, the biack Scoxyrion at her mooring rides, 
There, STROMBOLoO ſwings, yielding to the tides; 
Here. bulky JERSEx fills a larger ſ{p.ce, 

And HunTex, to all hoſpitals diſgrace—— _ 
7 Thou, ScorPioN, fatal to thy crowded throng, | 
Dire theme of horror and Plutonian ſong, | 
Requir'ft my lay—thy ſultry decks I know, 

And all the torments that exiſt below 

Tae briny wave that Hudſon's boſom fills | 
Drain'd through he bottom n a thouſand rills : 
Rotten and old, replete with ſighs and groans, 

Sca ce on the waters ſhe ſuſtain'd her bones ; | 
Her, doom's to toil, or founder in the tide, » * 

At the moiſt pumps inceſſantly we ply'd, | 

Here, doom'd to ftarve, like famiſh'd dogs, we tore 

The {cant allowance, that our tyrants Hore. 

Remembrance ſnudders at this ſcene of fears— 
Still in my view ſome tyrant chief appears, 

Some baſe-born Heſſian ſlave walks threatening by, 

Some ſervile Scot. with murder in his eye, 

Still haunts my fight. as vainly tiey hemoan 

Rebellions manag'd fo unlike their own ! 20h | 
nay I never feel the poignant pain | 

To live ſubjected to ſuch fiends again, 

S:eards and Mates, that voſtii2 Britain hore, 

Cut irom the gallows on their native more; 
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Their ghaſtly looks and vengeance- beaming eyes 
Still to my view. in diſmal viſions rifſe——H 
O may I ne'er reyiew theſe dire abodes, 
Theſe piles for (laughter, floating on the flopds,— 
And you, that o'er the troubied ocean 80, 38 
Strike not your ſtandards to this venom'd foe, . 
Better the greedy wave ſhould ſwallow all, 
Better to meet the _ —— ball, 
Better to ſleep on ocean's oozy bed, 
At once deſt:oy'd and number'd with the dead, 
Than thus to periſh in the face of day 3 
Where twice ten Wee, deaths one death delay. 
Wren to the ocean ſinks the weſtern ſun, 
And the ſcorch'd Tories fire their evening gun, 
«« Down, rebels, down!” the angry Scoichmen cry, 
«« Baſe dogs, deſcend, or by ferns, 5 ſwords die!“ 
Hail dark abode ! what can with thee compare 
Heat, ſickneſs, famine, death, and ſtagnant air 
Pandora's box, from whence all miſchjefs flew, 
Here real found, torments mankind anew !—— 
Swift from the guarded decks we ruſt'd along, 
And vainly ſought repoſe, ſo vaſt-our throng ; 
Three hundred wretches here, denied all light, 
In crowded manfions paſs the infernal night, 
Some for a bed their tatter'd veſtments join, 
And ſome on cheſts, and ſome on floors recline. ; 
Shut from the bleſſings of the evening air 
Penſive we lay with mingled corpſes there, 
Meagre and wan, and ſcorch'd with heat, below, 
We look'd like ghoſts, ere death had made us ſfo— 
How could we elſe, where heat and hunger join d 
Thus to debaſe the body and the mind —-— 
Where crue! thirſt the parcking throat invades, 
Dries up the man, and fits him for the ſhades. 
No waters laded from the bubbling ſpring 
To theſe dire ſhips theſe little tyrants bring 
By plank and ponderous beams completely wall'd 
In vain for water and in vain we call'd 
No drop was granted to the midnight prayer, 
To rebels in theſe regions of deſpair ! | 
The loathſome caſk a deadly doſe contains, 
Its poiſon circling through the languid veins; 
Here, generous Briton, generous, as you ſay, 
To my parch'd tongue one cooling drop convey, 
Hell has no miſchief like a thirſty throat, 
Nor one tormentor like your David Sproat.” 
XII. 
Dull flew the hours, till, from the Eaſt diſplay'd, 
Sweet morn diſpell'd the horrors of the ſhade 5 
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On every fide dire qbjeRts met the ſight, 

And pallid forms, 2 murders of the night. 

The dead were paſt their pain, the living groan, 

Nor dare to hope another mora their own; . 

But what to them is morn's delightful ray ? 

Sad and diſtreſsful as the cloſe of day; 

O'er diſtant ſtreams appears the dewy green, 

And leafy trees on mountain tops are ſeen, 

But they no groves nor graſſy mountains tread, 

Mark'd for a longer journey to the dead 
Black as the ctouds, that ſhade St. Kilda's hore, 

Wild as the winls, that round her mountains tour. 

At every poſt ſo.ae ſurly vagrant ands, 

Cull'd from the Engliſh or Te Scattth hands, — 

Diſpenſing death triumphantly they ſtand. 

Their muſquets ready to obey command ; 

Wounds are their ſport, as ruin is their aim; 

On their dark ſouls compaſſion bas no claim, 

And diſcord only can their ſpirits pleaſe: 

Such were our tyrants here, and ſuch were theſe. 
inzratitade | no curſe like thee is found 

Throughout this jarring world's tumultuous round, 

Their — with malie to our country {well 

Becauſe, in former days, we us'd them well 

This pierces deep, too deeply wounds the breaſt; 

We help'd them naked, friendleſs, and Jiitre't, 

Receiv'd them, vagrams, with an open hunt; 

Beſtow'd them buildings, privilege, and land 

Behold the change !—when angry Britain roſe, 

Theſe thankleſs tribes became our fierceſt {oes, 

By them devoted, plunder'd, and accurſt, 

Stung by the ſerpents, whom ourſelves had nurs'd. 


XIII. 


But ſach a train of endleſs woes abound, 
So many miſchiefs in theſe, hulks are found, 
That on them all a, poem to prolong 
Would ſwell.too high che horrors of our ſong — 
Hunger and thirſt, to work, aur woe, combine. 
And mouldy bread, and fleſh of rotten {« we : 
The mangled carcaſe, and the hatter'd brain. 
The doQor's poiſon, and the captain's cane. 
The ſoldier's muſauet, and the fleward's debt. 
The evening ſhackle, and the noon-day the. 
That balm, deſtructive to the pangs of care. 
Which Rome of old, nor Athens could prepare. 
Which gains the day for many a modern chief 
When cool reflection yields a, faint relief. 
That charm, whoſe victue warms the world. bofide, 
Mas by theſe tyrants. to gur Ele denied, 
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While yet they deign'd that healthſome Laim to tale 
Tie putrid vater felt its pow :rfal aid, 

But when retus'd—ti0 aggravate our pin 

Ten fevers rag d and reyel'd trough our veins; 

T roaghuut my fra ne | feit its deadiy heat, 

I fe!t my puiſe with quicker notions beat: 

A pailid ave o'er every fice was ſpread, 

Unuſual pains a:tick'd ha fainwg hea. ; 

No phyiic here, no door to aſſiſt, 

With 01s, tney plic a me on the ſick mans“ liſt; 
Twe.ve wre.cacs mo:e the fame dark ſympions took, 
And inele were ente, ' on the doctor's boek; 

Tue lo cchſome HunTER was our dedin'd place, 
Tac HexTeR co all hol nals diſgrac; 

Witi ſoldiers, ſent to gu-rd us on our road, 

Joyful we left tie SsosPlOx's dire abol- ; 

Some tears we ihed fo: the re a ining crew, 

Then cars d as hulk and from her udes withdrew, 


XIV The Heſpital Pr.jon Ship. 


Now tow'rds: FunTER's glo.,my g:cks we came, 
A ſlaughter hout , yer boſtital in name; 
For nonc came ture, 'till ruin'd with their fees, 
And half conſrm'd, and dying ot diſeaſe 
Bur w 1-1 too near, with labouring cars we ply'd 
Ihe - Ie, with curies, drove u from the f1:c ; 
alt Werte who, banich'd from the navy crew, 
rn 014 ir: blood, did here his trade re ew, 
A. rancorors tongue, when on his char;e let looſe, 
Uctcr'd vproacies, canda, and aba e, 
Gave rt to heil, who dir'a his Ane ki. own, 
A-!ſ: ore . ankind wer? m de for George alone. 
A th uland ums, to irricate cur woes | 
Fl wid E ounder'd in the gulph below ; 
\ houtint mes, he brand &-'d high his it ck, 
d ſwore s often that we were not ck 
{\rd yet fo pale that we were thought by ſome 
A freignt ci £ho%s, from death's dominions come 
Bat cain'd at le gth— for who can always rage, 
Cr tne fere war ot brurd:ets paſſion wage, 
Fe Holnted to tie Pairs thai led below 
To lags, dicaſe, and varied ſhapes of woe 
Dovnt) kt loom 1 took my penſive way, 
Along the decks thoden capives lay; 
. wich nv: dne, owe with ſcurvy pain'd, 
pat id fevers mat complain !! 
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There of a1 and tun hl d n the diſmal hade, 
Tac as oft oice their bitter ae bemb n'd, 
End Wat out Ratelys while tue victi ns givan'd; 
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Of leaky decks I heard them long complain, 
Dro vn'd as they were in deiuges of rain, 
Deny'd the comforts of a dying bed, * . 
And not a piuow to ſupport tie geadt * * 
How could they eiſe but pine, and grieve, and :igh, 
Deteſt a wretched tite—and wiſh to die. | 

de irce had 1 :Hngled with tis diſmal band 
Whea a thin viiim ſeiz'd me by the hand 
« And art thou come,“ (death heavy on his eyes) 
« And art thou come to theſe aboles,—'he cries ;} 
« Why didſt thou leave the Scorpion's dark retreat, 
« And hither haſte, a ſurer death to meet? , 
« Why didſt thoa leave thy damp infeted cell ?— 
« If that was purgatory, this is hell "Ig 
« We, too, grown weiry of that horrid hade 
« Petition'd early for tie JoRor's aid; 
« His aid denied, more deadly ſymptoms came, 
« Weak, and yet weaker, glow'd the vital flame; 
« And when diſeaſe had worn us down fo low 
« That few could tell if we were ghoſts, or no, 
« And all aſſerted death would be our fite—— 
«+ Then to the door we were ſent—too late. 
« Here waſtes away Eurymedon the brave, 
Here young Pa/emor finds a watery grave, 
Here lov'd Alcander, now alas! no more, 
« Dies, far ſeq .eter'd from his native ſhore; 
« He late, per aps, too eager for the fray, 
« Chac'd the proud Briton o'er the watery way, 
„Till fortune, jealous, bade her clouds appear, 
« Turn'd hoſtile to his fame, and brought im hey. 

« Thus do our warriors, thus our heroes fall, 
« Impriſon'd here, ſure ruin meets them all, 
« Or, ſent afar to Britain's barbarous ſhore, 
There pine neglected, and return no more :— 
« Ah reſt in peace, each injur'd, parted ſhave, 
«« By cruel hands in death's dark weeds arrav'd, 
«« The days to come ſhall to your memory rale 
«« Piles on theſe ſhores, to ſpread thro? earth your -raile,” 


XV. The Heffizn Doctor. 


Faom Brooklyn heights a Heſhan doctor came, . | 
Not great his ſkill, nor greater much his fame; | 
Fair Science never call'd the wretch her ſon, | | 
And Art diſdain'd the {tup:d man to own; 
Can you admire that Science was ſo coy, 
Or Art refus'd his genius to employ ! 
Do men with brutes an equal dullneſs ſhire, 

Or cuts yon” grovel1:g mole the midv ir 
In polar worlds can Eden's bloſſoms bid, 
Do trees of God in barren deterts grow. 
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Are loaded vines to Etna's ſummit known, 
Or ſweils the peach beneath the frozen zone 
Yer till he put his genius to the rack 
And, as you may ſuppoſe, was own'd a ul. 
He on his charge tne healing work begun 
With antimonial mixtures, by the tun, 
Ter minutes was the time he eign'd to flay, 
The time of grace allotted once a day.—— 
He dre ic. i us well with bitter draughts, tis true, 
A jtram; from hell, and cortex from Peru 
Some with nis pills he ſent to Pluto's reign, 
And fome he bliſter'd with his flies of Spain; 
Is Tartar doſes walk'd their deadly round, 
Till the lean patient at the potion frou n'd 
Aud {wore nit hemlock, death, or what you will, 
Were nonſenſe to the drugs thut ſtaff'd nis bill. 
On thoſe refuſing, he bebow'd a kick, 
Or menac'd ve1geance wita his walking ſtick ; 
Here, uncontrou:'d, he exercis'd his trade, 
And grew exyerienc'd by the deaths he made, 
By frequent b ows we from nis cane endur'd 
He kill'd at leaſt as many as he cur'd, 
On our loſt comrades buiit his future fame, 
And ſcatter'd fate, where'er his footſteps came, 
Som2 did not bend, ſubmiſſive to his (kill, 
And 1wore he mingled poiſon with his pill, 
But I acquit hin by a fair confeſſion, 
te was no MHirmidon—he was a Heſſian 
Although a dunce, he had ſome ſenſe of fin 
Or elſe the lord knows where we now had been; 
No doubt, in that far country ſent to range 
Where never priſoner meets with an exchange 
No centries ſtand, to guard the midnight pots, 
Nor ſea! down hatch-ways on a crowd of ghoſts, 
Knave though he was, yet candour muſt confeſs 
Not chief Phyiician was this man of Heſſe 
One mater o'er the murdering tribe was plac'd, 
By him the reſt were hoaour'd or diſgrac'd ; 
Once, and but once, by ſome ſtrange fortune led 
He came to ſee the dying, and the dead — 
He ca:ne—but anger ſo deform'd his eye, 
And ſuch a faulchion glitter'd on his thigh, 
And uch a gloom his viſage darken'd o'er, 
Aud two ſuch piſtols in his hands he bore! 
That, by the gods !—with ſuch a load of ſteel, 
He came, we thought, to murder, not to heal— 
Rage in nis heart and miſchief in his head, 
He gloom'd deſtruction, and had ſmote us dead, 
Had he ſo dar'd—but fear with-held his hand 
He eame—blaſphem'd—and turn'd again to land 
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XVI. The Dbnevelant Captain. 
Frum this poor veſſel, and her lickiy crew 
A Bait ſeaman all his titles drew, 
Captain, eſquire, commander, too, in chief, 


And hence he gain'd his bread, and hence his beef, 


But, ür, you might nave ſearch'd creation round 
And ſuch anotner ruthan not have found 
Though unprovok'd, an angry face he bore, 
All vere aſtoniſh'd at the oachs he ſwore; - 
He ſwore, tilt every priſoner ſtood aghaſt, 
And thought him Satan in a brimſtone blaſt; 
He with'd us baniſh'd from the public ligat, 
He wiſh'd us throuded in perpetual night 
Tait were he king, no mercy would — ſhew, 
but drive all rebell to the world below; ; 
That if we ſcoundrels did not ſcrub the decks 
'H:s ſtaff ſhou d break our baie rebellious necks j—+ 
Hei ore, beides, that ſhoutd the ſhip take fire 
We too mult in the pitchy flames expire; 
And meant it ſo— his tyrant, I engage, 
{Had of his life, to gratify his rage. 
If were he walk'd a murdered carcaſe lay, 
Stihl dre fail was the language of the day— 
He cail'd us dogs, and would have held us ſo, 
Bu terror heck'd the meditated blow, 
Of vengeance, from our injur'd nation due 
To him, and all the — Sy Crew. 
: VII. 
| Such food they ſent, to make complete our woes, 
It look'd like carrion torn from hungry crows : 
Pac. vermin vile on every joint wer? ſeen, 
So black, corrupted, mortified, and le., 
That once we try'd to move our tlinty c.uef, 
And thus addreſs'd him, holding up the beef; 
( See, captain, ſee! what rotten bones we pick, 
What kills the healthy cannot cure the fick : 
Not dogs on ſuch by Chriſtian men are fed, 
And ſee, good maſter, ſee, what louſy bread!” 
1 % Your meat or bread (this man of death replied) 
Tu not my care to Range or provide— 
2 But this, baſe rebel dogs, I'd have you know, 
That better than you merit we beſtow : 
Out of my ſight!” - nor more he deign'd to fay, 
ut whik'd about, and frowning, ſtrode away. 
Y Rn, 
* Exch day, at leaſt fix carcaſes we bore 
And ſcratch'd them graves along the ſandy ſhore, 
dy foeble hands the ſhallow graves were made, 


No tone; memorial, o'er the corpſes laid; 


8. 


154 por Vs ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


In barren fards, and far from home, they lie, 

No friend to Hoa Car, when paſſing by; 

O'er the mean tombs inſulting Britons t:ead, 

opurn at the tand, and curſe the rebel dead. 
When to your arms theſe fatal iſlands fall, 

(For txt, or laſt, they muſt be conquer'd all) 

Americans! to rites ſepulchral juſt, 

With gentleſt footſtep preſs this kindrel1 duſt, 

And o'er the tombs, if tombs can then be ound, 

Place the green turf, and plant the myrtle round. 
Americans! a juſt reſentment ſhew, 

And glut revenge on this deteſted foe; 

White the warm blood diſterds the glowing vein 

Still ſhall reſentment in your boſoms reign : 

Can you forget the greedy Briton's ire, 

Your fields in ruin, and your domes on fire, 

No age, no ſex, from luſt and murder free, 

And, black as night, the hell-born refugec! 

Muſt J torcver your beſt blood entomb. 

Ana thee gorg'd monſters triumph in our doom, 

Who leave no art of cruelty untry'd; 

Such heavy vengeance, and ſuch helliſh pride! 

Death has no charms—his realms de;ected he 

In the dul! climate of a clouded ſky, 

Death has no charms, except in Briviſh eyes, 

See, arm'd tor blood, the ambitious vultures riſe, 

See how they pant to ſtain the world with gore, 

And millions murder'd, ſtill would murder mere ; 

That ſelßſh race, from all the world disjoin'd, 

Perpetual diſcord ſpread among mankind, 

Aim to extend their empire o'er the bail, 

Subject, deſtroy, abſorb, and conquer all; 

As if the power, that form'd us, did condemn 

All other nations to be tlaves to them, 

Rouſe from your ſleep, and cruſh the invading band, 

>efeat, deft.oy, and {weep them from the land, 

Ally'd like you, what madneſs to deſpair, 

Attack the ruffians while they linger there; 

There Tryon fits, a tyrant all complete, 

See Vaughan, there, with rude Knyphauſen meet, 

And every wretch, whom honour ſhould deteſt 

There finds a home—and Arnold with the reſt. 
Ah! traitors, loſt to every ſenſe of ſhame, 

Unjuſt ſupporters of a tyrant's ciaim ; 

Foes to the rights of freedom and of men, 

Flufh'd with the blood of thouſands you have lain, 

T'o the juſt doom the righteous heavens decree 

We leave you toiling ſtill in crue:ity, 

Or on dark plans in future herds to meet, 

Plans form'd in hell, and projects half complete: 


The years aporoach that ſhall to ruin bring 


Your lords, your chiefs, your Nero of a king, 
Whoſe murderous acts ſhal' ſtamp his name accurs'd, 


And his baſt efforts mere than damn the firſt. 
[ 17380. | 
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ON THE 


MEMORABLE VICTORY, 


OBTAINED 


By the gallant captain Joun Paur Joxes, of the Bon Homme Rich- 
«rd, yve. the Serap.ts, under the command of captain tears: 


- 


(2 'ER the rough main, with flowing ſheet, 
Tue guardian ct a numerous fleet, 
Seraphis from the Baltic came; 
A ip on 1efs tremendous force 
$ai.'a hy her fide the ſelf ſame courſe, 
Cons if Scarb'ro' was her name. 


And now their native coafts appear, 
Dritan 1's hill tacir ſummits rear 
Abo e ine German main; 
Fond to ſuppoie their dangers o'er, 
1 hey ſouthward coaſt along the inore, 
Thy waters, gentle I hames, to gain. 


Full forty guns Seraphis bore, 
And Scarb'ro's Counteſs twenty-four, 
Mann'd with Oid England's boldeſt tars— 
What flag that r.des the Eailic ſeas 
Shall dare attack ſuch piles as theſe, 
Delign'd for tumults and for wars! 


Now from the top-maſt's gil ly height 
A ſeaman cry'd—** Four fail in fight 
« Approach with favouring gales,“ 
Pearſon, reſolv'd to ſave the fleet, 
Stood off to ſea, theſe ſhips to meet, 
And cloſely brac'd his ſhivering fails. 


With him advanc'd the Countefs bold, 
Like a black tar in wars grown old: 
And now theſe floating piles drew nigt.; 
But, mule, unfold, what chief of fame 
In the other warlike ſquadron came, 


Waoſe ſtandards at his maſk head fly. 
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Twas Jon zs, brave Jovis, tö battle led 
As bold a crew as ever bled 
Upon the ſky-furrounded main; 
The ſtandards of the weſtern world 
Were to the willing winds uniurl'd, 
Denying Britain's ty rant reign. 


The Gcod.- Man- Richard led the line; 
The Alliance next: with theſe combine 
The Gallic ſip they Pallas call, 
The Vengeance, armid with fword and fla 
Theſe to attack the Britons came 

But tau accompliſn'd all. 


Now Phœbus ſ.,ught his pearly bed: 

But who can tell the ſcenes of dread, 
The horrors cf that fatal night! 

Cloſe up theſe floating caſtles came: 

The Good-Man-Richard burſts in flame; 
Seraphis trembied at the fight. 


She ſelt the fury of ber ball: 
Down, proftrate, down the Britons fall; 
The decks were ſtrew'd „ ith ſlam: A 
Jonzs to the foe his veſſel laſf'd; 
And, while the black artillery flaſh'd, 
Loud thunders ſhook the main. 


Alas! that mortals ſhould employ 
Such murdering engines, to deſtroy 
That frame by heaven ſo nicely join'd; 
Alas! that e'er the god decreed 
That brother ſhould by brother bleed, 
And pour'd ſuch madneſs in the mind. 


But thou, brave Joxes, no blame ſhalt bear; 
The rights of men demand your care: 
For theſe you dare the greedy waves 
No tyrant, on deſtruQtion bent, | 
Has plann'd thy conqueſts—thou art ſent 
To humble tyrants and their ſlaves. 


See !—dread Seraphis flames again— 
And art thou, Joxts, among the ſlain, 

And ſunk to Neptune's caves belou-· 
He lives—though crowds around him fall, 
Still ke, unhurt, iurvives them all; 

Almoſt alone he fights the foe. 


And can your ſhip theſe ſtrokes ſuſtain? 
Behold your brave companions lain, 
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All claſp'd in ocean's cold embrace, 
STRIKE, OR BE SUNK—the Briton cries « 
SINK IF YOU Can—the chief replies, 

Fierce lightnings blazing in his face. 


Then to the fide three guns he drew, - 
(Almoſt deſerted by his crew) 
And charg'd them deep with woe; 
By Pearſon's flaſh he aim'd hot balls; 
His main-maſt totters—down it fall 
O'erwhelming half below, 


Pearſon had yet diſdain'd to yield, 

But ſcarce his fecret fears eonceal'd, 
And thus was heard to cry— 

© With hell, not mortals, 1 contend; 

«© What art thou—human, or a fiend, 


That doſt my force dety ? 


„ Return, my lads, the fight renew !'%—— 
So call'd bold Pearſon to his crew; 

But call'd, alas! in vain; 
Some on the decks lay maim'd and dead; 
Some to their deep receſſes fled, 

And hoſts were ſhrouded in the main, 


Diſtreſs'd, forſaken, and alone, 

He haul'd his tatter'd ſtandard down, 
And yielded to his gallant foe; 
Bold Pallas ſoon the Counteſs took. 
Thus both their haughty colours ſtruck, 

Confeſſing what the brave can do. 


But, Jo Es, too dearly didſt thou buy 
Theſe ſhips poſſeſt ſo gloriouſiy, 

Too many deaths diſgrac'd the fray : 
Thy barque that bore th2 conquering flame, 
That the proud Briton overcame, 

Even ihe forſook thee on thy way; 


For when the morn began to ſhine, 
Fatal to her, the ocean brine 
Pour'd through each ſpacious wound; 
Quick in the deep the diſappear'd: 
But Toxzs to friendly Belgia ſteer'd, 
With conquca and with glory crown'd, 


20 on, great man, to ſcourge the foe, 
zn bid theſe haughty Britons know 
They to our Thirtcen Stars ſhall bend; 
M 
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"Twas Joxzs, brave Jovis, t6 battle led 

As bold a crew as ever bleck | 
Upon the fty-furrounded main; 

The ſtandards of the weſtern worlt 

Were to the willing winds unjurl'd, 
Denying Britain's typant reign. 


The Good-Man-Richard led the line; 
The _ next: with 7 N 
| Gallic ſhip they P call, _. 
The Vengeance, gr, ar fword and fan 
Theſe to attack the Britons came— 

But tus accompliſh'd all. 


Now Phœbus ſuught his pearly bed: 

But who can tell ge ſcenes of dread, 
'The horrors of that fatal night ! 

Cloſe up theſe floating caſtles came: 

The Good-Man-Richard burſts in flame; 
Seraphis trembied at the fight. 


She ſelt the fury of ber ball: | 
Down, proftrate, down the Britons fall; 
The decks were ſtrew'd s ith ſlain: * 
Joxzs to the foe his veſſel laſſi' d 
And, while the black artillery flaſh'd, 
Loud thunders ſhook the main. 


Alas! that mortals ſhould employ 
Such murdering engines, to deftroy 
That frame by heaven ſo nicely join'd; 
Alas! that e'er the god decreed 
That brother ſhould by brother bleed, 
And pour'd ſuch madneſs in the mind, 


But thou, brave Joxes, no blame ſhalt bear; 
The rights of men demand your care: 
For theſe you dare the greedy waves— 
No tyrant, on deſtruQtion bent, 3 
Has plann'd thy conqueſts - thou art ſent 
To humble tyrants and their ſlaves. 


See !—dread Seraphis flames again 
And art thou, Jo Es, among the ſlain, 
And ſunk to Neptune's caves below-—— 
He lives—though crowds around him fall, 
Still ke, unhurt, jurvives them all; 
Almoſt alone he fights the foe. 


And can your ſhip theſe ſtrokes ſuſtain? 


Behold your brave companions ſlain, 
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All claſp'd in ocean's cold embrace, | 
STRIKE, OR BE SUNK—the Briton cries - « 
SINK IT YOU Can—the chief replies, 

Fierce lightnings blazing in his face. 


Then to the fide three guns he drew, - | * 
(Almoſt deſerted by his crew) 
And charg'd them deep with woe; 
By Pearſon's flaſh he aim'd hot balls; 
His main-maſt totters—down it fall 
O'erwhelming half below, 


Pearſon had yet diſdain'd to yield, 

But ſcaree his fecret fears eonceal'd, 
And thus was heard to cry— 

«© With hell, not mortals, I contend; 

« What art thou—human, or a fiend, 
That doſt my force defy ? 


« Return, my lads, the fight rene“! 
So call'd bold Pearſon to his crew; 

But call'd, alas! in vain; 
Some on the decks lay maim'd and dead; 
Some to their deep receſſes fled, 

And hoſts were ſhrouded in the main. 


Diſtreſs'd, forſaken, and alone, 
He haul'd his tatter'd ſtandard down, 
And yielded to his gallant foe; 
Bold Pallas ſoon the Counteſs took. 
Thus both their haughty colours ſtruck, 
Confeſſing what the brave can do. 


But, Jones, too dearly didſt thou buy 
Theſe ſhips poſſeſt ſo gloriouſly, 

Too many deaths diſgrac'd the fray: 
Thy barque that bore the conquering flame, 
That the proud Briton overcame, 

Even ſhe forſook thee on thy way; 


For when the morn began to ſhine, 
Fatal to her, the ocean brine 
Pour'd through each ſpacious wound; 
Quick in the deep ſhe diſappear'd : 
But Jox Es to friendly Belgia ſteer'd, 
With conquest and with glory crown'd. 


50 on, great man, to ſcourge the foe, 
Any bid theſe haughty Britons know | 
They to our T virteer Stars — bend; 
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The Stars that, veil'd in dark attire, 
Long glimmer'd with a feeble fire, 
But radiant now aſcend. 


Bend to the Stars that flaming riſe 

On weſtern worlds, more brilliant ſkies, 
Fair Freedom's reign reſtor'd-— 

So when the Magi, come from far, 

Beheld the God-attending Star, 

They trembled ang ador'd, 
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APR OP H E c F. 


\ \ HEN a certain great King, whoſe initial is G, 
Forces STAMPS upon paper, and folks to drink TEA; 
Vhen theſe folks burn his tea and ftampt paper, like ſtubble, 
You may gueſs that this king is then coming to trouble. 


But when a Prririo he treads under feet, 

And ſends over the ocean an army and fleet, 

When that army, half famiſh'd, and frantic with rage 

Is coop'd up with a leader, whoſe name rhymes to cage; 
When that leader goes home, dejected and fad ; 

You may then be affur'd the king's proſpects are bad. 


But when B. and C. with their armies are taken 
This king will do well, if he faves his own bacon : 
In the year Seventeen hundred and eighty and two 
A ſtroke he ſhall get, that will make kim look blue: 
And ſoon, very ſoon, ſhall the ſeaſon arrive, 

When Nebuchaduezzar to paſture ſhall drive. 


In the year eighty-three, the affair will be over 

And he ſhall eat turnips that grow in Hanover ; 

The face of the Liog will then become pale, 

He ſhall yield fifteen teeth, and be ſheer'd of his tai 
O king, my dear king, you ſhall he very ſore, 

From the Stars and the Stripes you will mercy implore, 
And your Lion ſhall growl, but never bite more 


— 


The B ER M UL A's, 


| HESE iſlands fair with many a grove ate grown'd, 
With cedars tall, gay hills, and lovely vales; 
But fatal rocks on every ſide are found, 
Fatal to him, that, unſuſpecting, fails, 
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In every grove fair woodland nymphs are ſeen 
In bloom of youth), to mourn ſome abſent love, 
Who, wandering far on Neptune's blue domain, 
Heaves the fond ſigh at every new remove. 


From hill to hill I ſee Au AN DA ſtray, 
Searching with anxious view, the circling main, 
To find the fail, ſo long, ſo far away, 

Riſe from the waves, and bleſs her ſight again, 


Now on ſome rock, with looſe diſhevell'd hair, | 
By daſhing waves, the weeping beauty ſtands, 

Hoping that each approaching barque may bear 

Homeward, her wandering hope from foreign lands. 


Ah! may no gales ſach faithful loves deſtroy,, 

No hidden rock to Hymen fatal prove: | 

And thou, fond ſwain, thy niceſt art employ 
Once more, on theſe ſweet iſles, to greet your love, 


When verging to the height of Thirty-two, 

And eaſt or weſt pou guide the daſhing prow ; 

Then fear by night the dangers of this ſhore, 

Nature”; wild garden, plac'd in Sixty-four.* 

Here, many a pilot his loſt freight bemoans, 

And many a gallant ſhip has laid her bones. 
* Lat. 32 deg. 15 m. N. Long. 64 deg. W. 


AMANDAs COMPLAINT 


Is ſhades we live, in ſhades we die; 
Cool zephyrs breathe to our repoſe, 

In ſhallow ftreams we love to play 
But, cruel, you that praiſe deny 

Which you might give, and nothing loſe, 
And then purſue your deſtin'd way. | 


Ungrateful man! when anchoring here, 
On ſhore you came, to beg relief, 

I ſhow'd you where the fig-trees grow; 
And wandering with you, void of fear, 
To hear the ftory of your grief, 

I pointed where ſweet waters flow. 


The men that ſpurn'd your ragged crew, 
So long expos'd to Neptune's rage, 
told them what your ſufferings were; 
Totd them, that landſmen never knew 
The trade, that haſtens frozen age, 
The life, that brings the brow of care. 
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A lamb the lovelieſt of the flock, 
'To your diſhearten'd crew I gave, 
Life to ſuſtain on yonder deep— 
Sighing, I caſt one ſorrowing look, 
When on the margin of the wave 
You ſlew the favorite of my ſheep. 


Along your native northern ſhores, 
From iſle to iſle, where'er you ſtray, 
Of all the nymphs that catch the eye, 
They ſcarce can be excell'd by ours; 
Altho' in cooler ſhades they play, 

And ſummer ſuns come not ſo nigh. 


Confeſs your fault, miſtaken ſwain, 

And own, at leaſt, our equal charms— 

Have you no flowers of ruddy hue 

That pleaſe your fancy, on the plain: 

Would you not guard thoſe lowers from harms 
If NaTuRE's SELF each picture drew? 


Vain are your ſighs—in vain your tears! 
Your barque muſt ſtill at anchor lay, 
And you remain a flave to care, 

A thouſand doubts, a thouſand fears, 
Till what you ſaid you ſhall unſay, 
Bermudian beauties are not fair. 


on AMANDA's Singing Bird: 


A Native of the Canary IsLands. 


APPY in my native grove 
I from ſpray to ſpray did rove, 
Full of muſic, full of love. 


Dreſt as fine as bird could be; 
Every thing. that I did ſee, 
Every thing, was mirth to me. 


There had I been happy ſtill, 
With my mate, to coo and hill 
In the vale, or on the hull, 


But the cruel! tyrant, Man, 
Tyrant ünce the world began, 
Soon abridg'd my lite ſpan, 


How ſhall I the wrong forget! ; 
Over me he threw a net, 
And J am his captive yet. 
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To this rough Bermudian ſhore 
Ocean, I was wafted o'er, 
Ne'er to ſee my country more 


To a narrow cage confin'd, 
I, who once ſo gaily ſhin'd, 
Sing, to pleaſe the human kind, 


I, ſo innocently gay, | 
Pine my little life away. 
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Thus to grieve and flutter here, 
Thus, to pine from year to year— 
ä This is uſage too ſevere. 

* a 
Gentle ſhepherds of the plain, 
Who, ſo fondly, hear my ſtrain; 
Help me to be free again. 


8 Tis a bleſſing to be free 
Fair Au AN DA, pity me: 


| Pity him that ſings for thee. 


But if, cruel, you ny 
That your pore bird ſhould fly, 
. Here detain'd ſo wrongfully; 


. Full of anguiſh, full of woe, 
I muſt, with my muſic, go 
= To the cypreſs groves below. 


PHILANDER to AMANDA. | 


t | 
L AMP of the pilot'a hope! the wanderer's dream | 
bar glimmering o'er the wave, we ſaw thy beam: 
& Forc'd from your aid by cold December's gale 
As near your coaſts we reef'd the wearied fail, 
= From bar to bar, from cape to cape I roam, 
& From you ſtill abſent, fill too far from home.— 
What ſhall repay me for theſe nights ef pain, 
And weeks of 1 on this reſtleſs main, 
= Where every dream recalls that charming ſhade, 
= Where once, Au AN DA, once with you I ſtray'd, 
And fondly talk'd, and counted every tree, 
And minutes, ages, when remov'd, from thee. 
 Wrar fad miſtake this wandering fancy drew 
Io quit my native ſhores, the woods, and vou, 
| When ſafely anchor'd on that winding ſtream, 
Where you were all my care, and all my theme ; 
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There, penſive, — ſtill from day to day, 
The pilot wonder'd at ſuch ſtrange delay, 
Muſing, beheld the northern winds prevail, 
Nor once ſurmis'd that Love detain'd the fail. 

BLesT be the man, who, fear beneath him caſt, 
From his firm decks firſt rear'd the tapering maſt ; 
And catching life and motion from the breeze, 
Stretch'd his broad canvas o'er a wafte of ſeas, 
And taught ſome ſwain, whom abſence doom'd to mourn 
His diſtant fair one—taught a quick return: 
He, homeward borne by favouring gales, might find 
Remembrance welcome to his anxious mind, 

And grateful vows, and generous thanks might pay 
To Him, that fill'd the fail, and ſmooth'd the way. 
To me, alas! the heavens leſs favouring prove: 

Each day, returning, finds a new remove— 
Sorrowing, 1 ran, the ſail, while ſlowly creeps 
The dull Columbia o'er a length of deeps; 
Her northern courſe no favouring breeze befriends 
Hail, ſtorm, and lightning on her path attends : 
Here, wintry ſuns their ſhrouded light reſtrain, 
Stars dimly glow, and boding birds complain; 
Here, boiſterous gales the rapid Gul n controul, 
Tremendous 3 near my Argo roll; 
Here, cloudy, ſullen Har TER as, reſtleſs, raves 
Scorns all repoſe, and {wells his weight of waves: 
Here, drown'd ſo late, fad cauſe of many a tear, 
Aux x To floats upon his watery bier; 
By burſting ſeas to horrid diſtance toſs'd, 
Thou, PaLinukuUs, in theſe depths wert loſt, 
When, torn by waves, and conquer'd by the blaſt, 
Art ſtrove in vain, and ruin ſeiz'd each maft, 
Now—while the winds their wonted aid deny, 
For ether ports, from day to day, we try; 
Strive, all I can, to gain the unwilling ſhore, 
Dream ſtill of you—the faithful chart explore; 

Sec other groves, in happier climates plac'd 
Untouch'd their bloom, and not one flower defac'd, 
Dip Nature, there, a heaven of pleaſures ſhew, 
Could they be welcome, if not ſhar'd with you?— 

Loft are my toils—my longing hopes are vain : 
Yet, midſt theſe ills, permit me to complain, 
And half regret, that, finding fortune fail, 

I left the muſes—to direct the fail: | 
Unmov'd, amidſt this elemental fray, 

Let me, once more, the muſes” art eſſay, 

Once more—amidſt theſe ſcenes of Nature's ſtrife, 
Catch at her forms, and mould them into life; 
By Fancy's aid, to unſeen coaſts repair, 

And fondly dwell on abſent beauty there. 
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To the Couu AN DER in Chief, Officers, and Soldiers 
of the American Army — 


A cceer, great men, that ſhare of honeft praiſe 
A grateful nation to your merit pays: ' 
Verſe is too mean that merit to diſplay, | 
And words too weak our praiſes to convey. 
When firſt proud Britain rajs'd her heavy hand 
With claims unjuſt to bind our native la nd, 
Tranſported armies, and her millions ſpent 
To enforce the mandates that a tyrant ient; 
« Reſiſt! refiſt!”” was heard through every ſtate, 
You heard the call, and fear'd your country's fate ; 
Then riſing fierce in arms, for war array'd, 
You taught to vanquiſh thoſe who dar'd invade. 
Thoſe Britiſh chiefs whom former wars had crown'd 
With conqueſt—and in every clime renown'd 
Who forc'd new reaims to own their monarch's law, 
And whom even George beheld with ſecret awe— 
Thoſe mighty chiefs, compell'd to fly or yield, 
Scarce dar'd to meet you on the embattled field; 
To Boſton's ort you chas'd the trembling crew, 
Quick, even from thence the Britiſh veterans flew— 
Tarough wint'ry waves they fled, and thought each wave 
Their laſt, beſt ſafety from a foe ſo brave. | bs 
What men, like you, our warfare could command, 
And bring us ſafely to the promis'd land? 
Not ſwoln with pride, with victory elate— 
Lis in misfortune you are doubly great: | | | 
When Howe victorious our weak armies chas'd, Ef {| 
And, ſure of conqueſt, laid Ce/area waſte, 
When proſtrate, bleeding, at his feet ſhe lay, 
And the proud victor tore her wreathes away, 
Each gallant chief put forth his warlike hand, 
And rais'd the drooping genius of the land, 
Repell'd the foe, their choiceſt warriors lain; 
And drove them howling to theic ſhips again. 
While others kindle into martial rage 
N hom fierce ambition urges to engage, 
An iron race, by angry Es deſign'd 
To conquer firſt, and then enſlave mankind; 
Here, chiefs and heroes more humane we ſec, 
They venture life, that others may be fr2e. 
O! may you live to hail that glorious da, 
When Britain homeward hall purſue her way — 
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That race ſubdu'd, who fill'd the world with ſlain 
And rode tyrannic o'er the ſubject main 

What few preſum'd, you boldly have atchiev'd, 

A tyrant humbled, and a world reliev'd. 

O WasHinGToN, who leadſt this glorious train, 
Still may the fates thy valued life maintain— 
Rome's boaſted chiefs, who, to their own diſgrace, 
Prov'd the worſt ſcourges of the human race, 
Pierc'd by whoſe darts a thouſand nations bled, * | 
Who captive princes at their chariots led; 

Born to enſlave, to ravage, and ſubque— 

Return to nothing, when compar'd to you; 
| Throughout the world your growing fame has ſpread, 
In every country are your virtues read; 
| Remoteſt India hears your deeds of fame, 
| The hardy Scythian ſtammers at your name; 
The haughty Turk, now longing to be free, 
| Negle&s his Sultan to enquire of thee; 

The barbarous Briton hails you to his ſhores, 

And calls him Rebel — whom his heart adores. 

Still may the heavens prolong your vital date, 
And ſtill may conqueſt on your banners wait: 
Whether afar to ravag'd lands you go, 
| | Where wild Pototomac's rapid waters flow, 
+. Or where Saluda laves the fertile plain 
1 And, ſwoln by torrents, ruſhes to the main; 
| Or if again to /7ud/on you repair - 

To ſmite the cruel foe that lingers there— 
Revenge heir cauſe, whole virtue was their crime, 
The exil'd hoſts from Carolina's clime. | 

Late from the world, in quiet may'i: thou riſe 

And, mourn'd by millions, reach your native ſkies— 


With patriot kings and generous chiefs to ſhine, e 
Whoſe virtues rais'd them to be deem'd divine: 
May VASsA only equal honours claim, 

i Alike in merits, and alike in fame! | [Auno, 1781] 


r 


off A New-York TORY, 
To his friend in Philadelphia. 


[ Y 
4. ' 
1 Dean Sir, I'm ſo anxious to to hear of your health, 
| I beg you would ſend me a letter by ftealth: 
1 I hope a few months will quite alter the caſe, 

When the wars are concluded, we“ meet and embrace. 
Fel 


* Gusravys Vasa, of Sweden, the geliverer of his country. 
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For I'm led to believe from our brilliant ſucceſs, 
And, what is as clear, your amazing diſtreſs, 

That the cauſe of rebellion has met with a check 
That will bring all its patrons to hang by the neck. 
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Cornwallis has manag'd ſo well in the South, 
* "Thoſe rebels want victuals to put in their mouth; 
* And Arnold has ſtript them, we hear, to the buff— 
Has burnt their tobacco, and left them—the ſnuff. 


Dear Thomas, I wiſh you would move from that town 
Where meet all the rebels of fame and renown ; 

When our armies, vitorious, ſhall clear that vile neſt 
You may chance, though a Tory, to ſwing with the reſt, 


But again—on refletion—I beg you would ſtay— 
You may ſerve us yet better than if mov'd away— 
Give advice to Sir HAR Rx of all that is paſſing. 

What veſſels are building, wha: cargoes amaſſing ; 


Inform, to a day, when thoſe veſſels will ſail, 

That our cruiſers may capture them all, without fail 
By proceedings, like thels, your peace ſhall be made, 
The rebellious ſhall ſwing, but,be you ne'er afraid. 


I cannot conceive how you do to ſubſiſt - ITE | 
The rebels are ſtarving, except thoſe who liſt; 
And as you reſide in the land of Gomorrah, 

You muſt fare as the reſt do, I think, to your ſorrow. is 


Poor ſouls ! if ye knew what a doom is decreed, i | 
(I mean not for you, but for rebels indeed) | 
You would tremble to think of the vengeance in ſtore, 
The halters and gibbets—lI mention no more. | 1 


I) he rebels muſt ſurely conclude they're undone, 
„ Their navy is ruin'd, their armies have run; 

* Tr is time they ſhould now from deluſion awaken— 
The rebellion is done—for the TrxUMBULL is taken! 


f — ͤ—ů—ů— 
To LORD CORNWALLIS, | 


At YoRK—VIRGINI A. 


1 1 


Hau, great deſtroyer (equall'd yet by none) | | 
Of countries not your maſter's, nor your own; 1 
Hatch'd by ſome demon on a ſtormy day, 1 | 
vatan's beſt ſubſtitute to burn and ſlay ; 11 
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Confin'd at laſt; hem'd in by land and ſea, 
Burgoyne himſelf was but a type of thee! 

Like his, to freedom was your deadly hate, 
Like his your baſeneſs, and be his your fate: 
To you, like him, no proſpect Nature yields 
But ruin'd waſtes and deſolated fields 
In vain you raiſe the interpoſing wall, 
And hoiſt thoſe ſtandards that, like you, muſt fall, 
In you conclude the glories of your race, 
Complete your monarch's, and your own diſgrace. 

What has your lordſhip's pilfering arms attain'd?— 
Vaſt ſtores of plunder, but no STATE regain'd— 
That may return, though you perhaps may groan. 
Reſtore it, CHARLEY, for 'tis not your own 
Then, lord and ſoldier, headlong to the brine 
Ruſh down at once—the devil and the ſwine, 

Would'st thou at laſt with Faſhington engage, 
Sad object of his pity, not his rage ? 
Sce, round thy poſts how terribly advance 
Ths chiefs, the armies, and the fleets of France; 
Fight while you can, for warlike Rocbamheau 
Aims at your head his laſt deciſive blow; 
Unnumber'd ghoſts from earth untimely ſped, 
Can take no reſt till you, like them, are dead 
Then die, my Lord; that only chance remains 
To wipe away diſhonourable ſtains, 
For ſmall advantage would your capture bring, 
The plundering ſervant of a bankrupt king. 

[ October 8. 1781.] 
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BETWEEN My Lords, Dux uoOoRE and GERMAINE. 


Dunmore. 


Ever ſince I return'd to my dear native ſhore, 

No poet in Grub/reer was ever dunn'd more 

I'm dunn'd by my barber, my taylor, my groom ; 

How can I do elſe than to fret and to fume ? 

They join to attack me with one good accord, 

From morning 'till night 'tis my Icrd, and my lord.” 

And there comes the cobler, ſo often deny'd— 

If I had him in private, I'd threſh his tough hide. 
Germaine, 

Would you worry the man that has found you in ſhoes ? 

Come, courage, my lord, I can tell you good new:— 
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Virginia is conquered, the rebels are bang'd, / 
You are now to go over and ſee them ſafe hang'd : 8225 

J hope it is not to your nature abhorrent 

To ſign for theſe wretches a handſome death warrant— 

Were I but in your place, I'm ſure it would ſuit 

To fign their death warrants, and hang them to boot. 


Dunmore. 
My lord!—I'm amaz'd— have we routed the foc?— 
I ſhall govern again then, if matters be ſo— 
And as to the hanging, in ſhort, to be plain, 
I'll hang them ſo well, they'll ne'er want it again. 
With regard to the wretches who thump at my gates, 
PII diſcharge all their dues with the rebel eſtates; 
In leſs than three months I ſhall ſend a palacca 
As deep as ſhe'll ſwim, fir, with corn and tobacco. 


3 Germaine. 
And ſend us ſome rebels—a dozen or ſo— 
They'll ſerve here in London by way of a ſhow ; 
And as to the Tories, believe me dear couſin, | 
We can ſpare you ſome hundreds to pay for the dozen. 


r: 
Lord CORNWALLIS 
T O 
Sir HENRY CLINTON, 


[From York—VIRGINIA.] 


Fo clouds of ſmoke, and flames that round me glow, 

To you, dear Clinton, I diſcloſe my wee. 

Here cannons flaſh, bombs glance, and bullets fly; 

Not ARNO p's ſelf endures ſuch miſery. 

Was I foredoom'd in tortures to expire, 

Hurl'd to perdition in a blaze of fire ? 

With theſe blue flames can mortal man contend— 

What arms can aid me, or what walls defend ? 

Even to theſe gates laſt night a phantom ftrode? | 

And hail'd me trembling to his dark abode : | 

Aghaſt I ſtood, ſtruck motionleſs and dumb, [| 

Seiz'd with the horrors of the world to come. 1 
Were but my power as mighty as my rage, | 

Far different battles would Cornwallis wage, 

Beneath his ſword yon” threat'ning hoſts ſhould groan, 

The earth ſhould quake with thunders all his own. 

O crocodile! had I thy flinty hide, 

Swords to defy, and glance the balls aſide, 
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By my own proweſs would I rout the foe, 
With my own javelin would I work their woe— 
But fates averſe, by heaven's ſupreme decree, 
Nile's ferpent form'd more excellent than me. 
Has heaven, in ſecret, for ſome crime decreed 
That I ſhould ſuffer, and my ſoldiers blecdꝰ | 
Or is it by the jealous ſkies conceal'd, | . 
That I muſt bend, and they ignobly yield? 
Ah! no—the thought o'erwhelms my ſoul with grief, 
Come, bold ſir Harry, come to my relief; 
Come, thou brave man, whom rebels 7 omb/one call, 
But Britons, Graves—come Digby, devil, and all; 
Come, princely WILLIAu, with thy potent aid, 
Can George's blood by Frenchmen be diſmay'd? 
From a king's uncle once Scotch rebels run, 
And ſhall not theſe be ronted by a ſer? 
Come with your ſhips to this difaſt'rous ſhore, 
Come—or I ſink—and ſink to riſe no more. 
By every motive that can ſway the brave. 
Haſte, and my feeble, fainting army fave ; 
Come, and loſt empire o'er the deep regain, 
Chaftife theſe upſtarts that uſurp the main: 
J ſee their firſt rates to the charge advance, 
I ſee loſt [ris wear the lags of France; 
There a ſtrict rule the wakeful Frenchman keeps, 
There, on no bed of down, lord Ra-v4or fleeps! 
Tir'd with long acting on this bloody itage, 
Sick of the follies of a wrangling age. 
Come with your fleet, and help me to retire 
To Britain's coaſt, the land of my deſire 
For, me the foe their certain captive deem, 
And every ſchoo!-boy takes me for his theme— 
Long. much too long, in this hard ſervice try'd, 
Beſoatter'd ſtill, bedevil'd. and bely'd; 
With the firſt chance that favouring fortune ſends 
Il fly, converted, from this land of fiends, 
Convinc'd, for me, ſs has no gems in ſtore, 
Nor leaves one t:1imph, even to hope for, more, 
{ 1731 | 
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ON THE FALL OF 


General EARL CORNWALLIS, ' 8 bi 


Who, with about ſeven thouſand Men, ſurrendered themſelver prijomrs 
of war, to the Allied Armies of AMeR1Ca and FRANCEY, 
on the memorable 19th of October, 1781 — 


A Chieftain, form'd on Howe, Burgoyne, and Gage, 
Once more, nor this the laſt, provokes my rage 
Who ſaw theſe Nimrods firſt for conqueſt burn ! 

Who has not ſeen them to the duſt return ? 

This cenguerer next, who ravag'd all our fields, 

Foe to the Rights of Man, Corwallis yields.!— 
None e'er before eſſay'd ſuch deſperate crimes, : 
Alone he ſtood, arch-butcher of the times, 

Rov'd, uncontrouPd, this waſted country o'er, | 
Strew'd plains with dead, and bath'd his jaws with gore. 
»Twas thus the wolf, who ſought by night his prey, 

And plunder'd all he met with on his way, 
Stole what he could, and murder'd as he paſs'd, 
Chanc'd on a trap, and loſt his head at laft. 

What pen can write, what human tongue declare 
The endleſs murders of this LORD of war! g 
Nature in him diſgrac'd the form divine; 

Nature miſtook, ſhe meant him for a—ſwine : 

"That eye his forehead, to her ſhame, adorns ; 

Bluſh! Nature, bluſh—beſtow him tail and horns !—= 
By him the orphan mourns—the widow'd dame 

Saw ruin ſpreading in the waſteful flame; 

Gaſh'd o'er with wounds, beheld with ſtreaming eye 

A ſon, a brother, or a conſort, die! - 

Through ruin'd realms bones lie without a tomb, . 
And ſouls he ſped to their eternal doom, 

Who elſe had liv'd, and ſeen their toils again 
Bleſs'd by the genius of the rural reign. 

Convinc'd we are, no foreign ſpot of earth 
Bu: Britain only, -gave this warrior birth : 

That white-ch#d iſle, the vengeful tyrants' den, 
Has ſent us monſters, where we look'd for men. 
When memory paints their horrid deeds anew, 

And brings theſe murdering miſereants to our view, 
We aſc the leaders of theſe bloody bands, 

Can they expect compaſſion at our hands ?— 

But may this year, the glorious EIGHTY-ONPF, 
Conclude ſucceſsful, and all wars be done; 

This brilliant year their total downfall ſee, 
And what Cornwallis , Sir HRNRT 62. 
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O come the time, nor diſtant be the day, 
When our ſwift navy ſhall its wings diſplay ; 
Mann'd by brave ſouls, to ſeek the Britiſh ſhore, 
The wrongs revenging that their fathers bore: 
As earthquakes ſhook the huge CoLossus down, 


So ſhake the wearer of the Britiſh crown; 


Unpitying next his hated offspring lay, 
Or into foreign lands by force convey : 
Give them their turn to pine and die in chains, 
Till not one tyrant of the race remains. 

Thou, who reſid'ſt on thoſe thrice happy ſhores, 
Where white-rob'd peace her envied bleſſings pours, 
Stay, and enjoy the pleaſures that ſhe yields; 

But come not, ſtranger, to our waſted fields, 
For warlike hoſts on every plain appear, 

War damps the beauties of the riſing year: 

In vain the groves their bloomy ſweets diſplay 
War's clouded winter chills the charms of May: 
Here human blood the trampled harveſt ſtains; 


Here bones of men yet whiten all the plains ; 


Seas teem with dead; and our unhappy ſhore 
Forever bluſhes with its children's gore. 
But turn your eyes—behold the tyrant fall, 
Nor ſay—Cornwallis has atchiev'd it all. 
All mean revenge Americans diſdain, 
Oft have they prov'd it, and now prove again 
With nobler fires their generous boſoms glow z 
Still in the captive they forget the foe :— 
But when a zation takes a wrongful cauſe, 
And hoſtile turns to heaven's and nature's laws ; 
When, ſacrificing at ambition's ſhrine, 
Kings ſlight the mandates of the power divine, 
And devaſtation ſpread on every ſide, 
To gratify their malice or their pride, 
And ſend their flaves their projects to fulfil, 
To wrelt our freedom, or our blood to ſpill.— 
Such to forgive, 1s virtue too ſublime ; 


For, even compaſſion has been found a crime. 


A prophet once, for miracles renown'd, 

Bade Joafb ſmite the arrows on the ground 

Taking tue myſtic ſhafts, the prince obey'd, 

Thrice ſmote them on the earth—and then he ſtay'd 
Griev'd when he faw full victory deny'd, 


* Six times you ſhould have ſmote,“ the prophet cry'd, 


Then had proud Syria ſunk beneath your power ;— 

„No thrige you ſmite her but ſhall ſmite no more.“ 
Cornwallis! thou art rank'd among the great; 

Such was the will of all-controuling fate. 

As mighty men, who liv'd in days of yore, 

Were tigur'd out ſome centuries before; 
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So you with them in equal honour join, 

Your great precurſor's name was Jack Burgoyne! 
Like you was he, a man in arms renown'd, 

Who, hot for conqueſt, ſail'd the ocean round; 
This, this was he, who ſcour'd the woods for praiſe, 
And burnt down cities to deſcribe the blaze! 

So, while on fire, his harp Rome's tyrant ſtrung, 
And as the buildings flam'd, old Nero ſung. 

Who could have gueſs'd the purpoſe of the fates, 
When that vain $oafter how'd to conquering GaTes! 
Then ſung the ſiſters as the wheel went round, 

Could we have heard the invigorating ſound) 

hus ſurely did the fatal fiſters ſing— 

« When juſt four years do this ſame ſeaſon bring, 
And in his annual journey, when the ſun 

«« Four times completely ſhall his circuit run, 

« An Angel then ſhall rid you of your fears, 

« By binding Pluto for a thouſand years, 

« Shall laſh his godſhip to the infernal ſhore, 
To waſte the nations, and deceive no more; 
„Make wars, and blood, and tyranny to ceaſe, 
% And huſh the rage of Europe into peace.“ 

Joy to your lordſhip, and your high deſcent, 

You are the Pluto that the ters meant. 

Too ſoon you found your race of ruin run, 

Your conqueſts ended, and your battles done! 

But that to live 1s better than to die, 

And life you choſe, though life with infamy, 

You ſhould have climb'd your loftieſt veſſel's maſt 
Took one ſad ſurvey of your wanton waſte, 

Then plung'd forever to the wat'ry bed, 

Loft all your honours—even your memory dead, 

Aſham'd to live, and vet afraid to die, 
Your courage ſlacken'd as your foe drew nigh— 
Uugrateful chief, to yield your Favorite band 
To chains and priſons, in a hoſtile land: 
To the wide world your Negro friends to caſt, 
And leave your Tore: to be hang'd at laſt! 
You ſhould have fought with horror and amaze, 
"Til ſcorch'd to cinders in the cannon blaze, 
Till all your hoſt of Gog-magogs was ſlain, 
Doom'd to diſgrace no human ſhape again 
From depths of woods this hornet hoſt he drew 
Swift from the ſouth the envenom'd ruffians flew ;— 
Deſtruction follow'd at their clover feet, 
Till you, Fayette, conſtrain'd them to retreat, 
And held them cloſ:, 'til! thy fam'd ſquadron came, 
De Geass, completing their eternal ſhame, 

When the loud cannon's unremitting glare, 
And red hot balls compell'd you to deipatr, 
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How could you ſtand to meet your generous foe? 
Did not the ſight confound with rage and woe? 
In thy great ſoul what god-like virtues ſhine, 
What inborn greatneſs, WASHINGTON, is thine !— 
Elſe had no priſoner trod theſe lands to-day, 
All, with his lordſhip, had been ſwept away, 
All doom'd alike death's vermin to regale, 
Nor one been left to tell the dreaful tale! 
But his own terms the mean invader nam'd— 
He nobly gave the priſoner all he claim'd, 
And bade Cornwallis, conquer'd and diſtreſs'd, 
Bear all his torments in one tortur'd breaſt. 

Now curit with life, a foe to man and God. 
Like Cain, we drive you to the land of Ned: 
He with a brother's blood his hands did ſtain, 
One brother he—yoa have a thouſand ſlain. 

On eagles wings explore your homeward flight, 
Plan future conqueſts, and new battles fight : 
Such horrid deeds your murdering hoſt defame 
We grieve to think their form, and ours, the ſame: 
Remorſe be theirs !-—even you, tho? far too late, 
Shall curſe the day you languiſh'd to be great: 
And, may deſtruction ruſh, with ſpeedy wing, 
Low as yourſelf, to drag each tyrant king; 
Swept from this ſtage, the race that vex our ball, 
Deep in the duſt may every monarch fall, 
To waſted nations bid a long adieu, 
Shrink from an injur'd world—and fare like YOU, 


TO THE 


N Y 


Of the brave Autricans, under Genera! GREENTE, in South 
Carolina, who fell in the action of September 8, 1781. 


Ar EuTaw ſprings the valiant died: 
Their limbs with duſt are cover'd o'er— 
Weep on, ye ſprings, your tearful tide; 


How many heroes are no more 


If in this wreck of ruin, they 
Can yet be thought to claim a tear, 


O ſmite thy gentle breaſt, and ſay 


The friends of freedom ſlumber here! 


Thou, who ſhalt trace this bloody plain, 
If goodneſs rules thy generous breaſt, 


7 
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© Sigh for the waſted rural reign; 5 
ig for the ſhepherds, ſunk to reſt! 


stranger, their humble graves adorn; 
You too may fall, and aſk a tear: 

'Tis not the beauty of the morn 

That proves the evening ſhall be clear 
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They ſaw their injur'd country's woe; 
The flaming town, the waſted field; 
Then ruſh'd to meet the inſulting fee ; 
They took the ſpear—but left the ſhield, 


Led by thy conquering genius, GIN, 
The Britons they compell'd to fly: 

None diſtant view'd the fatal plain, 
None griev'd, in ſuch a cauſe, to die 


But, like the Parthian, fam'd of old, 
Who, flying, ſtill their arrows threw; 
© Theſe routed Britons, full as bold, 

* Retreated, and retreating flew. 


N Now reſt in peace, our patriot band; 


Though far from Nature's limits thrown, 


We truſt, they find a happier land, 
A brighter ſun-ſhine of their own. 


: 
5 


To an OLD MAN. 


Wor, dotard, wouldſt thou longer groan 


Beneath a weight of years and woe 
Thy youth is loſt, thy pleaſures flown, 
And age proclaims, © *Tis time to go.“ 


To willows ſad and weeping yews 
With me a while, old man, repair, 
Nor to the vault thy ſteps refuſe, 8 
Thy conſtant home ſhall ſoon be there. 


To ſummer ſans and winter moons 
Prepare to bid a long adieu, 

Autumnal ſeaſons ſhall return 

And ſpring ſhall bloom, but not for you. 


Why ſo perplext with cares and toil 
To reſt upon this darkſome road ; 
Tis but a thin, a thirſty ſoil, 
A barren and a bleak abode. 

| N 
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Conſtrain'd to dwell with pain and care, 
Theſe dregs of life are bought too dear, 
*Tis better far to die, than bear 

The torments of life's cloſing year. 


Subjected to r pv ills, 

A thouſand deaths around us grow: 
The froſt the tender bloſſom kills, 
And roſes wither as they blow. 


Cold, nipping winds veur fruits aſſail, 
The blaſted 1 * ſeeks che ground, 
The peaches fall, the cherries fail, 
The grape receives a mortal wound. 


The breeze, that gently ought to blow, 
Swells to a ſtorm, and rends the main; 
The ſun, that charm'd the graſs to grow 
Turns hoſtile, and conſumes the plain; 


The mountains waſte, the ſhores decay, 
Once purling ſtreams are dead and dry 
"Twas Nature's work — tis Nature's play, 
And Nature ſays, that all muſt die. 


Von' flaming lamp, the ſource of light, 
In chaos dark ſhall ſhroud his beam 


And leave the world to mother Night, 


A farce, a phantom, or a dream. 


What now is. young, muſt ſoen be old, 

Whate'er we love, we ſoon muſt leave: 
Tis now too hot, 'tis now too cold 

To live, is nothing but to grieve. 


How bright the morn her courſe. begun, 
No miſts bedimm'd the ſolar ſphere— 
The clouds ariſe they ſhade the ſun, 
For nothing can be conſtant here. 


Now hope the longing ſoul employs, 
In expectation we are bleſt; 

But ſoon the airy phantom flies, 

For, lo! the treaſure is poſſeſt. 


Thoſe monarchs proud that havoc ſpread, 
(While penſive REASON pr 2 a tear) 
Thoſe monarchs have to darkneſs fled, 
And Ruin bounds their mad career. 


The grandeur of this earthly round, 
Where folly would forever ſtay, 
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Is but 2 name, is but a ſound— 
Mere emptineſs and v<nity. 


Give me the ſtars, give me the kies, 
Give me the heaven's remoteſt ſphere, 
Above theſe giooray ſcenes to riſe 

Of deſolation and deſpair. 


Thoſe native fires, that warm'd the mind, 
Now languid grown, too dimly glow, 
Joy has to grief the heart reſign'd, 

And love, itſelf, is chang'd to woe. 


The joys of wine are all you boaſt. 
Theſe, for a moment, damp your pain; 
The gleam is o'er, the charm is loſt 
And darkneſs clouds the ſoul again. 


Then ſeek no more for bliſs below, 
Where real bliſs can ne'er be found; 
Aſpire where ſweeter bloſſoms blow 
And fairer flowers bedeck the ground; 


Where plants of life the plains inveſt ; 
And — eternal crowns the year, 
1 


The little god, that ſwells the breaſt, _ r 
Is weary of his manſion here. 
Like Phoſphor, ſent before the day, * 


His height meridian to regain, 
The dawn arrives—he muſt not ſtay 
To ſhiver on a frozen plain. 


Life's journey paſt, for fate prepare. 
'Tis but the freedom of the mind, 
Jove made us mortal—his we are, 
To Jove, be all our cares reſign'd. 


KKK 
PROLOGUE 


To a Theatrical Entertainment in PyuiLaDtiPnia,s 


W axs cruel wars, and hoſtile Britain's rage 
Have baniſh'd long the pleaſures of the ſtage; 
From the gay painted ſcene _— to part, 
(Forgot the melting language of the heart) 
Conſtrain'd to ſhun the bold theatric ſhow, 

To att long tragedies of real wor, 


196 POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 


Heroes, once more attend the comic muſe ; 
Forget our failings, and our faults excuſe. 

In that fine language is our fable dreſt 
Which ſtill unrivall'd, reigns o'er all the reſt; 
Of foreign courts the ſtudy and the pride, 
Who to know this, abandon all beſide ; 
Bold, though polite, and ever ſure to pleaſe; 
Correct with grace, and elegant with eaſe ; 
Soft from the Nips its eaſy accents roll, 
Form'd to delight and captivate the ſoul : 
In this Eugenia tells her eaſy lay, 
The brilliant work of courtly Beaumarchais : 
In this Racine, Voltaire, and Boilias ſung, 
The nobleſt poets, in the nobleſt tongue. 

If the ſoft Rory in our play expreſyd 
Can give a moment's pleaſure to your breaſt, 
To you, Great MEN, we muſt be proud to ſay 
That moment's pleaſure ſhall our pains repay : 
Return'd from conqueſt and from glorious toils, 
From armies captur'd and unnumber'd ſpoils ; 
Ere yet again with generous France ally'd, 
You ruſh to battle, humbling Britiſh pride; 
While arts of peace your kind protection ſhare, 
O let the muſes claim an equal care, 
You bade us firſt our future greatneſs ſee, 
Inſpir'd by you, we languiſh'd to be free ; 
Even here, where Freedom lately fat diſtreſt, 
See, a new ATHENS riſing in the weſt! 
Fair Science blooms, where tyrants reign'd before, 
Red war, reluQant, leaves our ravag'd ſhore— 
Illuſtrious heroes, may you live to ſee 
Theſe new Republics powerful, great. and free; 
Peace, heaven born peace, o'er ſpacious regions ſpread, 
While diſcord, ſinking. veils her ghaſtly head. [1782] 


* Addreſſed to the Commander in Chief, and ſeveral of the Officers of the Americes 
Army, then preſent. 


— 


— HKS 
Oceaſſoned by the Ruins of a Country Ix x, unroofrd and 


biown down in a florm. 


* \ HERE now theſe mingled ruins lic 
A Temple once to Bacchus roſe, 
Beneath whoſe roof, aſpiring high, 
Full many a gueſt forgot his woes: 
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No more this dome, by tempeſts torn, 
Aﬀords a ſocial ſafe retreat ; 

But rayens here, with eye forlorn, WT 
And cluſtering bats henceforth ſhall meet: 


The Prieſteſs of this ruin'd ſhrine, 
Unable to ſurvive the ſtroke, 

| Preſents no more the ruddy wine, 
Her glaſſes gone, her china broke. 


| The friendly Hoſt, whoſe ſocial hand 
Accoſted ſtrangers at the door, 

Has left at length his wonted ſtand, 
And greets the weary gueſt no more. 


| Old creeping time, that brings decay, 

| Might yet have ſpar'd theſe mouldering walls, 
| Alike beneath whoſe potent ſway 

A temple or a tavern falls. 


| Is this the place where mirth and joy, 
Coy nymphs and ſprightly lads were found? 
Alas! no more the nymphs are coy, 

No more the flowing bowls go round. 


Is this the place where feſtive ſong 

{ Deceiv'd the wintry hours away ? 
No more the ſwains the tune prolong, 
No more the maidens join the lay: 


Is this the place where Chloe ſlept 

| In downy beds of blue and green? 
Dame Nature here no vigils kept, 
No cold, unfeeling —_— were ſeen. 


| 'Tis gone !—and Chloe tempts no more, 
Deep, unrelenting ſilence reigns ; 

Of all that pleas'd, that charm'd before, 
The tottering chimney ſcarce remains ! 


| Ye tyrant winds, whoſe ruffian blaſt 
Fronggocks and hinges rent the door. 

And all the roof to ruin caſt, 

The roof that ſhelter'd us before, 


| Your wrath appeas'd, I pray be kind 
If Mopſus ſhould the dome renew; 
That we again may quaff his wine, 
Again collect our jovial crew. 
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Pancs Wir LIAM, of the Brunſwick race, 
To witneſs George's ſad diſgrace 

'The royal lad came over, 

Rebel: to kill, by Right Divine— 

Deriv'd from that illuſtrious line, 

The beggars of Hanover. 


So many chiefs got broken pates 

In vanquiſhing the rebel States, 

So many nobles fel], 

'That George the third in paſſion cry'd, 
« Our royal blood muſt now be try'd ; 
« *Tis that muſt break the ſpell: 


4 To you (the fat pot-valiant Swine 

« To Dicsy ſaid) dear friend of mine, 
« To you I truſt my boy; 

The rebel tribes ſhall quake with fears, 
% Rebellion die when he appears, 

% My Tories leap with joy.” 


So ſaid, ſo done—the lad was ſent, 

But never reach'd the continent, 

An iſland held him faſt— 

Yet there his friends danc'd rigadoons, 
The Heſſians ſung, in High Dutch tunes, 
« Prince William's come at laſt.” 


«© Prince William comes !”—The Briton cry'd— 
«« The glory of our empire wide 

« Shall now be ſoon reſtor'd 

«« Our monarch is in William ſeen, 


«« He is the image of our queen, 
« Let William be ador'd!” 


The Tories came with long addreſs, 
With poems groan'd the Royal Preſs, 
And all in William's praiſe— 

The youth aſtoniſn'd look'd about 
To find their vaſt dominion; out, 
Then anſwer'd, in amaze: 


% Where all your huge domain can be, 
«« Friends, for my ſoul 1 cannot ſee: 
is but an empty name; 
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« Three waſted iſlands, and a town 
In rubbiſh buried—half burnt down, 
« Is all that we can claim: 


I am of royal birth, 'tis true, 

% But what, alas! can princes do, 

« No armies to command? 

« Cornwallis conquer'd and diftreſt— 

« Sir Henry Clinton grown a jeſt— 

« curſe—and leave the land.” [1782.] 


D 
L OR D 


DUNMORE's PETITION 


To the LEGISLATURE of VirGinia: 
Humbly Sheweth, 


ö ] HAT a filly old fellow, much noted of yore, 
And known by the name of John, earl of Dunmore, 
| Has again ventur'd over to viſit your ſhore. 


The reaſon of this he begs leave to explain— 
In England they ſaid you were conquer'd and ſlain, 
| (But the devil take him that believes them again) 


| So, hearing that moſt of you Rebels were dead, 
That ſome had ſubmitted, and others had fled, 
| I muſter'd my Tories, myſelf at their head, 


And over we ſcudded, our hearts full of glee, 
As merry as ever poor devils could be, 
| Our ancient dominion, Virginia, to ſee; 


Our ſhoe-boys, and tars, and the very cook's mate 
Already conceiv'd he poſlefs'd an eſtate; 
And the Tories no longer were curſing their fate. 


Myſelf, (the don Quixote) and each of the crew, 
Like Sancho, had iſlands and empires in view— 
They were captains, and kings, and the devil knows who: 


But now, to our ſorrow, diſgrace, and ſurpriſe, 
No longer deceiv'd by the Father of Lies, 
We hear with our ears, and we ſee with our eyes 


have therefore to make you a modeſt requeſt, 
(And I'm ſure, in my mind, it will be for the beſt) 
Admit me again to your manſions of reſt. 
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There are Eden, and Martin, and Franklin, and Tryon, 
All waiting to ſee you ſubmit to the Lion, 
And may wait *till the devil is king of Mount Sion 


Though a brute and a dunce, like the reft of the clan, 
I can govern as well as moſt Engliſhmen can; 
And if I'm a drunkard, I ſtill am a man: 


I miſs'd it ſome how in comparing my notes, 
Or ſix years ago I had join'd with your votes; 
Not aided the negroes 1n cutting your throats. 


Altho' with ſo many hard names I was branded, 
I hope you'll believe, (as you will, if your candid) 
That I only perform'd what my maſter commanded. 


Give me lands, whores and dice, and you ſtill may be free; 
Let who will be maſter, we ſha'nt difagree ; 


If king or if Congreſs—no matter to me ;— 


J hope you will ſend me an anſwer ſtraightway, 
For ?tis plain that at Charleſton we cannot long ſtay— 
And your humble petittoner ever ſhall pray. 

Jan. 1782. 


B o  — ——— — ——————_— 
EPO KR AM 


Occaſioned by the Title of Mr. Rivix c rox's New-York 
ROY AL GAZETTE being ſcarcely legible. 


Sas Satan to Jemmy, I hold you a bet 
« That you mean to abandon our Royal Gazette, 


«« Or, between you and me, you wou'd manage things better 
1% 'Than the Title to print on ſo ſneaking a letter. 


« Now being connected ſo long in the art, 
It would not be prudent at n to part; 


« And people, perhaps, would be frighten'd, and fret 
« If the devil alone carry'd on the Gazette.“ 


Says Jemmy to Satan (by way of a wipe) 

« Who gives me the matter ſhould furniſh the type ; 
« And why you find fault, I can ſcarcely divine, 

« for the types, like the printer, are certainly thine. 


« *Tis yours to deceive with the ſemblance of truth, 
Thou friend of my age, and thou guide of my, youth! 

«« But, to proſper, pray ſend me ſome further ſupplies, 

A ſctt of new types, and a ſett of new lies.“ {1782 
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OoOcCccAgSIlONnegD 


By Mr. Rivington's new Titular types to his Ro vt GazarrTe. 


Wet row (aid the devil) it looks ſomething better! 

Your title is ſtruck on a charming new Letter: 

Laſt night in the dark, as I gave it a ſquint, 

I ſaw my dear partner had taken the hint. ; 
I ever ſurmis'd (though *twas doubted by ſome) 

That the old types were ſhadows. of ſubſtance to come: 

But if the EW LETTER is pregnant with charms 

It grieves me to think of thoſe curſed King's Arms. 

The Dieu et mon droit (his God and his right) 

Is ſo dim, that I hardly know what is meant by't; 

The paws of the Lion can ſcarcely be ſeen, 

And the Unicorn's guts are moſt ſhamefully lean! 

The Crown 1s ſo worn of your maſter the deſpot, 

That I hardly know which 'tis (a crown or a piſſpot)— 

When I rub up my day-lights, and look very ſharp 

I juſt car. diſtinguiſh the Iriſhman's harp , 

Another device appears rather filly, 

Alas! it is only the ſhade of the LILLY 

For the honour of George, and the fame of our nation, 

Pray, give his eſcutcheons a rectification— 

Or I know what I know (and I'm a queer ſhaver) 

Of 1M and his Arms I'll be the engraver. [1782 


— — — — —— — 
On Ma. RIVINGTON's 


New Engraved KING's ARMS 


To his Roy AL GazETTE. 


From the regions of night, with his head in a ſack, 
Aſcended a perſon accoutred in black, 

And upward directing his circular eye whites ; 

(Like the Jure-divino political Levites) 

And leaning his elbow on Rivington's ſhelf, 

While the printer was buſy, thus mus'd with himſelf: 
My mandates are fully complied with at laſt, 

«© New ARMS are engrav'd, and new letters are caſt ; 
I therefore determine and freely accord, 

This ſervant of mine ſhall receive his reward.” 
Then turning about, to the printer he ſaid, 

Who late was my /ervent ſhall now be my A1; 
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«« Since under my banners ſo bravely you fight, 
«« Kneel down!—for your merits I dubd ou a KNIGHT, 
«« From a paſſive ſubaltorn I bid you to rife 

«« The INVENTOR, as well as the PRINTER of LIEB.“ 


[ 1782. ] 


4 
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That ſhould have been ſpoken by the King of the iſland 


of Britain to his Parliament, 


My lords, I can hardly from weeping refrain, - 
When I think of this year, and its curſed campaign; 
But ſtill it is folly to whine and to grieve, 

For things will yet alter, I hope and helieve. 


Of the four ſouthern States we again are bereav'd, 

They were juſt in our graſp (or I'm ſadly deceiv'd): 
There are wizzards and witches that dwell in thoſe lard: 
For the moment we gain them, they ſlip from our hands. 


Our proſpects, at preſent, moſt gloomy appear; 
Cornwallis returns, with a flea in his ear, 

Sir Henry is ſick of his ſtation, we know 
And Amherſt, though preſs'd, is unwilling to go. 


The HERO“ that ſteer'd for the cape of Good Hope 
With Monſieur Suffrein was unable to cope— 
Many months are elaps'd, yet his taſk is to do— 
To conquer the Cape, and to conquer Peru: 


When his ſquadron at Portſmouth he went to equip, 
He promis'd great things from his eirTY-Gun sniIr; 
But, let him alone—while he knows which is which, 
He'll not be ſo ready to die in a ditch.” 


This ſeſſion, I thought to have told you thus much, 
« A treaty concluded, and peace with the Dutch“ — 
But, as ſtubborn as ever, they vapour and brag, 


And ſail by my noſe with the Pruſſian flag. 


The empreſs rofuſes to join on our fide, 

As yet with the Indians we're only ally'd: 
(Though ſuch an alliance is rather improper, 

We Engliſh are white, but their colour is copper.) 
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The Iriſh, I fear, have ſome miſchief in view; 

They ever have been a moſt troubleſome crew— 

If a truce or a tzeaty hereafter be made, | 
They ſhall pay very dear for their preſent free trade. 


1 

Dame Fortune, I think, has our ſtandard forſaken, 
For Tobago, they ſay, by Frenchmen is taken: 

” Minorca's befieg'd—and as for Gibraltar, 

1 By Jove, if it's taken Ill take to the halter. 


It makes me ſo wroth, I could ſcold like Xantippe 
When I think of our loſſes along Miſſſippi— 

And ſee in the Indies that horrible Hyder 

His conqueſts extending ſtill wider, and wider. 


'Twixt Waſhington, Hyder, Don Galvez, De Graſſe, 
By my ſoul, we are brought to a very fine paſs— 
When we've reaſon to hope new battles are won 

A packet arrives—and an army's undone !— 


In the midſt of this ſcene of diſmay and diſtreſs 

What 1s beſt to be done, 1s not eaſy to gueſs, 

For things may go wrong though we plan them aright, 
And blows they muſt look for, whoſe trade is to fight. 


In regard to the Rebels, it is my decree 

That dependent on Britain they ever ſhall be; 

Or I've captains and hoſts, that will fly at my nod 
And ſlaughter them all—by the bleſſing of God. 


But if they ſucceed, as they're likely to do, 

Our neighbours muſt part with their colonies too; 
Let them laugh and be merry, and make us their jeſt, 
When La Plata revolts, we will laugh with the reſt— 
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"Tis true that the journey to caſtle St. Juan 

Was a project that brought the projectors to ruin; 
But ſtill, my dear lords, I dr have you reflect 
Who nothing do venture can nothing expect. 


If the Commons agree to afford me new treaſures, 

My ſentence once more is for vigorous meaſures : 

Accuſtom'd ſo long to head winds and bad weather, 

Let us conquer—or go to the devil together. 
117823 
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RIVINGTON' 


LAST WILL AND TESTAMENT. 


Seck life is uncertain, and no one can ſay, 
How ſoon we may go, or how long we ſhall ſtay, 
Methinks he is wiſeſt who ſooneſt prepares, 

And ſettles, in ſeaſon, his worldly affairs : 


Some folks are ſo weak they can ſcarce avoid crying, 
And think when they're making their wills they are dying; 
Tis ſurely a ſeriqus employment—but ſtill, 

Who e'er died the ſooner for making his will? 


Let others be ſad, when their lives they review, 

But I know whom I've ſerv'd— and im faithfully too; 
And though it may ſeem a fanatical ſtory 

He often bo thow'd me a glimpſe of his glory. 


IurRIuis, my carcaſe I give and deviſe 

To be made into cakes of a moderate ſize, 

To nouriſh thoſe Tories whoſe ſpirits may droop, 
And ſerve the king's army with portable ſoup. 


Unleſs I miſtake, in the ſcriptures we read 

That “worms on the dead ſhall deliciouſly feed,“ 
The ſcripture ſtands true—and that I am firm in, 
For what are our Tories and ſoldiers but vermin ?— 


This ſoup of all ſoups can't be call'd that of beef, 
(And this may'to ſome be a matter of grief:) 

But I am certain the BuLL would occaſion a laugh, 
That beef-portable-ſoup ſhould be made of a caLr. 


To the king, my dear maſter, I give a full ſett 
(In volumes bound up) of the RoraL GazerTrTe, 
In which he will find the vaſt records contain'd 
Of provinces conquer'd, and victories gain'd. 


As to As nor o, the traitor, and Satan, his brother, 
beg they will alſo accept of another; 

And this ſhall be hound in Morocco red leather, 
Provided they'll read it, like brothers, together. 


But if Arnold ſhould die, 'tis another affair, 
Then Satan, ſurviving, ſha!l be the ſole heir ; 
He often has told me he thought it quite clever, 
So to him and his heirs I bequearh it forever. 


T know there are ſome (that would fain be thought wile? 
Who ſay my G. ette is a record of lies; 
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In anſwer to this, I ſhall only reply— 
All the choice that I had was, to ſtarve or to lie. 


My fiddles, my flutes, French horns and guittars 

I leave to our MOS, now weary of wari— 

To the wars of the ftage they more boldly advance, 
The captains ſhall play, and the ſoldzers ſhall dance. 


To Sir Henry Clinton, his uſe and behoof, 

I leave my French brandy, of very good proof; 

It will give him freſh ſpirits for battle and ſlaughter 
And make him feel bolder by land and by water : 


Yet I caution the knight, for fear he do wrong 


"Tis avant la wiande, et apres le poifſon* — 


It will ſtrengthen his ſtomach, prevent it from turning, 


And digeſt the affront of his efigy—burning. 


To Baron KxyYPHAUSEN, his heirs and aſſigns, 

I bequeath my old Hock, and my Burgundy wines, 
To a true Heſſian drunkard, no liquors are ſweeter, 
And I know the old man is no foe to the creature. 


To a GxngRAL, my nameſake,+ I give and diſpoſe 
Of a pucſe full of clipp'd, light, ſibeæted half joes; 

I hereby defire him to take back his traſh, 
And return me my Hanwar's infallible wass. 


My chefimen and tables, and other ſuch chattels 
I give to CoRnNWALL1sS, renowned in battles ; 

By moving of theſe (not tracing the map) 

He'll explain to the king how he got in a TRAP. 


To good David MaTTHEws (among other flops) 
I give my whole cargo of Maredants drops, 

If they cannot do all, they may cure him in parts 
And ſcatter the poiſon that caukers his heart : 


Provided, however, and nevertheleſs, 
That what other eſtate I enjoy and poſſeſs 
At the time of my death (it jt be not then (old) 


Shall remain to the Tories, To HAVE AND To HOLD, 


As I thus have bequeath'd them both carcaſe and fleece, 


The leaſt they can do is to wait my deceaſe; 
But to give them what ſubſtance I have, ere I die, 
And be eat up with vermin, While living—rot I— 


In wir x ESS whereof (though no ailment I feel) 
Hereanto I ſet both ny ** and my ſeal; 

(As the law ſays} in preſence of witneſſes twaia, 
Squire Jeb (,2ghi/! Knap, and brother Hugh Gaine. 


Before floch 27.2 after -- R. Cæz. + Gen. Jarggs Rotertſor. 
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THE 


POLITICAL BALANCE 


Or, the Fates of BAITAIN and America Compared. 


. 


Deciding Fates, in Homer's ſtile, I ſhew, 
And bring contending Gods once more to view. 


As Jove the Olympian (who both I and you know, 
Was brother to Neptune, and huſband to Juno) 

Was lately reviewing his papers of ſtate, 

He happen'd to light on the records of Fate: 


In Alphabet order this volume was written— 
So he open'd at B, for the article Britain— 
She ſtruggles ſo well, ſaid the god, I will ſee . 
What the fiſters in Pluto's dominions decree. 


And, firſt, on the top of a column, he read 

Of a king, with a mighty ſoft place in his head, 

* Who ſhould join in his temper the aſs and the mule, 
The third of his name, and by far the worit fool; 


« His reign ſhall be famous for multiplication, 
The fire and the king of a ache generation: 

*« But ſuch is the will and the purpoſe of fate, 

% For each child he begets, he ſhall forfeit a State: 


*« Tn the courſe of events, he ſhall find to his coſt 

« That he cannot regain what he fooliſhly loſt; 
Of the nations around he ſhall be the deriſion, 

% And know, by experience, the Rule of Diviſion.” 


So Jupiter read—a god of firſt rank 

And ſtill had read on—but he came to a blank: 
For the Fates had neglected the reſt to reveal 
They either forgot it, or choſe to conceal: 


When a leaf is torn out, or a blot on a page 

'That pleaſes our fancy, we fly in a rage— 

So, curious to know what the Fates would ſay next, 
No wonder if Jove, diſappointed, was vext. 


But ſtill, as true genius not frequently fails, 

He glanc'd at the Virgin, and thought of the Scales ; 
And ſaid, „To determine the will of the Fates, 
One ſcale ſhall weigh Britain, the other the States.“ 
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Then turning to Vulcan, his maker of thunder, 


Said he, My dear Vulcan, I pray you look yonder, 


« Thoſe creatures are tearing each other to pieces, 
« And inſtead of abating, the carnage increaſes, 


« Now, as you are a blackſmith, and luſty ſtout ham-eater, 
« You muſt make. me a globe of a ſhorter diameter; 

« The world in abridgment, and juſt as it ſtands 

« With all its proportions of waters and lands; 


«« But its various diviſions muſt ſo be deſign'd, 

« That I can unhinge it whene'er I've a mind 

« How elſe ſhould I know what the portions will weigh, 
« Or which of the combatants carry the day?“ 


Old Vulcan comply'd, (we've no reaſon to doubt it) 
So he put on his apron and ſtraight went about i. 
Made center, and circles as round as a pancake, 
And here the Pacific, and there the Atlantic. 


An axis he hammer'd, whoſe ends were the poles, 
(On which the whole body 1 rolls 
A brazen meridian he added to theſe, 


Where four times repeated were ninety degrees. 


I am ſure you had laugh'd to have ſeen his droll attitude, 
When he bent round the ſurface the circles of latitude, 
The zones, and the tropics, meridians, equator, 

And other fine things that are drawn on ſalt water. 


Away to the ſouthward (inſtructed by Pallas) 

He plac'd in the ocean the Terra Auſtralis, 

New Holland, New Guinea, and ſo of the reſt— 
AMER1CAa lay by herſelf in the weſt ; 


From the regions where winter eternally reigns, 

To the climes of Peru he extended her plains; 

Dark groves, and the zones did her boſom adorn, 

And the Crgfers,* new burniſh'd, he hung at Cape Horn. 


The weight of two oceans ſhe bore on her ſides, 
With all their convulſions of tempeſts and tides ; 
Vaſt lakes on her ſurface did fearfully roll, 

And the ice from her rivers Warden A. the pole. 


Then Europe and Aſia he northward extended, 
Where under the Arctic with Zembla they ended; 
(The length of theſe regions he took with his garters, 
Including Siberia, the land of the Tartars). 


In the African clime (Where the cocoa-nut tree grows) 
He laid down the deſarts, and even the Negroes, 
P Start, in the fyrm a groſs, waich mark the Huth Pole in ſouthern latitudes; 


208 ' POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


The ſhores by the waves of four oceans embrac'd, 
And elephants ſtrolling about in the waſte. 


In forming Eaſt India, he had a wide ſcope, 
Beginning his work at the cape of Good Hope; 
Then. eaſtward of that he continued his plan, 

| »Till he came ta the empire and iſles of Japan. 


Adjacent to Europe he ſtruck up an iſland, {a 
(One part of it low, but the other was high land) 

With many a comical creature upon it, 

And ene wore a hat, and another a bonnet. 


Lik emmits or ants in a fine ſummer's day, 

They ever were marching in battle array, 

Or ſkipping about on the face of the brine, 

Like witches in egg-ſhells (their ſhips of the line), 


Theſe poor little creatures were all in a flame, 

To the lands of America urging their claim, 

Still biting, or ſtinging, or ſpreading their ſails ; 

(For Vulcan had form'd them with ſtings in their tails), 


So poor and ſo lean, you might count all their ribs,® 
Yet were ſo enraptur'd with crackers and ſquibs, 

That Vulcan with laughter almoſt ſplit aſunder, 

% Becauſe they imagin'd their crackers were thunder.“ 


Due weſtward from theſe, with a channel between, 
A ſervant to ſlaves, HI BERNIA was ſeen, 

Once crowded with monarchs, and high in renown, 
But all ſhe retain'd was the Harp and the Crown ! 


Her genius, a female, reclin'd in the ſhade, 
And, merely for muſic, ſo mournfully play'd, 
That Jove was uneaſy to hear her complain, 
And order'd his blackſmith to looſen her chain 1 


Then tipt her a wink, faying, “ Now is your time, 
« (To rebel is the ſin, to revolt is no crime) 

«« When your fetters are off, if you dare not be free 
« Bea ſlave if you will, but complain not ta me.“ 


But finding her timid, he cry'd in a rage— 
„Tho' the doors are flung open, ſhe ſtays in the cage! 
« Subſervient to Britain then let her remain, | 


And her freedom ſhall be, but the length of hey chain.“ 


At length, to diſcourage all ſtupid pretenſions, 

Jove look'd at the globe, and approv'd its dimenſions, 
And cry'd in a tranſport—*«* Why ! what have we here! 
« Friend Vulcan, it is a moſt beautiful ſphere ! 


® Their naticnal debt being now above £.200,000,000 ſterling. 
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« Now while I am buſy in taking apart 

« This globe that js form'd with ſuch exquiſite art, 

« Go, Hermes, to Libra, (you're one of her gallants) 
« And aſk, in my name, for the loan of her balance.” 


Away poſted Hermes, as ſwift as the pales, 

And as ſwiftly return'd with the ponderous Scales, 
And hung them aloft to a beam 1n the air, 

So equally pois'd, they had turn'd with a hair. 


Now Jove to CoLumBia his ſhoulders apply'd, 
But aiming to lift her, his ſtrength ſhe d, 
Then, turning about to their godſhips, he ſays— 
A BODY $9 VAST is not eaſy to raiſe; 


« But if you aſſiſt me, I ſtill have a notion 

« Our forces, united, can put her in motion, 

« And ſwing her aloft, (tho' alone I might fail) 
And place her, in ſpite of her bulk, in our ſcale ; 


« If fix years together the Congreſs have ſtrove, 
And more than divided the empire with Fove; 


„With a Jove like myſelf, who am nine times as great, 
« You can join, like their foldiers, to heave up this weight.“ 


So to it they went, with handſpikes and levers, 

And upward ſhe ſprung, with her mountains and rivers! 
Rocks, cities, and iſlands, deep waters and ſhallows, 
Ships, armies, and foreſts, high heads, and fine fellows; 


Stick to it!” eries Jove—*©* Now heave one and all! 
At leaſt we are lifting . one eighth of the ball !”? 
If backward ſhe tumbles—then trouble begins, 
And then have a care, my dear boys, of your ſhins!”? 


When gods are determin'd what project can fail ? 

So they gave à hard ſhove, and ſhe mounted the ſcale 
duſpended aloft. Jove view'd her with awe— 

And'the 2:d5* for their pay, had a hcarty—huzza ! 


But Neptune bawl'd out“ Why Jove you're a noddy, 
is Britain ſufficient to poiſe that vaſt body? 

«Tis nonſenſe ſuch caſtles to build in the air 

As well might an oyſter with Britain compare.“ 


Away to your waters, you bluſtering bully,” 
daid Jove * or [ll make you repent of your folly, 
Is Jupiter, fir, to be tutor'd by you ?— 

Get out of my fight, for I know what to do!“ 


Then ſearching about with his fingers for Britain, 
Thought he, „this ſame iſland I cannot well hit on; 
* American Soltiers, Q 


_ 
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The devil take him that firſt call'd her the Gzear: 
If the was—ſhe is va/tly diminiſh'd of late!“ 


Like a man that is ſearching his thigh for a flea, 
He peep'd and he tumbled, bat nothing could ſee; 
At laſt he exclaim' Il] am ſurely upon it— 

I think I have hold of a highlander's bonnet.” 


Pur inding his error, he ſaid with a ſigh, 
Tals boavet is only the inland of Skie!““ 
do voy to his nameſake the PLANET: he goes, 
4.4 borrow'd tvs z9ons to hang on his noſe, 


Thro' theſe, as through glaſſes, he ſaw her quite clear, 
And in raptures cry'd out“ I have found her—ihe's here! 
If this be not Britain, then call me an aſs, 

« She looks /ike. a gem in au ocean if glaſs. 


e But, fiith, ſhe's ſo ſmall I muſt mind how I ſhake her: 
* In à box I'll incloſe her, for fear I ſhould break her: 
«« 'Thuugh a god, I might ſuffer for being aggreſſor, 

« Since ſcorpions, and vipers, and hornets poſſeſs her; 


95 00 white cliffs of Albion are full in my view— 
And the hills of Plinlimmon I think I could thew— 

64 8 ut, Vulcon, inform me what creatures are theſe, 

ee Tat imell o of onions, and garlick, and cheeſe? 


Gid Vuſcan 1 7 ©1ds ſplutter a nails! 

„Why, cheſe are the Welch, and the country is Wales. 
« Vſhen Taffy is vext, no devil is ruJer— 

Tate care how-you trouble the offspring of Tu vor! 


, — 2 


On the crags of the mountains hur living Hur ſeeks, 
« Hur country is planted with garlick and leeks ; 

« So great Is Hur cholcr, beware how vou teize Hur, 
« F.r theſe are the Britons—unconquer” d by Ceſar,” 


cc * Bu .o, my dear Juno, pray give me my mittens, 
(Tbeſe inſects I am going to handle are Britons) 

«6 1 raw up their iſle with 4 finger and thumb, 

« As the doctor extracts an old tooth from the gum. 15 


The: ie rais'd her ee to ſhorten our tale, 
She lock'd like a CLOD in the oppolite feale— 
Britannia fo ſmall, ap Col. v MBIA ſo large 

A ſhip of firſt rate, and a a ferryman' 5 barge: 


Cry'] Pallas to Vulcan, “ Why, Jove's in a 8 
« Obſerve how he watches the turn af the beam! 
Was cver 4 hwahtain oarw eigh'd by a grain? 


«« Or what is a drop when compar'd to the main? 
An iſflang on thi north-we d of Scotland. 
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But Momus a lledg'd—“ In my humble opinion, 

Lou ſhould add to Great Britain her foreign dominion, 
« When this is appended, perhaps ſhe will riſe, 

« And equal her rival in weight and in ſize.” 


« Alas! (ſaid the monarch) your project is vain, 
« But little 1s left of her foreign domain; 

« And, ſcatter'd about in. the liquid expanſe, 

«« That little is left to the mercy of France; 


«© However, we'll lift them, and give her fair play—“ 
And ſoon in the ſcale with their miſtreſs they lay; 

But the gods were. confounded and ſtruck with ſurpriſe, 
And Vulcan could hardly believe his own eyes! 


For (ſuch was the purpoſe and guidance of fate) 
Her foreign dominions diminiſh'd her weight 
By which it appear'd, to Britain's diſaſter, 

Her foreign poſſeſſions were changing their maſter. 


Then, as he replac'd them, ſaid Jove with a ſmile— 

« CoLUMBIA ſhall never be rul'd by an iſle— 

« But vapours and darkneſs around her ſhall.riſe, 

And tempeſts conceal her a-while from our eyes FRY 


So locuſts in Egypt their ſquadrons diſplay, 
And rifing, dishgure the face of the day; 

So the moon, at her full, has a frequent eclipſe, 
* And the ſun in the ocean diurnally dips. 1 


* Then ceaſe your endeavours, ye vermin of Britain 
(And here, in deriſion, their iſland he ſpit on) | 
is madneſs to. ſeek what you never can find, ' 

Or to think of uniting what Nature disjoin'd: 


* But till you may flutter awhile with yaur wings, 
And ſpit out your venom and.brandiſh your ſtings : 
* Your hearts are as black, and as bitter as gall, 
% A curſe to mankind—and a blot on the BALL. 
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Ru vou are—the Britiſh champion Cries ; 2 * 
Truth, ſtand thou forth, and tell the wretch he lie 
Rebels land fee, this mock imperial Lord 
Already threats thofe rebels with the card— 
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The hour drawe nigh, the glaſt is almoſt run, 
When Truth muſt ſhine, and murderers be undone, 
Whey this b ſe miſcreant ſhall forbear to ſneer, 
And curſe his taunts and bitter inſults here. 

If ro controul the cunning of a knave, 

Freedom adore, and ſcorn the name of ſlave; 

If to proteſt againſt a tyrant's laws, 

And arm for vengeauce in a righteous cauſe, 

Be deem'd ReBeLLIoxN—'tis a harmleſs thing, 

This bug-bear name, like death, has loſt its ſting. 
AMERICANS, at freedom's fane adore, 

Bat truſt to Britain and her flag no more; 

The generous genius of the iſle has fled, 

And lefc a mere impoſtor in his ſtead 


If conquer'd, rebels, (their paſt records ſhow,) 


Receive no mercy from this parent foem—— 

And even the grave, that ſacred haunt of peace, 

Wh-re Nature gives the woes of man to ceaſe, 

Vengeance will ſearch—and mangled corpſes there 

Be rais'd to feaſt the armies of the air.—— 

If Britain conquers, help us, heaven, to fly, 

Lend us your wings, ye ravens of the ſky— 

If Britain conquers—we exiſt no more: 

'Theie lands ſhall redden with their childrens? gore, 

Who, turn'd to ſlaves, their fruitleſ: toils ſhall moan, 

Toils in thoſe fields, that once they call'd their own! 
To arms! to arms!—and let the truſty ſword 

Decide who beft deſerve: the hangman's cord, 

Nor think the hills of Canada too bleak, 

When deſperate Freedom is the prize you ſeek; 

For that the voice of honour bids you go 

O'er frozen lakes and mountains wrapt in ſnow; 

No toils can daunt the wariike and the bold. 

They ſcorn all heat, or wave-congeal:r'g cold; 

Haſte, to your tents in iron fetters bring 

Theſe ſlaves that ſerve a tyrant and a king, 

So ju't, fo virtuous is your cauſe, I ay _ 

Hel! mull prevail, if Britain wins the day. 


[1775+] 


— ——— 
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(Cour, gentlemen Tories, firm, loyal, and true, 
Here are axc$ and ſkovels, and «g:ncthing to ga! 
For the jake of our king, 
Come, labour and fing ; 
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You left all you had for his honour and glory, 
And he will remember the ſuffering Tory: 
We have, it 1s true, 
Some ſmall work to do; 
But here's for your pay 
Twelve coppers a day, 
And never regard what the rebels may ſay, 
But throw off your jerkins and labour away. 


To raiſe up the rampact, and pile up the wall, 
To pull down old houſes and dig the canal, 
To build and deitroy— 
Be this your employ, 
In the day time to work at our fortifications, 
And ſteal in the night from the rebels your rations: 
The king wants your aid | 
Not empty parade ; 
Advance to your places 
Ye men of long faces, 
Nor ponder too much on your former diſgraces, 
This year, I preſume, will quite alter your caſes. 


* 


Attend at the call of the fifer and drummer, 
The French and the Rebels are coming next)ſummer, 
And farts we muſt build 
Though Tories are kilPd— 
Then courage, my jockies, and work for your king, 
For if you are taken no doubt you will ſwing 
If York we can hold 
PII have you enroll'd ; 
And after you're dead 
Your names ſhall be read 
As who for their monarch both labour'd and bled, 
And ventur'd their necks for their See and their bread. 


Tis an honour to ſerve the braveſt of nations, 


And be left to be hang'd in their capitulations 
Then ſcour up your mortars 
And ſtand to your quarters, 

Tis nonſenſe for Tories in battle to run, 
They never need fear ſword, halberd, or gun; 
Their hearts ſhould not fail 'em, 

No balls will aſſail em, 

Forget your diſgraces 

And horten your faces, 
For 'tis true as the goſpel, believe it or not, 
Who are bern to be hang d, will never be Sor. 
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3 4 8 s * 4 . 
vin r d d 
At Hyvz-Parx Corner, (London. ) 

| LOB $3 OY lp: 
Burgoyne. 
Lins thoſe, who will, be proud and ſneer, 


And call you an unwelcome peer, 
But I am glad to ſee you here: 


The prince that fills the Britiſh throne, 


Unleſs iucceſsful, honours none; 
Poor Jack Burgoyne |!—you're not alone. 


- 1 
The © 


_ Cormuallis. 4% 
Thy ſhips, De Graſſe, have caus'd my grief— 
To rebel ſhores and their relief; 
There never came a luckier chief: 


In fame's Slack page it ſhall be read, 
By Gallic arms my ſoldiers bled— 
The rebels thine in triumph led. 


: Bur goyne. 
Our fortunes different forms aflume ;— 
J call'd and calPd for os un, 


Till GaTes diſcharg'd me to my doom; EE N 


But yon, that conquer'd far and wide, SMC 4 
In little York thought fit to hide, e . 
The ſubject ccean at your fide. 


Cornwallis 
And yet no force had gain'd that poſt— 
Not Waſhington, his country's boaſt, 
Nor Rochambeau, with all his hoſt, _ 


Nor all the Gallic fleet's parade— 
Mad Clinton hurried to my aid, 
And Sammy Graves been not afraid. 


Burgeyne. 

For head knock'd off, or broken bones, 

| Or mangled corpſe, no price atones ; 

Nor all that prattling rumour-ſays, 

; Nor all tHe piles that art can raiſe, 
The poet's or the parſon's praiſe. 


Cornwallic. 
Though I am brave, as well as you, 
Yet ſti]l 1 think your notion true; 
Dear brother Jack, our toils are o'er— 
With foreign conqueſts plagu'd no more, 
We'll ſtay and guard our native ſhore. 
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ONT HE ANTS 


Royal Sloop of War, Gen. MONK, 


[ Formerly the WASHINGTON] 


* 
8. LI - + 


Mounting S1x quarter deck Wooden Guns. 


N HEN ene Waſhington ſhi» by the Engliſh was beat, 

They ſent le :o England to ſhew their great feat,, 

And Sandwic | ſtraightway, as a proof of his ſpunk, | 
Daſh'd out he: old name, and call'd her the Monk. | 


« This Moxx hated Rebels (ſaid Sandy }—'o0d rot 'em, 
« $9 heave her down quickly, and copper her bottom; 
„With the ſloops of our navy we'll have her enrolP4, 
„And mann'd with pick'd ſailors, to make her fe:/ bold. 


wor 


« To ſhew that our king is both vallant and go'd, 

Some guns ſhall be iran, and others be wood; | 

« Ang, in truth, (tho? I with not the 1ecret to ſpread) 

« All her guns ſhould be wooden—to ſuit with his head.“ | 


* 
A 
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| HESSIAN DEBARKATION. 
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| Rejocrce, O Death! Britannia's tyrant ſends 
From German plains his myriads to our ſhore; 
Ihe fierce Hibernian with the Hehan join'd— 
Bring them, ye wiads, but waft them back no more ! 


{ To theſe far climes with lately ſtep they come, 
| Refolv'd all prayers, all prowe:s to defy: 

Smit with the love of couutries not their own 
They come—alas! to conquer, not tu die, 


In the flow breeze I hear their funeral fon 

The dance of ghoſts tue infernu tri 208 prepare; | 
To hell's dark manſion haſte tne abandon'gd throng, 
Taſting from German call great Obix's beer. 


From dire Ceſarea—fong'd theſe laves of Kiras— 
Quick let them take their way on exgles* wings; 
To thy ſtrong poſts, NaNHATTAxN's ie, rehair, 
lo meet the vengeance that awaits then were,” 


—— RI — " — — — — — — — — — — — — — —„ 
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TN» 


NORTHERN SOLDIER. 


Ix vain you talk of fruits and flowers 
When. rude December chills the plain, 
And nights are cold, and long the hours, 
To damp the ardour of the ſwain ; 
Who, parting from his ſocial fire, 

All comfort muſt forego, 

And here, and there, 

And every where 

Purſue the invading foe. 


But we mult ſleep in froſts and ſnows; 
No ſeaſon breaks up our campaign: 
Hard as the oaks, we dare oppole 
The autumnal, or the wintry reign. 
Alike to us, the winds that blow 

In Summer's ſeaſon gay, 

Or thoſe that rave 

On Hudſon's wave, 

And drift his ice away. 


Traitors and death may cloud our ſcene, 
'The ball may pierce, the cold may kill, 
And dire misfortunes intervenc; 
But Freedom ſhall be potent, ſtill, 
To drive theſe Britons from our ſhore, 
Who, cruel and unkind, 
With flaviſh chain 
Attempt, in vain, 
Our free-born limbs to bind. 


TRUTH ANTICIPATED 


y * HAT brilliant events have of late come to paſs, 


No leſs than the capture of Monſieur pe Grasse! 
His majeſty's Printer has told it for true, 
As we had it from him, ſo we give it to you. 


Many folks of diſcernment the ſtory believ'd, 


And the devil himſelf it at firſt had deceiv'd, 


Had it not been that Satan imported the ſtuff, 
And ſign'd it George Roducy, by way of high proof. 


Said Satan to Jemmy, Let's give them the avbappers— 
Some news J have got that will bring in the copp-rs, 
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« And truth it ſhall be, though I paſs it for lier, 
« And making a page of your Newſpaper ſize. 


« A wide field is open to favour my plan, 

« And the rebels may mow that I lie—if they can; 

« Since they jeſted and laugh'd at our lying before, 
„Let it paſs for a lie, to torment them the more. 


„My wings are yet wet with the Ye#-ladia dew, 
« And Rodney I left, to come hither to you, 

ce left him bedevil'd with brimſtone and ſmoke, 
The French in diſtreſs, and their armament broke. 


« For news ſo delightful, with heart and with voice 
The Tories of every degree ſhall rejoice ; 
« With charcoal and ſulphur ſhall utter their jo 


Till they all get as k as they paint the ola Boy,” 


Thus, pleas'd with the motion, each cutting a caper, 
Down they fat at the table, with pen, ink, and paper; 
In leſs than five minutes the matter was ftated, 

And Jemmy turn'd ſcribe, while Satan dictated. 


« Begin (ſaid the devil) in the form of a Letter, 
(If you call it true copy, tis ſo much the better) 
„Make Rodney aſſert that ke met the French fleet, 
« Engag'd it, and gave em a total defeat. 


« But the better to vamp up a ſhow of reality, 

„The tale muſt be told with circumſtantiality, 

« What veſſels were conquer'd by Britain's bold ſons, 
Their quotas of men, and their numbers of guns. 


« There's the Villa de Paris —one hundred and ten— 


“Write down, that George Rodney has kill'd half her men— 


That her hull and her rigging are ſhatter'd and ſhaken, 


« Her flag humbled down, and her admiral taken: 


Le Ceſar, tis true, is a ſeventy- four, 

«« But the Villa de Paris was thirty-fix more; 

With a grey gooſe's quill if that ſhip we did ſeize on, 
Le Ceſar muſt fall, or I'll know what's the reaſon. 


The next that I fix on to take, is the He#+r, 

(Her name may be Trojan, but ſhall not protect her) 
«« Dow't faulter, dear comrade, and look like a gooſe, 
If we've taken theſe three, we can take Glorienſe. 


© The laſt mentioned ſhip runs their loſs up to four, 

** Le Diadem ſank, ſhall make it one more; 

And now, for the ſake of round numbers, dear couſin, 
Write Argert, and then we have juſt half-a-dozen !” 
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Jemmy ſwil'd at the notion, and whiſper'd, “ O fy! 


« Indeed 'ti: a hame to perſuade one to lie”— . 
But Satan repiied—** Conſider, my ſon, 


«« 1 am prince of the winds, and have ſeen what is don e: 


«© With a conqueſt, like this. how bright we ſhall ſhine ! 


(That Rodney has taken fix ſhips of the Line, 
«© Will be in your paper a brilliant affair; 


« How the tcries will laugh, and the rebels will ſwear! 


«« But farther, dear Jemmy, make Rodney to ſays 
« If the ſun two hours longer had held out the day, 
«« The reſt were ſo beaten, ſo baiſted, ſo tore, 


« He had taken them ALL, and he knexv not but 110R8.” 


So the partners broke up as good friends as they met, 


And ſoon it was all in the Royal Gazette ; 
The Tories rejoic'd at the very good news, 
And ſaid, 7 bere's ue fear we Hall die in our ſhoes. 


Now let us give credit to Jemmy, forſooth, 
Since once in a way he has hit on the truth : 
If again he returns to his practice of lies, 

He hardly reſiects where Re'll go when he dies. 


But ſtill, when he dies, let it never be ſaid 


That he refts in his grave with no verſe at his head; 


But furniſh, ye poets, ſome Hort epitaph, 
And ſomeching like this, that readers may laugh: 


Here lie a King's Printer, we needn't ſay who: 

There is reaſon to think that he tells what is true: 

But if he dees here, 'tis not over-ſtrange, 

His preſent poſition is but a ſmall change, 

So, reader, paſs on—' tis a folly to ſigh, 

For all his life long he did little but 14. 
[1782.] | 
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Sir HENRY CLINTON's RECALL, 


| HE dog that is beat has a right to complain 
Sir Harry returns, a diſconſolate man, 
To the face of his matter, the Lord's oul-anointed, 
To the country provided for thieves diſappointed. 


Our Farzpas!, he thought, to a tvrant mult fail, 
He concluded the we.ket mult ge io the wall; 
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The more he was flatter'd, the bolder he grew 
He quitted the old world to conquer the new. 
; * * 


1 But in ſpite of the deeds he has done in his garriſon, 
(And they have been curious beyond all compariſon) 
| He now muſt go home, at the call'of his king,” 
To anſwer the charges that Arnold may bring. 


| | But what are theucts that this chief has atchiev'd ?— 7 
If good, it is hard he ſhould now be aggriev'd, 

And the more, as he fonght for his national glory, 
Nor valued, a farthing, the x1GnrT of the ſtory. 


This famous great man, and two birds“ of his feather, 
In the Cerberus frigate came over together; 

| But of all the bold chiefs that re- meaſure the trip, 
Nor two have been known to return in one ſhip. . 


Like children that wreſtle and ſcuffle in ſport, 
They are very well pleas'd as long as unhurt, 
hut a thump on the noſe, or a blow in the eye, 
} Ends the fray—and they go to their daddy and cry. 


Sir Clinton, thy deeds have been mighty and many- 
= You ſaid all our paper was not worth a penny, 

© ('Tis nothing but rags+, quoth honeſt Will Tryon, 
| f Are rags to diſcourage: the Sen, of the Lion ?) 


5 But Clinton thought thus—** It is folly to fight, 
When things may by eafier methods come right, 
© © There is ſuch an art as counterfeit-ation— 


2 

, 
And PII do my utmeſt to honour our nation; 
; 


© I'll ſhew_ this damy*d.country that I can eaſlave her, 
And that by the help of a ſeilful engraver, | 
And then let the-rebels'take care of their bacon, —- 
We'll play them a trick, or I'm vaſtly miſtaken.” 


= F 
SY ** 


But the project ſucceeded· not quite to yout liking, 

So you paid off your artiſt, and gave up BILL STRIKING; 
= But *tis an affair I am glad yd art quit on, 38 
Tut had ſurely been hang'd had you try'd it in Britain. 


At the taking of Charleſton you cut a great figure, 

Ihe terms you propounded were terms full of rigour, 

Yet could not foreſee poor CuAKLEx'sI diſgrace, 

Nor how ſoon your own CoLouRs would go to the CASE. 


| When the town had ſurrender'd, the more to diſgrace ye, 
| (Like another true Briton that did it at 'Statia) 


| * General: Howe and Burgovne. + Sce his Letter to Cen. Prin *Cornwallis, 


— — = 
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You broke all the terms yourſelf had extended, 
Becauie you iuppos'd the rebellion was ended; 


Whoever the tories mark'd out as a whig, 

If gentle, or ſimple, or little, or big, 

No matter to you to Kyll 'em and ſpite en, 

You ſoon had em up where the dogs could n't bite em, 


Then thinking theſe tebels were ſnug and ſecure, 

You left them to Rawdon and Neſbit Balfour; 

(The face of the latter no maſk need be draw'd on, 
And to fiſh for the Devil my bait ſhouid be Rad. 


Returning to York with your ſhips and your plunder, 

And boaſting that rebels muit ſhortly knock under, 

The firft thing that ſtrack you as ſoon as you landed 

Was the fortreſs at Weit-Point, where Arnold commanded. 


Thought you, If friend Arnold this fort will deliver, 
<< We then hall be maiters of all Hudſon's river, 

«« The eaſt and the fourth lohng communication, 

«© The Yankies will die by the Act of Starvation.” 


So off you ſent Andre (not guided by Pallas) 
Who ſoon purchas'd Arnold, and with him the gallows ; 
Your 1% 1 conceive than your gain was far greater, 
You loſt a good fellow, and got a vile traitor, 


Now Carleton comes over to give you relief, 

A knight like yourſelf, and commander in chef. 

But the chief he will get, you may tell the deur honey, 
Will be a black eye, hard knocks, and no money. 


Now with—< Britons, ſtrike home“ your forrows diſpel, 
Away to your maſter, and honeſtly tel] 

That his arms and his art; can nathing avail, 

His men are too few, and has tricks are tos ſtale: 


Adviſe him at length to be juſt and fincere ; 
Of which not a ſymptam as yet doth: appear, 
As we plainly perceive from his ſending Sir Gu 
The Tz: a7yY to break with our gallic ally. 


- 
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Six GUY CARLETON 


ADDRESS to the AMERICANS. 


(No ifland on earth is in proweſs above her) 


With powers and commiſſions your hearts to recover! 


Our king, I muſt tel! you, is plagu'd with a phantom 


(Independence they call it) that hourly doth haunt him, 


And relief, my dear rebels, you only can grant him, 


Tom Gage and Sir Harry, Sir William, (our boaſt) 
Lord Howe, and the reſt that have ſconted the coaſt, 
All fail'd in their projects of laying this ghoſt ; 


So unleſs the damn'd ſpectre myſelf can expel 
It will yet kill our monarch, I know very well, 
And gaiiop him off on his Lion to hell, 


Bat IT heartily wiſh, that, inſtead of Sir Guy: 
They had tent out a ſeer from the ifland of Sleie, 
Wao rebels, and devils, and ghoſts could defy : 


So great is our proſpect of failing at laſt, + 
When [ look at the preſent, and think of tho paſt, 
I with with our heroes 1 had not been claſs'd; 


For though, to a man, we are bullies and bruiſers, 
And cov2r'd witn laurels, we ftill are the loſers, 
Tul each is recall'd with his tory accuſers; 


But the war now ts alter'd, and on a new plan; 
By negociation we'll do what we can 
And Lam an honeſt, well-meaning old man; 


Too proud to retreat, and too weak to advance, 
We muft ſtay where we are, at the mercy of chance, 
Till Fortune ſhall help. us to lead you a dance. 


Then lay down your arms, dear rebels—O hone! 
Our king is the beſt man that ever was known, 
And the greateſt that ever was ſtuck on a throne: 


His love and aſfection by all ranks are ſought; 
Here take him, my honies, and each pay a groat— 
Was ever a monareh more eaſily bought? 


In pretty good caſe, and very well found, 
By night and by day we carry him round; 
He mutt go for a groat, if we can't get a pound. 


{ROM Britain's fim'd iſland onee more I coms over, 
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Break the treaties you made with Lou on RBO! 
Abandon the Congreſs, no matter how be 
And then, all together, we'll play a new tune. 


"Tis ſtrange that they always would manage the roaf, 
And force you their healths and the Dauphin's to toait ; 
Repent, my dear fellows, and each get a poſt : 


Or, if you object that one poſt is too few, 
We generous Britons will help you to two 
With a beam laid acroſs—that will certainly do. 


The folks that rebell'd in the year forty-five, 
We us'd them ſo well, that we left few alive, 
But ſent them to heaven in ſwarms from their hive. 


Your noble reſiſtance we cannot forget, 2 
»Tis nothing but right we ſhould honour you yet: IJ 
If you are not rewarded, we die in your debt. 


So, quickly ſubmit, and 'our mercy implore, 
Be as loyal to George as you-once were before, 
Or I'll ſlaughter you all—and probably more. 


What puzzled fir Harry, ſir will, and his brother, | 
Perhaps may be done by the ſon of my mother, | 
With the Sword 1n ons hand and a Branch in the other. 


My bold predeceſſors (as fitting their ftation) 
At their firſt coming out, all ſpoke PROCLAMATION; 3 > 
Tis the cuſtom with us, and the way a our nation. 


Then Kil-al- la- loo \—Shelaly, T fay.;— — | 
If we cannot all fight, we can all run away - SM 
And further at preſent I FROOT not to * 


* 
n * a 7 1 
.* * 


MODERN [DOLATRY, 
kw ne yn, 
ENGLISH QUIXO'Tt SM: 
Mv native ſhades delight no more, 9 ˖⁊2̃ 7 3 
I haſte to meet the ocean's roar; . ES * 
I ſeck a wild rebellious ſiore i 
Beyond the Alantic main; e 
Tis honour calls !—T müſt away —, : Z 5 i 
$4.98 8 


Nor cate ner pleuſttre- tempts my N. 
Nor all that Love himſelf can ſay, 
A moment ſhall detain, 
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To meet thoſe hoſts that dare diſown 

Allegiznce to Britannia's tarone | . | 

dia the ſword that pities none, 
I dra their rebel blood; 


Amazement ſha'l their troops confound 
When gaſping, proftrate on the ground, | 
My ſword ſhall arink from every wound | 

A lite deſtroying flood! | 


The ſwarthy Indian, vet unbroke, 
Shall bend his neck to Britain's yoke, 
Or fee from her avenging ſtroke 

To deſarts all unknown; 


The Atlantic iſles ſhall own her ſway, 

Peru and Mexico obey, 

Ind thoſe who yet to Satan pray 
Beyond the ſouthern zone. 


For George the third I dare to go 

Through Etna's fire and Greenland's ſnow, | ; 

Wahere'er our kindred waters flow, | 
The vat unbounded main. 


In him true glory ſhines complete, 

In him a thouſand virtues meet. | 

'Twere heaven to die at George's feet. | * 
Could I that bleſſing gain! 


For George the third I dare to fall, 
Since he to me 1s all in all— 
May he ſubdue th's carthly ball, 


And nations tribute bring ;— 


Yon' rebel States ſhall wear his chain 
Where traitors now with tyrants reign— 
And ſubject ſhall be all the main 


To George our potent king. 


When honour calls to guard his throne, 
My lif> I dare not call my own— bo 
My life I yield, without a groan, 

For him whom I adore:- 


In endleſs glory he a!! reign— 

Tis he thall conquer France and Spain— 

Though I perhaps may ne'er again 
Behold my utive ſhores 
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CC 


TIS ſo well known 'tis hardly worth relating 
That men have worſhipp'd gods, tho? of their own creating; 
Art's handy work they thought they might adore, 
And bow'd to gods that were but logs before. 


Idols, of old, were made of clay or wood, 

And, in themſelves, did neither harm nor good, 

Acted as though they knew the good old rule, 

« Friend, hold thy peace, and you'll be thought no fool.” 


Britons ! their caſe is yours—and link'd in gate 
You, like your Indian allies—good and great— 
Bow to ſome frowning block yourſelves did rear, 
And worſhip wooden monarchs—out of fear 


r 


THE 


PROJECTORS. 
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Brroxk the brazen age began, 
And things were yet on Saturn's plan, 
None knew what ſovereign bliſs there lay 
In ruling, were it but a day. 
Each with ſpontaneous food content, 
His lite in Nature's affluence ſpent ; 
The ſun was mild, ſerene and clear, 
And walk'd in Libra all the year; 
No tempeſts did the heaven deform, 
"Twas not too cold nor yet too warm; 
People were then at ſmall expence, 
They dug no ditch, and made no fence, 
No patentees' by ſleight or chance 
For Indian lands got double grants, 
Not for their wants, but juſt to ſay, 
« If you come here, expect to pay.“ 
Bas E graſping ſouls, your pride repreſs ; 
Beyond your wants muſt you poſſeſs ? 
If ten poor acres will ſupply 
A ruſtic and his family, 
Why, grumblers, would you have ten ſcore, 
Ten thuvſand, and ten thouſand more? 
It is a truth well underſtood. 
„All would be tyrants if they cou'd.“ 
1 to love ot ſway has been confeſs'd 
The ruling piſſion of the breaſt : 
Thoſe who aſpire to govern ſtates, 
It baulk's by diſapproving fates, 


c 
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Reſolve their purpoſe to fulfil, 

And ſcheme for tenants at their will, 
Ten thouſand acres, ft for toil, 

In Indiana's fertile ſoil— 

Ten thouſand acres! come agree— 

Timon is nam'd the patentee: 

And while the longing ſtomach craves, 

He'll honour fools and flatter knaves. 
If Rome, of old, to greatneſs roſe, 

Triumphant over all her foes, 

None need believe that people then 

Were more in ſtrength than modern men; 

If o'er the world her eagles wav'd, 

"Twas Liberty the world enſlav'd; 

From lands, not bar d among/t the few, 

An independent ſpirit grew : 

Each on a ſmall and ſcanty ſpot, 

With much ado his living got, 

Inur'd to labour, from his birth, 

Each Roman ſoldier till'd the earth, 

Great as a monarch on the throne 

BY HAVING SOMETHING OF HIS OWN. 


ON 


Gen. ROBERTSON's PROCLAMATION. 


Or Judas the traitor (nor need we muck-wonder)- 
Falling down from the gallows, his paunch ſplit aſundes, 


Affording, 'tis likely, a horrible ſcent 


Rather worſe than the ſulphur of hell, where he went. 
So now this bra! chiefiain, who long has faſpended = 
© 


And kept out of view, what his maſter intended, 
Burſts out all at once, and an inſide diſcloſes, 
Diſguſting the tories, who ſtop up their noſes. 


The fort of the matter is this, as I take it 
New-York of true Britons is plainly left naked, 
And their conduct amounts to an honeſt confeſſion, 
They cannot depend on the run-a-away- Heſſian. 


In ſuch a dilemma, pray what ſhould they do? 


Mearts loyal, to whom ſhould they look but to You 7 


You «now pretty well kor to handle the ſpade, 
to dig their canals, and to make a parade; 


Toe eity is leſt to your valiant defence, 
Jod, 0! courſe. it ill he but of little expente, 
4 | 
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Since there is an old fellow that looks ſomewhat ſooty 
Wo, gralis, will help you in doing your duty— 


In doing our duty !—'tis duty indeed 

«« (Says a Tory) if this be the way that we ſpeed ; 
« We never lov'd fignting, the matter is clear 
«« if we had, I am jure, we had never come here. 


«« George we own'd for our king as his true loyal ſons, 
But why will he force us to manage his guns ?— 

*« Who iſt in the army or cruiſe on the wave, 

Let them do as they wiil—'is their trade to be brave. 


Guns, mortars, and bulle:s we eaſily face, 
gut when they're in motion—it alters the caſe; 
o fcirmiſch with Huppits is all our defire— 
For though <v2 can murder, wwe cannot ſtand fire. 


- 


To the ſtandards of Britain we fled for protection, 
And Kere we are gather'd, a goodly collection; 
Aud moſt of us think it is rather too hard 

« For reſuſing to arm, to be put under guard; 


« Who knows under guard what ills we may feel! 
It is an expreſſion that means a great deal | 
+ *Mongſt the rebels thæy fine em who will not turn out, 


But kere we are left in a ſorrowſũl doubt 
. 1 . $4 


«+ Theſe Britons were always ſo ſharp and ſo ſnifry—— 
The rebels excaſe you from ſerving, when f:fty, 

« But here'w6 are counted ſuch wonderful men 

We are kept in the ranks, till we're four {core and ten. 


« Rick'd, cuff d. and ill-treated from morning *till night 
We have room to conjecture, that all is not right : 

«© For FxEebom, we ded from our country's defence, 
And freedom we'll get—wher. death ſends us hence. 


If matters go%hus, it is eaſy to ſee 

That as idiots we've been, io ſlaves we ſhall be; 
« And what will become of that peaceable train 

«+ Whoſe teacts enjoin them from war to abſtain ? 


„Our city commandant muſt be an odd ſhaver, 

Not a inge exception to make in their favour !— 

Come, iv. us tura round and rebellinafly ſing-. 

+» Nuzza for tz Con SRZ !o=ikhe de'ii take the king.“ 
{ 1782. | 
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\ } ITH evil omens'from the harbour ſails 
Jie ili-fated chip that worthiels AunoLD bears, 
God of the ſouthern winds, call up thy gaics, 
And whiſtle in rude fury round his ears. | 


With horrid waves inſult his veſſels ſides, 
And may the eaſt wind on a leeward ſhore 
Her cables ſnap, while ſhe in wma rides, 
And ſhatter into ſhivers every dar, 


And let the north wind to her ruin haſte, 

With ſuch a rage, as when from mountains high 
He rends the tall oak with his weighty blaſt, - 
And ruin ſpreads, where'er his forces fly. 


May not one friendly ſtar that night be ſeen; 
No Moon, attendant, dart one glimmering ray 
Nor may ſhe ride on oceans more ſerene 


Than Greece, triumphant, found that ſtormy day, 


When angry Pallas ſpent her rage no more 
On vanquiſh'd Ilium, then in aſhes laid, 
But turn'd it on the barque that Ajax bore, 
Avenging thus her temple, and the maid. 


When toſs'd upon the vaſt Atlantic main 

Your groaning ſhip che ſouthern gales ſhall tear, 
How will your ſailors ſweat, and you complain 
nd mcamy howl to Jove, that will not hear! 


But if, at laſt, upon ſome winding ſhore 

A prey to hungry cormorants you he, 
wanton goat to every ſtormy power, 

Aud a fat lamb, ia ſacrifice, ſhall die. 


Dec. I 782. 


IAnitated from HORACE. 
Ajax the younger, ſon of Oileus, king of the Locdlans. He debauched Caſ- 


andre in the temple of Pallas, which was the caufe os his ausfortune, on his 


„ern trom the hee of Troy. 


e Ten wore Gouucies among the Romans, : 
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PICTURE of the TIMES; 
Wird OCCASIONAL REFLECTIONS. 


\ 3 TILL round the world triumphant Diſcord flies 
dtill angry kings to bloody conteſt riſe ; 7 
Hots bright with ſtee!, in dreadful order plac'd, 
Anu ſhips contending on the watery watte ; 
Di.tracting demons every breait engage, 
Unwearied nations glow with mutual rage; 
St1:1 to the charge the routed Briton turns, 
Ine war ſtill rages and the battle burns 
See, man with man in deadly combat join, 
See, the black navy form the flaming line; 
Death ſmiles alike at battles loſt or won 
Arc does for him what Nature would have done. 
Can ſcenes like theſe delight the human breaſt = 
Who ſees with joy hamanity diftreſt ? . 5 
Such tragic ſcenes fierce paſſion might prolong, 
But ſlighted Reaſon ſays, they muſt be wrong. 
Curs'd be the day, how bright ſoc'er it ſhin'd, 
That firſt made kings the maſters of mankinds 
And curs'd the wretch who firſt with regal pride 
Their equal rights to equal men deny'd ;- 
But curs'd, o'er all, who firſt to Navery broke, 
Submiſſtve bow'd, and own'd a monarch's yoke : ' 
Their ſervile ſouls his arrogance ador'd 
And baſely own'd a brother for a lord; | 
Hence wrath, and blood, and feuds, and wars began, 
And man turn'd monſter to his fellow man. 
Not ſo that age of innocence and eaſe _ 
When men, yet ſocial, knew no ills like theſe; 
Then dormant yet, Ambition (half unknown) 
No rival murder'd to poſſeſs a throne ; 
No ſeas to guard, no empires to defend— 
Of ſome ſmall tribe the father and the friend., 
The hoary ſage beneath his ſylvan ſhade + 
Impos'd no laws but thoſe which reaſon made; 
On peace, not war; on good, not ill, intent, 
He judg'd his bret en by their own conſent; 
Untaught to ſpurn thoſe brethren to the duſt; 
In virtue firm, and obſtinately juſt, 
For him no navies rov'd from ſhore to ſhore, 
No {lives were doom'd to dig the glitt'ring ore; 
Remote fror all the vain parade of fate, 
No ſlaves in ſcarlet ſaunter'd at his gate, 
Nor did his breaſt the angry paniors te ur, 
He knew no murder, aud he felt no tear. 
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Was this the patriarch ſage Then turn thine cyes 
And view the contraſt that our age ſupplies a 
Touch'd from the life, I trace no ages fled, 

I draw no curtain that conceals the dead; 

To diſtant Britain let thy view be caſt, 

And ſay, the preſent far exceeds the paſt; | 
Of all the plagues that e'er the world have cars'd, 
Name George, the tyrant, and you name the work! 

What demon, hoſtile to the human kind, 

Planted theſe fierce diſorders in the mind? 

All, urg'd alike, one phantom we purſue, 

But what has war with human kind to do? | 
In death's black ſhroud our bliſs can ne*er be found; 


_ 'Tis madneſs aims the life-deſtroying wound, 


Sends fleets and armies to theſe ravag'd ſhores 
Plots conſtant ruin, and no peace reſtores. | 

O dire Ambition !—thee theſe horrors ſuit : 
Loſt to the human, ſhe aſſumes the brute; _ 
She, proydly vain, or inſolently bold, 
Her heart revenge, her eye intent on . 
Sway' d by the madneſs of the preſent bour 
Lays worlds in ruin for extent of powerz 
That ſhining bait, which dropt in folly's way 
Tempts the weak mind, and leads the heart aſtray. 

Thou Happineſs ! ſtill ſought but never found, © 
We, in a circle, chace thy ſhadow round; - 
Meant all mankind in different forms to. bleſs, . 
Which, yet poſſeſſuſßg, we ne more poſſeſs: 
Thus far remov'd and painted on the eye 
Smooth verdant fields ſeem blended with the ky, 
But where they both in fancied contact join 
In vain we trace the viſionary line; | 
Still, as we chace, the empty circle flies, 
Emerg® new mountains, or new oceans riſe, _ 


PRINCE WILLIAM HENRY's | 
S O LT I L O FB _—— 


{ Occaſioned by the Public Rejoicings in Philadelphi for the 
birth of the Dauphin of France, ſon to Louis K. 


Prorrz are mad, thus to adore the Dauphin 
Heaven grant the brat may ſoon be in his colin -- 
The honours here to this young Frenchman ſhown, 
Of right, ſhould be prince George's, or my own; 

And all thaſe wreathes, that bloom on Louis now, 
Should hang, unfading, on my father's brow. 
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To theſe far ſhores witk longing hones I came, 
(By birth a Briton, not unknown to fame) 
P.ealures to ſhare that loyalty imparts, 
Subdue the rebels, and regain their hearts. 
Weak, ſtupid expeRation—all is done! 
Few are the prayers that riſe for George's ſon! | 
Nought through the waſte of theſe wide realms I trace, 
But rage, contempt, and curſes on our cace, 
Hoſts, with their chiefs, by bold uſurpers won, 
And not a bleſſing left for George's ſon ! 
Here on theſe iſles (my terrors not a few) 
1 walk attended by an exil'd crew: 
Theſe from the firſt have done their beſt to pleaſe, 
But who would herd with ſycophants like thefe ? 
This vagrant race, who their loſt ſhores bemoan,” 
Would bow to Satan, if he held our throne - 
Rul'd by their fears—and what is meaner far, 
Have worſhipp'd William only for his 5TaR! :. 
To touch my hand their thronging thouſands ftrave, 
And tir'd my patience with uncealing love 
In fame's fair annals told me I ſhould live, 
And, a rouR TH W1L!1aM, to late times arrive? 
Muſt Digby's royal pupil walk the freets, _ 
And ſmile on every ruthan that he meets; 
Or teach them, as he has done—he knows wien 
That kings and princes are no more than men! . 
Muſt I, alas ! diſcloſe, to our diſgrace, | 
That Britain is too ſmall for George's race)? $ 
Here in the wet, where all did once obey, . 
Tree iſlands only, now, confeis our ſway; _ ES „ 
And in the eaft we have not much to boaſt. E x 
For Hyper Ali drives us from that coaſt _. . ; 
Yield, rebels, yield— or I muſt go once more 
Back to the white cliffs of my native ſhore; 
(Where, in proceſs of time, ſhall go fir Gur, 
And where Sir HAN Nx has return'd to ſigh, - +». 
Whoſe hands grew weak when things began to croſs, ” 
Nor made one effort to retrieve our lots) = 
Oatmeal and Scottiſh kale, pots round me riſe, | 
And Hanoverian turnips greet mime eyes;— 
Welch goats and naked rocks mv boom ſwell, 
And Teague! dear Teaguel—to thee I bid farewell 
Curſe on the Dauphin and his friends, I ſay, 
He ſteals our honours and our rights away, 
Dion '!—our anchors |—weigh them to the bow, 
And eaſtward through the wild waves let us plough : 
Such dire reſentments in my boſom burn, 
That to theſe ſhorcs I never will return, 
Till fruits and flowers on Zembla's coa% are known, 
And teas congeal bencati the torrid zone | 
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BEELZEBUB's REM”NSTRANCE: 
n a late Apology for Lyinc) 1 


Von N golden dreams, your flattering ſcheme3, 
A as! where are they fled, Sir? 

Ws plans derang' L your proſpects chang'd 

a now may go to bed, Sir.— "ih 


How could you thus, impell'd by fear, ' 
Give up the hopes of many a year ?— 

Your fame retriev'd, and ſoaring high 

In TeuTH's reſemblance ſeem'd to fly; 

But now you grow ſo wondrous wile, 

You turn, and own that all is—lies. 


A fibric that from hell was rais'd, 

On which aſtoniſh'd rebels gaz'd, 

And which the world ſhall ne'er forget, 
No leſs than RivinGTon's GAZETTE, 
Demoliſh' at a ſingle ftroke— - 

The angel Gabriel mignt provoke. 


That all was lies,” might well be true, 
But why mutt this be to d by youu? 

Great maſter of the ſcheming head, 
Where is thy wonted cunning fled? 

It was a folly to engage 1 
That truth nenceforth ſhould fill your page « 
When you mut know, as well as I, 

Your hrit great object 15—to LIE, 


Your fortune was as good as made, 
Great artiit in the printing trade! 
Bit now I ſee, with grief and pain, 
Your credit cannot riſe again: 
No more the favorite of my heart, 
No more will 1 my gifts impart. 


Ye: ſometh ng ſhall you gain at laſt 
For lies contriv'd in ſeaſons paſt— 
When pretiing to the n-rrow gate 

L' how the portal mark'd by fte, 
Were all mankind, as preachers. ſay 


Are apt to take the wider way: Ma 


And though the RoYaL Printer ſwear, 
»yr* - 6 * . 
Will bolt him in, aud keep him there! 
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| T H E 7 
REFUGEES PETITION 
ho $12 GUY CARLETON. 


HuMBLY SWEWETHN, : 


J HAT your Honour's petitioners, Tories by trade, 
From the firſt of the war have lent Britain their aid, 
And done all they could, both in country and town, 

In ſupport of the king and the rights of his crown; 
But, now to their grief and 2 they find | 

„ The de'il may take them who are fartheſt behind“ 


In the rear of all raſcals they ſtill have been plac'd 3 
And rebels and Frenchmen full often have fac'd, , 
Have been in the midſt of diſtreſſes and doubt 5 
Whene'èr they came in or whene'er they went out ; I 
Have ſupported the king and defended bis church, 7 
And now, in the end, mult be left in the lurch. | 


Though often, too often, his arms were diſgrac'd, 

We ſtill were in hopes he would conquer at laſt, 

And reſtore us again to our ſweethearts and wives 

The pride of our hearts and the joy 0: our lives— 

But he promis'd zoo far, and we wuſted 709 much, 

And who could have look'd for a war with the Dutch? 


Ou: Soard broken up, and diſcharg'd from our ſtations, 
Sir Guy! it is cruel to cut off our rativ:s ; 5 
Of a project, like that, whoe'er was the mover, 

It is, we muſt tell you, a ſneaking manœuvre; 

A plan to deſtroy u- the baſeſt of tricks 

By means of ſtarvation, a ſtigma to f.x. 


———— — U— 


nw___ ( 
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If a peace be intended, as people ſurmiſe, 
(Though we hope from our ſouls theſe are nothing but Bes) 
Inform us at once what we have to expect, 

Nor treat us, as uſual, with ſurly neglect ; 

Or, clſe, while you Britons are ſhipping your freights, 

Well go to the Rebels, and get our eftates.— 


tr GUYs ANSWER; 


We: have reaſon to think there will ſoon he a peace, 
And that war with the Rebels will certainly ceaſe ; 

But, be that as it will, I would have you to know 

That as matters are changing, we ſoon may change too; 
| In ſhort, I would ſay, (ſince | have it at heart) 

| Though the war ſhou!d continue, yet we may depart. 


. —_—— — 
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Four offers in ſeaſon I therefore propoſe, 

As much as I can do in reaſon, God knows) 
n + hich, though thers be not too plentiful carving, 
There ſtiil is ſufficient to keep you from ſtarving. 
5 


And, firſt, of the firſt, it would mightily charm me 


To ſee you, my children, enliſt in the army, 


Or enter the na vy, and get for your pay 


A farthing an hour, which is fxpence per day 


 Taere's Hector Clackmannan, and Arthur Q'Gregor 
And Donald M' Donald ſhall rule you with vigour: 
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If theſe do not ſuit you, then take your new plan, 
Male your peace with the rebels (march off, to a man: 
There rank and diſtinction perhaps you may find 
And riſe into offices fit to your mind 

But if ſtill you object I adviſe you to take a 
Farewell of New-York—and away to Jamaica. 


THE 


PROPHECY of King TAMMANY. 


| HE Indian chief who, fam'd of yore, 
Saw Europe's ſons adventuring here, 
Look'd ſorrowing to the crowded thore; 
And fighing dropt a tear! 
He ſaw them half his world explore, 
He ſaw them draw the ſhining blad 
He ſaw their hoſtile ranks difolay' , 
And cannons blazing through that ſhade 
Where only peace was known before. 


* Ah, what unequal arms!“ he cry'd, 

„How art thou fallen, my country's pride, 

The rural, ſylvan reign! . 
Far from our pleaſing ſhores to go 

To weſtern rivers, winding flow, 

* Is this the boon the gods beſtow ! 

What have we done, great patrons, ſay, 


That ſtrangers ſeize our woods away, 


And drive us, naked, from our native plain. 


Rage and revenge inſpire my ſoul, 

And paſſion burns without controul; 

Hence, ſtrangers, to your native ſhore ! 

Far from our Indian ſhades retire, 

Remove theſe gods, that vomit fire, 

And ſtaiff with blood theſe ravag'd glades no more. 


— = — — — — — - — 
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«© Invain I weep, invain I figh, 

«« Theſc ſtrangers all our arms defy, 
As they advance our chie!tains die !— 
% What can their hoſts oppoſe! 

«« The bow has loſt its wonted ſpring, 
The arrow faulters on the wing, 

«© Nor carries ruin from the ſtring 

„To end tacir being and our woes. 


«« Yex, yes.—I ſee our nation bends ; 
The gods no longer are our friends, 


«© But why theſe weak complaints and ſighs 2 . — 


Are there not gardens in the weſt, 

«« Where all our tar fam'd Sachems reſt ?— 
1% I'll go. an unexpected gueſt, 

And the dark horrors of the way deſpiſe: 


Even now the thundering peals draw nigh, — 
* "I. theirs to triumph, ours to die! 

*© But mark me, Chriſtian. ere · I g 

Thou, to, ſhalt have thy ſhare of woe, 

The time rolls on, not moving flow, .. 

** Vhen hoſtile ſquadrons for your blood ſhall come, 
« And rarage all your ſhore } 

«« Your warriors and your children ſlay, 

« And forme in diſmal. dungeons lay, : 
Or lead them captive, far away, bo 
«« I'o climes unknown, thro' ſeas untry'd before. 


« Wher ftrucgling long, at laft with pain 

« You break a crucl tyrant's chain, 

hat never ſhall be join'd again.— 

When half your foes are home wird fled, | 
„And hols on hoits in triumph led, 

* Ard hundreds maim'd and thouſands Gangs 

A timid race ſhall then ſucceed; ONES 

Shall fight the virtues of the * race, 

« Phat brought your tyrant to I 

« Yaail vive Your honours to an odfous train, 

Wo thuv'd all conflicts on the main Exe by 

And dar'd no battles on the bloody plain; + - 

«© Vhofe little ſouls ſunk in the gloomy day 9 

© When Via ruf oxLY could ſupport the fray; og 

« And ſunſhine friends kept off—or ran away.” 


* 
4 2 


So ipoke the chief, and rais'd his funeral pyre— 

Around him ſoon the crackling flames atcend ; 

He e ſmii'd Amid the fervours of the fire 

T's think his roubles were fo near their end, 

Till the f ved tui, her deb: to Nature paid, 

Rove fron the ame inet r priſon ma's. 

And ſoup the Woriu unknown, and dark chlivion'e ſhade. 


n 


1 


A 
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S ö 


BRIVIN GTONS REFLECTIONS. 
| | L oo TY | 


HE more I reflect, the more plain it appears, | | 
If I ſtay, I muſt ſtay at the riſque f my ears, | | [ 
J have ſo be-pepper'd the foes of our throne, 
Be- rebel'd, be-devil'd, and told them their own, * 
That if we give up to theſe rebels at laſt. | 
'Tis a chance if my cars will atone for the paſt. 

'Tis always the beſt to provide for the worſt 
So evacuation I'll mention the firſt: 
If Carleton ſhould ſail for our dear native ſhore + 6 
* (As Clinton, Cornwallis, and Howe did before) 
And take off the ſoldiers that ſerve for our guard, 
© (A ſtep that the Tories would think rather hard) 
Yet ſtill I ſurmiſe, for aught I can ſee, 
No Congreſs or Senates would meddle with me. 
* For, what have I done, when we come to conſider, 
© But fold my commodities to the beſt bidder? + 
If I offer'd to lie for the ſake of a poſt, 
Was J to be blam'd if the king offer'd moſt? 
| Tae King's Royal Printer! —Five hundred a year 
> B:tween you and me, *twas a handſome affair: 
= Who would not for that give matters a ſtretch 
And lie back and forward, and carry and fetch, 
May have ſome pretenſions to honour and fame. 
E But what are they both but the ſound of a name, | 
Mere words to deceive us, as I have found long ſince, l 
Lire on them a week, and you'll find them but nonſenſe. | 
| The late news from Charleſton my mind has perplext, 
If that is aban1on'd, —I know what goes next: | 
Thi city of YoRk is a place of great note, 
And that we ſhould hold it I now give my vote: 
| But what are our votes againſt Shelburne's decree: ? 

Theſe people at helm ſteer us juſt where they pleaſe, 

So often they've had us all hands on the brink, | 

They U ſteer us at laſt to the devil, I think: Ves 

And though in the danger themſelves have a ſhare, 

It will do us ſmall good that they alſo go there. 

It is true that the Tories, their children, and wives 

Fave offer'd to ſtay. at the riſque of their lives, 

And gain-to themſelves an immortal renown 

Dyar turning ſoldiers, and keeping the town: 

Whoe'er was 1. To y that ſtruck out the plan, 

„ my humble conc2it, was a very good min; 

But our words on this ſabject need be very feiy— 

Already I ſes that it never will da: . 

For, ſuppoſe a few ſhips ſhould be left us by Britain, 

Wich Tories to mar them, and other things ntting, 
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In truth we ſhould be in a very fine box, 
As weil they might guard us with ſhips on the ſtocks, 
And when I beheld them aboard and afloat, 
I am ſure I ſhould think of the bear in the boat. 
On the faith of a Printer, things look very black 
And what ſhall we do, alas! and alack! 
Shall we quit our young princes and full blooded peers, 
And bow down to viſcounts and French chevaliers ? 
Perhaps you may ſay, As the very laſt ſhift 
„We'll go to New Scotland, and take the king's gift 
Good folks, do your will—but I vow and I wear, 
I'll be boil'd into ſoup before I'll live there: 
Is it thus that our monarch his ſubjects degrades ?— 
Pet him go and be damn'd with his axes and ſpades ;— 
Of all tbe vile countries that ever were known 
In the frigid, or torrid, or temperate zone, 
(From accounts that I've had) there is not ſuch another ; 
It neither belongs to this world or the other : | 
A favour they think it to ſend us there gratis, 
To fing like the Jews at the river Euphrates, 
And, aftcr ſurmounting the rage of the billows, 
Hang ourſelves up at laſt with our harps on the willows: 
Ere F fail for that ſhore, may I take my laſt nap— 
Why, it gives me the palſy to look on its map! 
And he that goes there (though I mean to be civil) 
May fairly be ſaid to have gone to the Devil. 
Shall I puſh for Old England, and whine at the throne ? 
Alas! they have JexmIEs enough of their own! 
Beides, ſuch a name I have got from my trade, 
They would think I was lying, whatever I ſaid; 
Thus ſcheme as I will, or contrive as I may, 
Continual difficulties riſe in the wav: | 
In ſhort, if they let me remain in this realm, 
What is it to Jemmy who ſtands at the helm ? 
I'll petition the rebels (if York is forſaken) | 
For a place in their Zion which ne'er ſhall be ſhaken ; 
Jam ſure they'!l be clever: it ſeems their whole ſtudy : 
They hung not young AsGILL for old captain Huppy, 
And it mult be a truth that admits no denying, | 


If they ſpare us for MURDER they'll ſpare us for LY. 


II. 


FOLKS may think as they pleaſe, but to me it would ſeem, k 
That our great men at home have done nothing but dream: 


Such trimming and twiſting and ſhifting about, 
And ſome getting in, and others turn'd out; 
And yet, with the bragging and looking ſo big, 
All they did was to dance a theatrical 11g. 
Seven years now, ard more, we have try'd every plan, 
Ars zꝗe jult as near conquering as when we began, 


J r 118 F n 3 wy 9 " "PF wu . — y = 
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q Great things were expected from Clinton and Howe, 


: 


Who already prepares to return in 4% 


# 


x Some nations, like ſhips, give up to the gale, 
And are hurry'd aſhore with a full lowing fail; 


J 
. 
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But what have they done, or where are they now? 
Sir Guy was ſent over to kick up a duſt, 


The object deluſive we wiſh to artain 

Has been in our reach, and may be ſo again 

But ſo oddly does heaven its bounties diſpenſe, 

And has granted our king ſuch a ſmall ſhare of ſenſe 
That, let Fortune favour or ſmile as ſhe will, 

We are doom'd to drive on, like a horſe in a mill, 
And though we may ſeem to advance on our rout, 


is but to return to where we ſat out. 


1 


From hence I infer (by way of improvement) 
That nothing is got by this circular movement ; 


And [ plainly perceive, from this fatal delay, 


We are going to ruin the round-about way ! 


” So Sweden ſubmirted to abſolute power, 

And freemen were chang'd to be ſlaves in an hour; 
Thus Tyzopore ſoon from his grandeur came down, 
Forſaking his ſubjects and Corſican crown ; 

But we—'tis our fate, without ally or friend, 

| To go to perdition, c/o/e hau d to the wind. 


The caſe is too plain, that if 1 flay here 


. I have ſomething to hope and ſomewhat to fear: 
In regard to my carcaſe, I ſhould n't mind that 
I can ſay I have liv'd,” and have grow very fat; 


Have been in my day remarkably ſhifty, 


And ſoon, very ſoon, will be verging-on fifty. 


"Tis time for the ſtate of the dead to prepare, 
Tis time to conſider how things will go mere; 


Some few are admitted to Jupiter's hall, 


But the kitchen of Pluto is open to all— 
Tne day is approaching as faſt as it can 


_ When Jemmy ſhall be a mere moderate man,” 


Shall fleep under ground both ſummer and winter, 
The huſk of a man, and the ſhell! of a printer, 
And care not a farthing for George, or lus line, 
What empires ſtart up, or what kingdoms decline. 
Our parſon laſt Sunday broeght tears from my eyes, 
Wien he told us of heaven, I thought of my lis 
To his flock he deſerib'd it, and laid it before em, 
(As if he had been in its Sandum San. Trum, 
Recounted its beauties that never ſhall fade, 
Ani quoted John Bunyan to prove wit he ſaid; 
Deharr'd fromm the gate who the 1 :ith ſhoa.d deny, 
Oc whoſoc'er loveth or maketh a lic.“ 
Thro? te coarſe of my life it kh. Hi been my Jot 
In ſpite of woſelf, to (:7 things that are t,“ 
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And therefore ſuſpe that upon my deceaſe 

No. a port will leave me to {lumber in peace, 

Bat at icalt once a week be- ſcribble the ſtone 

Where Jem y, poor Jemmy, lies ſleepiug alone! 
Hoc er in the long run theſe matters may be, 

If the icriptare is true, it has bad news for me 

And yet, when I come to exam ine the text, 

Aud che learn'd annotations that PooLt has annex'd, 

Taroaghout the black liſt of the people chat fin 

1 cannot once find that I'm mention'd thercin; 

Whoremongers, idolaters, all are left cut, 7 

And wizzards, and dogs (which is proper, no doubt] 

But he who ſays I'm there, miſtakes or forgets— - 

It mentions no PRINTERS of Royal Gaz FETTES! 
In truth, I have need of a manſion of reſt, 

And here to remain might ſuit me the beſt— 

PrilLaDeLyHia in ſome things would anſwer as well, 

(Some Lories are there, and my papers might ſell) 

Bat tnen 1 ſhou!d live amongft wrangling and Rrife, 

Aud be forc'd to ſay credo the reſt of my life: 

For their ſudden converſion I'm much at a loſs—- 

I am told that they bow to the wood of the croſs, 

And worſhip the reliques tranſported from Rome, 

St. Peter's toe- nails and St. Anthony's comb.— 

If thus the true faith they no longer defend 

I ſcarcely can think where the madneſs will end 

If the greateſt among them ſubmit to the Pope, 

What reaſon have I for indulgence to hope ? 

If the Congreſs themſelves to the CuarETL did paſs, “ 

Ye may ſwear that poor JI EMM would have to ſing maſs. 

Dec. 1782. 4 


% «« On the 4th of November laſt, the clergy and ſeloct men of Buſton paraded 

« throug.1 the ſtreets after a crucifix, and joined in a proceſſion in praying tor 8 
% departed toul out of Purgatory; anc for this they gave the example of Con- 
« greſs, and other American leaders, on a former occaſion at Philadelphia, ſomt 
« of whom, in the height of their zeal, even went ſo far a> to ſprinkle themſelves 
„wich what tary call el; crater.“ Reza! Gaxeiie, of December 11. wh 
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CirY of New-York, Jar. 1, 1783.“ 
ro the Snort of York, with all dus ſubmidlion, 

Of wneſt HiU GH AlNE the humble #1147 OL 
An Acc wit of bis Lijc lic will allo prefix, | 
And ſ-me trifles nue hipp ned in SEVEN TY-S X; 

II hope: chat your honor. will take ny off.ace, 

It ne jena: you Tone groms of <conriion from hence, 

Ani, furth , co prove thac e' truly fincere, 


He withes you all a vapyy New Tear, 


I. 
Ad, ſirſt, he informs, in his repreſentation, 


Ther ne once waz a priater of good reputation, 
Ani dwelt in the ſtreet cali'd Hanover Square. 
(You':l know where it is, if you ever was there) | 
Next door to the dwelling of dotor Brownjoln, | : 
(ho now to the drug- op of Pluto bs gone) f a 
But what do I fay—who c'er came to town. x 
And knew not Hun Gaizxe at the Z:5/; and Crown. 

Now, if I was ever fo given to lie, 
| {ly ar native country I wouldn't deny; 


(Kk %% you love Teagues) and I ſhall not conceal 
Thit I came from the kingdom where Phelim O Neale 
And other brave wortkies ate butter and cheeſe, ** 
Aal walk'd in the clover- fields up to their knees: i 
Full early in youth, without baſket or burden, : 
With a ſtaff in my hand. I paſy'd over Jordan, ES: 
ed (l remember my comrade was dotur Magraw, 
4 And many ſtrange things oa the waters we ſaw, | 
— Sharks, dolphins, and fei-dogs, boucitas, and whales, 1 
— And birds at the tropic, with quills in their tails) 
. And came to your city and government ſeat, 


And found it was true you had ſomething to eat; 
nen thus I wrote home—* The country is good, 
hey nave plenty of vickuals aud plenty of wood: 
'* The people are kind, and, u hate'er they may think, 
I ſhall make it appear I caa ſwim were they'll ſink; 3 
Ad yet they're ſo brik, and ſo fal! of good cheer, 
Zy my Hul, I ſuſpect they have always new Year, - 
vnd tuere ore CONCEIVE it is ge 21 be lere.“ f 
50 iuid, and ſo acted -I put up a prefe, 
And printed away with amacing ſacceſe; 


1 


»The Britiſh are eviiuated New Yuk the November fullowings 
* Of ug 1 . : >: * R 8 18 — . 3 7 - , . Oy - 
TR. — RL. 39 . n - ae \. % © & du wages 4 „„ #5: * 485 Jy $1:.3xX3LL- 
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Neglected my perſon; and look'd like a fright, 
Was bother'd all day, and was buſy all night, 
Saw money come in, as the papers went out, 
While Parker and Weyman“ were driving about, 
And curſing, and ſwearing, and chewing their cuds, 
And wiſhing Hugh Gaine and his preſs in the ſuds: 
Ned Weyman was printer, you know, to th: king, 
And thought he had got all the world in a ſtring, 
Though riches not always attend on a throne) 
o he ſwore I had found the philoſopher's lone , 
And call'd me a rogue, and a ſon of a bitch, 
Becauſe I knew better than him to get rich. 
To malice like that 'twas in vain to reply 
You had known by his looks ke was telling a lie. 
Thus life ran away, ſo ſmooth and ſerene 
Ah! theſe were the happieſt days I had ſeen ! 
But the ſaying of Jacob I've found to be true, 
«« The days of thy ſervant are evil and fe!“ 
The days that to me were joyous and glad, 
Are nothing to thoſe which are dreary and ſad! 
The feuds of the Stamp-Act foreboded foul weather, 
And war and vexation all coming together: 
Thoſe days were the days of riots and mobs, 
Tar, feathers, and tories, and troubleſome jobbs 
Prieſts preaching up war for the gead of our ſculr, 
And libels, and ying, and Liberty-Poles, 
From which, when ſome whimſical colours you wav'd, - 
We had nothing to do, but look up and be ſav'd 7 
1 thought, 1 reſol ving, to terrify Britain * 
ndeed, if you did, you were damnably 5;:ten } ES 4 
knew it would bring an eternal reproach, _. 2 7 
When I ſaw you a-burning Cadwallader's coach; 
I knew you would ſuffer A what you had done, 
When I ſaw you lampooning poor Sawney his ſon, 
And bringing him down to ſo wretched a level, 
As to ride him about in a cart with the devii..- 


II, 


WELL, as I predicted that matters would be 

Fo the ſtamp- act ſucceeded a tax upon Tea: | 
\ What cheſt-fulls were ſcatter'd, and trampled, and drown'd, 
V And yet the whole tax was but three pence per pound! 

May the hammer of Death on my noddle deſcend, 

And Satan torment me to time without end, 

Tf thts was a reaſon to fly into quarrels, | 

And feuds that have ruin'd our manners and morals ; 

A parſon himſelf might have ſworn round the compaſs, 
That folks for a trifle ſhould make ſuch a rumpus, 


® New-York l'rinters, before the Revolution. 
FT + UentenaniyTorarmcy Calwallader Col len, 
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© ich a rout as to ſet half the world in a rage, 
Make France, Spain, and Holland with Britain engage, 
While the Emperor, the Swede, the Ruſs, and the Dane 
All pity Joux BuLL—and run off with his gain. 

But this was the ſeaſon that I muſt lament— 
I firſt was a whig with an honeſt intent; 
Not a Rebel among them talk'd louder or bolder. 
With his ſword by his fide, or his gun on his ſhoulder ; 
Yes, I was a whig, and a whig from my heart,, 
But ſtill was unwilling with Britain to part 
I thought to oppoſe her was fooliſh and vain, 
I thought ſhe would turn and embrace us again, 
And make us happy as nappy could be, 
By renewing the æra of mild s1xTY-THREE: 
And yet, like a cruel undutiful ſon, 
Who evil returns for the good 70 be done, 
irtecited odium on Britain to throw, 
printed ſome treaſon for PRILIT Freneav, 
Some damnable poems reflecting on GAE, 
The x1xG and his counciL, and writ with ſuch rage, 
So full of invective, and loaded with ſpleen, | 
So ſneeringly ſmart, and ſo helliſhly keen, 

That, at leaſt in the judgment of half our wiſe men, 

* ALtcTo herſelf put the nib to his pen. 

: III. 

| AT this time aroſe a certain king Sears, | 
Who made it his ſtudy to baniſh our fears : 

fe was, without doubt, a perſon of merit, 
Great knowledge, ſome wit, and abundance of ſpirit ; 
Could talk like a lawyer, and that without fee, 
And threaten'd perdition to all that drank TEA. 
Long ſermons did he againſt Scotchmen prepare, 
And drank like a German, and drove away care. 
Ah! don't you remember what a vigorous hand he put 
To drag off the great guns, and plague captain YVandeput.® 
That alert when the HERO (his patience worn out) | 
Put fire to his cannons and folks to the rout, 
And drew up his {hip with a ſpring on her cable, 
An gave us a ſecond confuſion of Babel, : 
And (what was more ei than /exrrilous language) | 
Pour'd on us a tempeſt of round /hot and langrage 5 
Scarce a hroadide was ended 'till another began again— 
B. jore! i: was nothing but Fire away Flannagan! f 
June thought him SALUTING his Sally's and Nancy's 
Ut te drove a rod (bot thro' the roof of Sam Francis 5 
Ihe town by his tiahes was fairly enlighten'd, | 
he woiner, niſcarry'd, the beaus were all frighten'd ; 
Captain of the Au man of war.t Auguft, 1775. 


4 


A cart At rast seng privateers men. A noted Inn-holder in New- Vork. 
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For my part, I hid in a cellar (as ſages 
And Chil 1 15 were wont in the primitive ages : 
Jus ce Propriet of od that was rapt to the fly, 
Lay ſung ja cave 'till the tempeſt went by, 
But, a, „on as the comforting ipirit had ſpoke, 
He rote and came out with his myſtical cloak): 
Ye. hardly could boaſt of a moment of ref, 
Ihe dogs were a-howling, the town was diſtreſt !— 
But vur terrors ſoon vaniſh'd, for ſuddenly Stars 
Renew'd our loſt courage and dry'd up our tears. 

Our memories, indeed, muſt have ſtrangely decay'd 
If we cannot remember what sr EECRHES he made, 
What handſome harangurs upon every occaſion, 
How he lah at the whim of a Britih Invaſon ! 

© P—x 'ike 'em, (ſaid he) do ye think they will come? 
If they ſhou'd—we have only to beat on our drum, 
And run up the flag of American freedom, 
« And people will er by miilions to bleed em! 
« What freeman need value ſuch blackguards as theſe ! 
« Let us fink in our channel ſome Chevaux de friſe— 
« And then let 'em come—and we'll ſhow 'em fair play 
«« Put they are not madmen—]1 tell you—not they!“ 


IV. 


From this very day *till the Britiſb came in, 
We liv'd, 1 may ſay, in the Deſert of Sin ;z— 
Such beating, and bruiling, and ſcratching, and tearing 5 
Such kicking, and cuiang, and curſing and ſctbearing. 
But wien hey advanc'd with their numerous fleet, 
And Was ix Gro made his noturnal retreat, “ 
(And which they permitted, | ſay, to their ſhame, 
Or elſc your NEW EMPIRE had been but a name) 
e towni{men, like women, of Britons in aread, 
Mi'cruited their menning, and fooliſhly fled ; 
Like tae reſt of the dunces I mounted my ſteed, 
Aan! galiop'd away with incredible ſpeed, 
T. Newark I hillened—baurt 64 and care 
Gui up on the crupher and fullyw'd me there 
ere | ſcarcely got fuel to keep myſelf warm, 
Aud ſcarcely found ſpirits to weather the flor ; 
And was quickly convinc'd I had little to do, 
(Alle Hhigs were in arms, and my readers were iow) 
de, after remaining one cold winter ſeaſon, 
And ſtuffiae my papers witli: ſomtrirg dike treaſon, 
And meeting misfürtanes and endle's diſaſters, 
A fo c'd co ſubmit to a hundred aero maſters, 
I thought it n re prudent to hold to the e 
And (after r-pentiag of wil! J had done, 
And curing my tolly and idle purſuits) 
Return a tiv, and hung up my boots. 


F ron winged, 
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V. 

As matters have gone, it was plainly a blunder, 
But hen I creed the Whigs mult knock under, 
And I always 2dhere to the tword that is longelt, 
And itick to the party that's like to be ſtrongeſt: 
That you have ſucceeded is merely a chance, 

I never once dreamt of the conduct of France 

If lliance with her you were promis'd—at leaft 

You ought to have ſhow'd me your sr AK in the eaſt, 
Not let me go off uninform'd as a beaſt. 

When your army I ſaw without ſtockings or ſhoes, 
Or victuals—or money, to pay them their dues, 
(Excepting your wretched Congreſſional paper, 
That ſtunk in my noſe like the ſnuff of a taper, 

A cart load of which for a dram might be ſpent all, 
That damnable bubble, the c Continental 

That 702% people ix at this wonderful crifis, 

With its mottoes and emblems, and cunning devices ; 
Which, bad as it was, you were forc'd to admire, 
And which was, in fact, the pillar of fire, 

To which you directed your wandering noſes, 

Like the Jews in the deſert conducted by Moses) 
When I ſaw them attended with famine and fear, 
Diſtreſs in their front, and Howe in their rear; 
When I ſaw them for debt inceſſantly dunn'd, 

Nor a ſhilling to pay them laid up in your fund; 
Your ploughs at a ſtand, and your ſhips run aſhore— 
Wen this was apparent (and need I fay more?) 

! »andled my cane, and I lot at my hat, 

and cry'd—* God have mercy on armies like that!“ 
took up my bottle, diſdaining to ſtay, 

And ſaid.—“ Here's a health to the Vicar of Bray,” 
And cock'd up my beaver, and—ftrutted away. 


VT. 


ASHAM'Dp of my conduct, I fneak'd into town, 
(Sia hours and a quarter the ſun had been down) 
lt was, I remember, a cold frofty night, 


And the ſtars in the firmament glitter'd as bright 
As if (to aſſume a poetical ſtile) 
Ol Valcan had give them a rub with his file, 


il! this curled night, I can honeſtiy ſay, 


11 neber before dreaded the dawn of the day; 
Neat a wolf or a fox that is caught in a trap 


der was fo aſham'd of his nightly miſhap— 
couldn't help thinking what ills might befal me, 
[What rebels and raſcals the Britiſh would call me, 
And now } might ſufer in credit and purſe, 
ino in my perſon, which ſtill had been worſe : 


* 
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At ':25th I refolv'd (as was ſurely my duty) 

1+. o advice to parſon AUCHMUTY : 

us Prin, who now hope is in glory, 

een 204, earth, and a ter ble tory, 

NU. LOCOPEE hu ielf, of ideas perpiext, 

Orac Could handle and torture a text, 

Wnen b 0ited with lies, thro' his trumpet he ſounded 

1 .- 4amnable tin of oppoſing a crown'd head) 

we a penitent inner, and dreading my fate, 

1. 142 g.ey of the morning 1 knock'd at his gate; 

(No go bu he was vex'd that I rous'd him fo ſoon, 

For his worchip was moſtly in blankets 'till noon) 
At lengch he approach'd in his ve/ftments of black— 

(Alas, my poor heart! it was then on the rack, 

Like 4 man in an ague or one to be zry'd ; 

I 'hook—and recauted, and flobber'd, and figh'd) 

His govn, of it ſeif, was amazingly big, 

Beides, he had on his canonical wig, 

And frown'd at a diſtance; but when he came near 

Look'd pleaſant and ſaid “ What, Hugh, are you here! 
« Your heart, I am certain, is herribly harden'd, 

* But if you confefi—your /in will be pardon'd ; 

In ſpite of my preachments, and all I could jay, 

« Like the * ſen, you wander'd away, 

Noro tell me, dear penitent, which is the beſt, 

5 To be wth the rebels, purſu'd and diſtreft, 

« Dewoid of all comfirt, all hopes of relief, 

Or elſe to be here, and partake the king's beef ? 
More people reſemble the jnake than the dove, 

&« And more are converted by terror thax leve- 

Lite a ſheep on the mountains, or rather a ſwint, 

« Fou wander'd anuay from the ninety and nines 

Co Awhile at the offers cf mer cy you Jſpurn'd, 

% But your error ou ſaw, and at length have return d: 

Our maſter will therefore conſider your caſe, 

« And reſtore you again .o favour and grace, 

« Great tigt ſhall ariſ fi om utter confuſion, 

« Hud rebels fall live to lament their delufion.”? 
© Ah, rebels! (ſaid I) they are rebels indeed— 

« Chaſtiſement, 1 hope, by the king is decreed : 


- 


« And baniſi'd his Prophets, and thrown down his altar. 
« And I—even [while J ventur'd to ſtay, 

«« They ſought for my life—to take it away! 

« | therefore propoſe to come under your wing, 

«« A foe to REBLLLION=—aA flave to the KING.“ 


VII. 


SUCH fo'emn conſeſſion in ſcriptural ſtyle, 
Work d out my ſalvauon, ai leaſt for a while; 


They have hung up his ſabpecte with bed-cords and halter-, 
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The parſon pronounc'd me deſerving of grace, 
And ſo hey reſtor'd me to Printing and Place. 


9 VIII. 3 
1 BUT days, ſuch as theſe, were too happy to laſt: 
The ſand of felicity ſettled too fai: ! 
When I ſwore and proteſted I honour'd the throne 
> The leaſt they could do was to let me alone: 
Though George I compar'd to an angel above, 
> They wanted ſome ſolider proofs of my love; 
And ſo they oblig'd me each morning to come 
And turn in the ranks at the beat of the drum, 
While often, too often (I tell it with pain) 
They menac'd my head with a hickory cane, 
While others, my betters, as much were _ 
But ſhame and confuſion ſhall cover the reſt. 

You, doubtleſs, will think I am dealing in fable 
When I tell you I guard an officer's tlable— 
With uſage like this my feelings are ſtung ; 
The next thing will be, I muſt heave out the dung 
Six hours 1n the day 1s duty too hard, 
And RivinGTon ſneers whene'er I mount guard, 
And laughs till his ſides are ready to ſplit 
With his jeſts, and his fatires, and ſayings of wit: 
Becauſe he's excus'd, on account of his poſt, 
He aannot go by without making his boaſt, 
As if I was all that is ſervile and mean— 
But fortune, perhaps, may alter the ſcene, 
Aad give him his turn to 1 the flreet, 
Burnt Braxdy ſapporting Bs radical heat | 
But what for the king or the cauſe has he done 
That we muſt be toiling while he can look on? 
Great conqueſts he gave them on paper—'tis true, 
When Howe was retreating, he made him purſue : 
Alack! its toe plain that Britons maſt fall 
When, loaded with laurel they go to the wall. 

From hence you may gueſs I do nothing but grieve, 
And where we are going I cannot conceive— 
The wiſeft among us a CHANGE are EE. 
It is not for nothing, theſe ſhips are co lecting; 
It is not for nothing, that Mar HE Ws, the mayor, 
And legions of T'cries, for ſailing prepare; 
It is not for nothing, that JN Cocnilt Kx Ar 
Ls ling his papers, and plugging his tap; 
See SKINNER himſelf, the fighting attorney, 
Is boiling potatoes to ſerve a long journey; 
But where they are going, or meaning to travel 
Would puzzle John Fauſtus, himſelf, to unravel ;— 
Perhaps to Penobſcot, to ſtarve in the barrens, 
Perhaps to St. John's, in the gulph of St. Lawrence; 
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Perhaps to New Scotland, to periſh with cold, 
Perhaps to Jamaica, like ſlaves to be ſold ; 
Where, ſcorch'd by the ſummer, all nature repines, 
Where Phœbus, great Phoebus, too glaringly ſhines, 
And herce from the zenith diverging his ray 
Diſtreſſes the iſle with a torrent of day. 

Since matters are thus, with proper ſabmiſſion 
Permit me to offer my humble PETITION; 
(Though the form is uncommon, and lawyers may ſncer, 
With truth I can tell you, the ſcribe is ſincere): 


IX. 


That, ſince it is plain we are going away, 
You will ſuffer Hugh Gaine unmoleſted to ſtay, 
His ſand is near run (life itſelf is a ſpan) 
So leave him to manage the beſt that he can: 
Whoe'er are his maſters, or monarchs, or regents, 
For the future he's ready to ſwear them aliegiance; 
The crown he will promiſe to hold in diſgrace: 
The BIBLE—allow him to tick in its place, 
"Till THAT, in due ſeaſon, you wiſh to put down, 
And bid him keep ſhop at the ſign of the crown. 
If the 'Turk with his turban ſhould ſet up at laſt here 
While he gives him protection, he'll own him his mafter, 
And yield due obedience (when Britain 1s gone) 
Though rul'd by the ſceptre of PxesBYTER John. 
My preſs, that has call'd you (as tyranny drove her) 
Rogues, rebels, and raſcals, a thouſand times over, 
Shall be at your ſervice by day and by night, 
To publiſh whate'er you think proper to write; 
Thoſe hes which have rais'd George the third to a level 
With angels—ſhall prove him as black as the devil, 
To 41M that contriv'd him, a ſhame and diſgrace, 
Nor bleſt with one virtue to honour his race! 
Who knows but, in time, I may riſe to be great, 
And have the good fortune to manage a STATE? 
Great noiſe among people great changes denotes, 
And I ſhall have money to purchaſe their votes 
The time is approaching, I'Il venture to ſay, 
When folks worle than me will come into play, | 
When your double fac'd people ſhall give themſelves airs, 
And Alu to take hold of the helm of affairs, 
While the honeſt bold s01.01&tR, that ſought your renown, 
Like a dog in the dirt, ſhall be cruſh'd and held down. | 
Of honours and profits allow me a ſhare! 
I frequently dream of a preſident's chair ! 
And viſions full often intrude on my brain, 
That for me to interpret, would rather be vain, 
Bleſt ſeaſons advance, when Britons ſnall find 
That they can be happy, and you can be kind, 
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When Rebels no longer at Traitors ſhall ſpurn, 
When ArNoLD himſelf ſhall in triumph return! 


X. 


But my paper informs me it's time to conclude; 
I fear my Addreſs has been rather too rude 
If it has—for my boidneſs your pardon I pray, 
And further, at pre tent, 8 not to ſay, 
Except that (for form's ſake) in te I remain ( 
Your humble Petiticner—honet—HUGH GN INE. 


| — 


ON THE 
DEPARTURE of the BRITISH 


From CHARLESTON : (Decems:s 14, 1752.5 


| IS triumphs of a moment done; 


His race of deſolation run, 
The Briton, yielding co his fears, 
To other thores wich ſorrow ſteers : 


To other ſhores—and coarſer cliraes 
He goes, reflecting on his crimes, 

His 3 oaths, a mur er'd Hayne, 
And blood of thouſands, ſpilt in vain. 


To Cooper's ſtream. advancing flow, 
A'>ley no longer tells his woe, 

No longer mourns his limpid flood 
Diſcolour'd deep with human blood. 


Lo! where thoſe ſocial ſtreams combine 

Again the friends of Freedom join; 

And, while they ſtray where once they bled, 

Rejoice to find their tyrants fled. my 


Since memory paints that diſmal day 
When Britiſh ſquadrons held the ſway, 
And circling cloſe on every de, 

By ſea and land retreat deny' d 


Shall the recall that mournfal ſc29-, 

And not the virtues of a GERNE RN 
Who great in war—in inge ir, 

Has won the day, ani c:oſt'4 their pride. 


Through barren waſtes an range lands 
Ile led his bold undauntcs b: 1. ; 


2 hͤ——ͤ 


** — —— - 
— — — — OO — — —_— 


248 POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 


Through ſickly climes his ſtandard bore 
Where never army march'd before : 


By fortitude, with patience join'd, 

('The virtues of a noble mind) 

ric ſpread, where'er our wars are known, 
His country's honour and his own. 


Like Hercules, his generous plan 
Was to redreſs the wrongs of men; 
Like him, accuſtom'd to ſubdue, 
He freed a world from monfeers too. 


Through every want and every ill 
We ſaw him perſevering ſtill, 

Through Autumn's damps and Summer's heat, 
Till his great purpoſe was complete. 


Like the bold eagle, from the ſkies 

That ſtoops, to ſeize his trembling: prize, 
He darted on the ſlaves of kings 

At Camden heights and Eutaw Springs. 


Ah! had our friends that led the fray 
Surviv'd the ruins of that day, 

We ſhould not damp our joy with pain, 
Nor, ſympathiſing, now complain. 


Strange! that of thoſe who nobly dare 
Death always claims ſo large a ſhare, 
That thoſe of virtue moſt refin'd 
Are ſooneſt to the grave conſign'd! 


But fame is theirs—and future days 

On pillar'd braſs ſhal! tell their praiſe ; 
Shall tell—when cold neglect is dead 

«« Theſe for their eountry fought and bled.” 


— nIrn—_ — —— — —— — — —— —⏑— Ʒ̊. 


rr. 


\ y ITH weſtern winds and flowing ſail. 
Jo theſe ſequeſter'd haunts we came 
Where blooming trees, and chryſtal ſtreams 
Adorn the ſweetly winding vale, 

Where from the Klee. grove we claim 
The tribute of poetic dreams. 


* Theſe ſimple ſcenes delight me more 
Than all the buſy town can ſhow : 
More pleaſure here Philanthus took, 
And more he priz'd this broken ſhore, 
His pen, his pencil, and his book 
Than all the groves Madeira bore. 


Here ſtill is ſeen a hermit's cell, 
Who, pleas'd the haunts of men to fly, 


PZ Enjoy'd his heaven beneath this ſhade! 


In mouldering caves thrice bleſt to dwell, 
He ſought not from the flowers that die 
* A verdure, that would never fade. 


To crowded courts and would-be kings, 
(Where fawning knaves are moſt careſs'd) 
Who would, tho? oft invited, go; 
While, here, ſo many charming things 
Buy Nature to perfection dreſs'd, 

Io pleaſe the man of ſcience, grow | 


| The native of this happy ſpot. 


DPD No cares of vain ambition haunt : 


Pleas'd with the partner of his neſt, 
Life lows—and when the dream is out 
Ihe earth, that once ſupplied each want, 

Receives him—fainting—to her breaſt. 


A 
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NE WS-MAN's ADDRESS. 


Accozpine to cuſtom, once more I appear 


With the verſe you expect at the dawn of the year: 
For at length we have got into EIGHTY AND THREE; 
And, in ſpite of proud Britain, are happy and free. 


If the times have been hard, and our commerce gone wrong 


We ſtill have been able to ſtruggle along. 


If ſome, through misfortunes, are flack in the purſe, 
It is not ſo bad but it might have been worſe. — 


Great things, the year paſt, were reveal'd to our eyes: 
The Dutch have confeſs'd us their friends and allies, 
And humbled the pride of our haughty invaders, 


«S%s 


By fighting their fleets and deſtroying their traders : 


— — 
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With their boaſts, and their brags, and their ſhouts of applauſe, 
It but ſav'd them from ruin—not ruin'd our cauſe. 


But leaving the weight of political cares 
To thoſe, who are plac'd at the helm of affairs, 
To the humours of fortune in all things reſign'd, 
I mean by my viſit to put you in Ring, 


That, as true as a clock, both early and late, 

With the news of the day I have knock'd at your gate, 
And gave you to know what the world was a doing, 
What Louis intended, or GEOROCE was a brewing. 


If ſometimes the papers were trifling and flat, 

An1 the news went againit us—i cou'du't help that; 

If parties were angry, and vented their ſpite, 

I bro't you their wranglings—not help'd them to write. 


I therefore preſume (and not without reaſon) 

You'll remember your NewsmMaAN, and think of the ſeaſon; 
The markets are hann, and the weather is cold; 

No party I 'erve, and no enſion I hold. 


We Hawkers are men, and have children and wives 
To comfoct our hearts, and to ſolace cur lives: 
But if | fay more, you'll think it is ſtuff; 

And, a word to the wiſe is, in reaſon, enough. 


. ü .. 
On THz BRITISH KING's 


55 


8 


Recommending Peace with the American States. 


(now ſick of war, and war's alarms, 
Good GEORGE has chang'd his note at laſt 
Conqueſt and Death have loft their charms ; 
He and his na jon ſtand aghaſt 

To ſee what Þorr.d length. they've gone, 
And what a brink they ſtand upon. | 


Old Bur and NorT+#! twin ſons of hell, 
If you advis'd him to retreat 

Before our hu: ed rhoutands fell 

And lay ſubmiihy - at his ieet ; 

Awake or:e more. his latent {lame 

And bid us cid to B. iian's CLAY, 
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4 The Macedonian wept and ſigh'd 
* Becauſe no other world was found 
Where he might glut his rage and pride, 
| The world that Sawny wiſh'd to view 
George fairly had—and loſt it too! 


, 


And by its ruin be renown 


Let jarring powers make war or peace, 


* Moniter!—no peace ſhall greet thy breaſts 


Oar murder'd friends ſhall never ceaſe 


To hover round and break your reſt ! 
The Furies ſhall your boſom tear, 


* Remorſe, diſtraction, and deſpair 
And hell, with all its fiends, be there! 


Curs'd be the ſhip that e'er ſets ſail 

Hence, freighted for thy odious ſhore ; 

May tempeſts o'er her Rrongth prevail, 

Deſtruction round her roar! 

May Nature all her aids deny, 

The ſun refuſe his light, 

The needle from its object fly, 

No ſtar appear by night ; 

Till the baſe pilot, conſcious of his crime, | 
Directs the prow to ſome more cayrisTian clime, 


Genius! that firſt our race deſign'd, 

To other kings impart 

The finer feelings af the mind, 

'The virtues of the heart; 

Whene'er the honours of a throne 

Fall to the bloody and the baſe, 

Like Britain's monſter, pull them down, 
Like his, be their diſgrace! 


Hibernia, ſeize each native right! 

Neptune, exclude him from the main; 

Like her that ſunk with all her freight, 

The Royal George, take all his fleet, 

And never let them riſe again : 

Confine him to his gloomy iſle, 

Let Scotland rule her half, 

Spare him to curſe his fate awhile, 

And WaiTEHEAD, * thou, to write his Epitaph.— 


{[1783,] 


At. chat time Poet Laurcat to the king of G. Britain. 
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MANHATTAN CITY: 


AK FECT TEK 


Fan miſtreſs of a warlike STATE, 
What crime of thine deſerves this fate? 
While other ports to Fate pom riſe, 
In thee that flame of honour dies. 


With wars and horrors overſpread, 

Seven years, and more, we fought and bled-: 
Seiz'd Britiſh hoſts and Heſſian bands, 

And all—to leave thee in their hands. 


While Britiſh tribes forſake our plains, 
In you, a ghaſtly herd remains : 

Muſt vipers to your halls repair ; 

Muſt poiſon taint that pureſt air? 


Ah! what a ſcene torments the eye: 

In thee, what putrid monſters lie ! 

What dirt, and mud, and mouldering walls, 
Burnt domes, dead dogs, and funerals ! 


Thoſe graſſy banks, where oft I ſtood, 
And fondly view'd the paſſing flood; 
There owls obſcene, that day-light ſhun, 
Pollute the waters, as they run. 


Thus in the eaſt—once Aſia's queen 
PaLMYRa's tottering towers are ſeen; _ 
While through her ſtreets the ſerpent feed, 
Thus ſhe puts on her mourning weed: ! 


Lo! SkxinnxER there for Scotia hails 
The ſweepings of Ceſarean jails : 
While, to receive the odious freight, 
A thouſand ſable tranſports wait. 


Had he been born in days of old 

When men with gods their 'ſquires enroll'd, 
Hermes had claim'd his aid above, 
Arch-quibbler in the courts of Jove. 


O chief, that wrangled at the bar 

Grown old in % furceſiful war ; 

What Erowds of miſcreants round you ſtand; 
What vagrants bow to thy command! 


Long, much too long in York reſide 
A race, that mortifies our pride 

A race, that all mankind defames, 
And Nov a-Scort1a only claims, 
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ARK glooms the day that ſees me leave this ſhare, 
o which fate whiſpers I muſt come no more: 
rom civil broils what dire diſaſters flow— 
*Thoſe broils condemn me to a land of woe 
Where barren pine trees ſhade the dreary ſteep, 
EFrown o'er the ſoil or murmur to the deep, 
Where ſullen fogs their heavy wings expand, 
And nine months winter chills the diſmal land! 
Coaid no kind ſtars have mark'd a different way, 
Stars, that preſided on my natal day ?— 
Way is not man endued with power to know 
Te ends and meanings of events below! 
Way did not heaven (all other ſenſe deny'd) 
Teich me to take tae true-born Bucksx1x fide, 
Show me the balance of the wavering fates 
And fortune ſmiling on theſe new-born STATEs ! 
= Friend of my heart my refuge and relief, 
Who help'd me on through ſeven long years of grief, 
& Whoſe better genius taught you to remain 
ln the ſoft quiet of your rural reign, 

= Who ſtill deſpis'd the Rebels and their cauſe, 
And, while you paid the taxes, damn'd their laws, 
And wil-l- flood ſpectator of the fray 
Nor trutted GrorGe, What er he choſe to ſay; 

| Thrice happy thou, who wore a double face, 

And as the balance turn'd, could each embrace; 
Too happy Jaxus! ad I fhar'd thy art, 
To ſpeak a language foreign to my heart, 
And ſtoop'd from pomp and dreams of regal ſtate 
To court the friendſhip of the ex I hate, 

Theſe firairs of woe had not been per a'd to-day, 
Nor | to foreign climes been forc'd away: 

Ah! Geoxce—that name provokes my keeneſt rage: 
Did he not ſwear, and promiſe, and engage 
His loyal ſons to nurture and defend, 

To be their Zod, their father, and their friend— 
Yet baſe.y quits us on a hoſtile coaſt | 

And leaves us wretched, where we need him moſf 
His was the part to promiſe and deceive, 

Ly him we wander and by him we prieve ;. 

Since the fr day, that theſe difentions grew 
Whe&43age to Boſton brought his blackguard crew; 
Amus'd with congseſts, henvurs, riches, fame, 
Pots, titles. earldoms—and a ieathleſe name, 
From place to place we urge our vagrant flight 
To follow ill theſg yapoaurs of the-aigat. 
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From town to town have run our various race, 
And acted all that's mean, and all that's baſe— 
Yes—from that day until this hour we roam, 
Vagrants forever from our native home ! 

And yet, perhaps, fate ſees the golden hour 
When happier hands ſhall cruſh rebellious power, 
When hoſtile tribes their plighted faith ſhall own 
And ſwear ſubjection to the Britiſh throne, 
When Gecrge the fourth ſhall their petitions ſpurn, 
And baniſh'd thouſands to their fields return. 

From dreams of conqueſt, worlds, and empires won, 
Britain awaking, mourns her ſetting ſun, 

No rays of joy her evening hour illume, 

*Tis one ſad chaos, one unmingled gloom ! 
Too ſoon ſhe ſinks unheeded to the grave, 

No eye to pity, and no hand to fave : 

What are her crimes that ſhe alone muſt bend ? 
Where are her hoſts to conquer and defend— 
Mult ſhe alone with theſe new regions part, 
Theſe realms that lay the neareſt to her heart. 
But ſoar'd at once to independent power, 

Not ſunk, like Scotland, in the trying hour? — 
See, ſlothful 5paniards golden empires keep, 
And rule vaſt realms beyond the Atlantic deep; 
Muſt ewe alone ſarrender half our reign, 

And they their empires and their worlds retain?— 
Britannia riſe—ſend JounsToNE to PEAu, 
Seize thy bold thunders and the war renew, 
Congue/t or ruin—one malt be thy doom, 
Strike—and ſecure a triumph or a tomb! 

But we, ſad outcaſts from our native reign, 
Drive: from theſe ſhores, a poor deluded train, 
In didant wilds, conducted by deſpair, 


Seek, vainly ſeek, a hiding place from care! 


Even now yon” tribes, the foremoſt of the band, 

Crowd to the ſhips and cover all the ſtrand, 

Forc'd from their friends, their country, and their Gon, 
J ſee the unhappy miſcreants leave the ſod! 

Matrons and men walk ſorrowing fide by fide, 

And virgin grief, and poverty, and pride; 

All, all with acting hearts prepare to fail, 

And late repentance, that has no avail ! 

While yet I ſtand on this forbidden ground 

EF koar tac death-bell of deſtruction ſound, 

Aud threatening hoſts, with vengeance on their brow, 
Cry «where are Britain's baſe adherents now?“ 
Thee, hot for vengeance, by reſentment led, 

Blame on our hearts the failings of the head; - 
To us no peace, no favours they extend, 

Their rage no bounds, their hatred knows no end; 
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In one firm league I ſee them all combin'd, 
we. like the dainn'd, can no forgiveneſs find 
As ſoon might Satan from perdition riſe, 
And tne loſt angels gain their vaniſh'd ſkies, 
As malice ceaie in their dark ſouls to burn, 
Or we, once fled, be ſuffer'd to return. 
Curs'd be the uxiow that was form'd with France, 
I ſee their /i//ie;, and the fars, advance! 
Did they not turn our tri»mphs to retreats, 
And prove our CONQUESTS nothing but oETEATS2— 
My heart miſgives me, as their chiefs draw near, 
PS I fee the influence of all-potent fear: 
Henceforth mult I, abandon'd and diſtreſt, 
Kock at the door of pride, a beggar gueſt, 
Au learn from „ears of miſery and pain 
Not to oppoſe fair Freedom's cauſe again !— 
Ine truth is clear from Nature, conftant ſtill, 
Kas not worlds, or empires, at their will ;— 
0 N +: r-bers thev, who native Heedum claim, 
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Bar great the tk, eſiſtance to controul 

We, genuine VIRTUE fires the ſtubborn ſoul ; 

W112 wicike bee, in Lybian deerts plac'd 0 
Io reign the meer of the ſun burnt waſte, 

Nat tame y yields to wear a ſervile chain: 
Force miy attempt it, and attempt in vain 
Neun and but, V% native valtur led: 
WH; groveeſt tri es we proud invader dead, 

B. fore nor Fraud from: Freedom®s charms beguiP 4, 

lle roions ſecure the monarch of the wild, 
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| RIVING TON's CONFESSIONS. 
f Addreſſed to the WAHIGS of NEN-VORx. 
= 


N Loxc life and low ſpirits were never my choice, 
As long as | live I intend to rejoice; 
| When life is worn out, and no wine's to be had, 

is time enough then to be ſerious and ſad. 


"Tis time enough then to reflect and repent 

When our liquor is gone, and our money is ſpent, 
But I cannot endure what is practis'd by ſome 
This anticipating of miſchief to come 
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A debt muſt be paid, I am ſorry to ſay, 

Alike, in their turns, by the grave and the gay. 
And due to a deſpot that none can deceive 
Who grants us no reſpite and ſigns no reprieve. 


Thrice happy is he that from care can retreat, 
And its plagues and vexations put under his feet; 
Blow the ſtorm as it may, he is always in trim, 
And the ſun's in the zenith forever to him. 


Since the world then, in earneſt, is nothing but care, 
(And the world will allow I have alſo my ſhare) 
Yet, toſs'd as I am in the ſtormy expanſe, 

The beſt way, I find, is to leave it to chance. 


Look round, if you pleaſe, and furvey the wide ball 
And caance, you will find, has direction of all: 
"Twas owing to chance that I firſt ſaw the light, 

And chance may deſtroy me before it is night 


"Twas a chance, a mere chance, that your arms gain'd the day, 
"Twas a chance that the Britons ſo ſoon went away, 

To chance by their leaders the nation is caſt 

And chance to perdition will ſend them at laſt. 


Now becauſe I remain when the puppies are gone 

You would willingly ſee me hang'd, quarter'd „ and drawn, 
Though I think I have logic ſufficient to prove 

That the chance of my ſtay—1s a proof of my love. 


For deeds of deſtruction fome hundreds are ripe, 

But the worſt of my foes are your lads of the type: 
Becauſe they have nothing to put on their ſhelves 
They are ſtriving to make me as poor as themſelves. 


There's Lou bon, and KoiLock, thoſe ſtrong bulls of-Baſhan, 
Are ſtriving to hook me away from my ſtation, 

And Hor, all at once, is as wonderful great 

As if none but himſelf was to print for the STATE. 
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Ye all are convinc'd I'd a right to expect 

That a ſinner returning you would not rejedt— 
Quite fick of the ſcarlet and flaves of the throne, 
"His now at your option to make me your own. 


Suppoſe I had gone with the Tories and rabble, 
To ſtarve or be drown'd on the ſhoa!s of cape Sable, 
I had ſuffer'd, 'tis truc—but I'll have you to know, 
You nothing had gain'd by my trouble and woe. 


You ſay that with grief and dejection of heart 
i pa6k'd up my aw]s, with a view to depart, 
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That my ſhelves were diſmantied, my cellars unſtor'd, 
My boxes affoat, and my hampers on board: 


And hence you infer {I am ſure without reaſon) 

That a 4 you poiie(s to entangle my weazon 

Yet your barns I ne'er burnt, nor your blood have I ſpilt, 
And my terror alone was no proof of my guilt. 


The charge may be true—for I found it in vain 
To lean on a ſtaff that was broken in twain, 

And ere I had gone at Port Roſeway to fix, 

I had choſe to ſell drams on the ſouth fide of Styx. 


I confeſs, that, with ſhame and contrition oppreſt, 
[ ſign'd an agreement to go with the ret, 

But ere they weigh'd anchor to ſail their laſt trip, 
I ſaw they were vermin, and gave them the ſlip: 


Now, why you ſhould call me the worſt man alive, 
On the word of a convert, I cannot comtrive, ' 
Though turn'd a plain honeſt republican, ſtill 

You own me no proſelyte, do what I will. 


My paper is alter'd good people, don't fret; 

I call it no longer the Royar GAEZET TE. 

| To me a great monarch has loſt all his charms, 

I have pull'd down his Liox, and trampled his Ax Ms. 


While fate was propitious, I thought they might ſtand, 


{You know I was zealous for George's command) 
But fince he diſgrac'd it, and left us behind, 
If I thought him an angel I've alter'd my mind. 


On thie-very ſame day that his army went hence 

I ceay'd to tell lies for the ſake of his pence; 

And what was the reaſon ?—the true one is beſt 
1 worſhip no ſuns when they hang to the weſt: | 


In this I reſemble a Turk or a Moor, 

Bright Phoebus aſcending, I proſtrate adore ; 
And, therefore, excuſe me for printing ſome lays, 
An ode or a ſonnet in Waſhington's praiſe. 


Mis prudence, and caution has ſav'd.your dominionsy 
This chief of all chiefs, and the pride of Virginians! 
And when he is gon: I pronounce it with patg— 
Ve ſcarcely hall meet with his equal again. 


Old Plato aferted that life is a dream 

And man but a ſhadow, a cloud, or a ſtream ; 

By which it is plain he intended to ſay 

That man, like a ſhadow, muſt vaniſh aways 
K | 
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If this be the fact, in relation to man, 

And if each one is ſtriving to get what he can, 
I hope, while I live, you will all think it beſt, 
To allow me to buſtle along with the reſt. 


A view of my life, though ſome pare might be ſolemg, 
Would make, on the whole, a ridiculous volume : 


In the life that's hereafter (to ſpeak with ſubmiſſion} 


J hope I ſhall publiſh a better edition: 


Even ſwine you permit to ſubſiſt in the ftreet;— 
You pity a dog that lies down to be beat— _ 
Then forget what is paſt, for the year's at a cloſe— 
And men of my age have ſome need of repoſe. 


. 
BUT as to the Tories that yet may remain, 
ey ſcarcely need give you a moment of pain: 
What dare they attempt when their maſters are fled z—» 
When the ſoul is departed, whe wars with the dead ? 


On the waves of the Styx had they rode quarantine, 
They could not have look'd more infernally lean 

han the day, when repenting, diſmay'd and dittreſt, 
Like the doves to their windows, they ſtuck to their neſt. 


Poor ſouls ! for the love of the king and-his nation. 
They have had their full quota of mortification z 
Wherever they fought, or whatever they won 

The dream's at an end—the deluſion is done. 


The TeMpLe you rais'd.was ſo wonderful large 

Not one of them thought you could anſwer the charge, 
It ſeem'd a mere caſtle conſtructed. of vapour, | 
Surrounded with gibbets, and founded on PpArER. 


On the baſis of freedom you built it too ſtrong ! 

And CarLETON confeſs'd, when you held it ſo long, 
That if any thing human the fabric could ſhatter, 
The Royal GazisTTs mult accompliſh the matter. 


An engine like that, in ſuch hands as my own 

Had ſhaken king Cupjos“ himſelf from his throne, 
In another rebellion had. ruin'd the Scot, . 
While the Pope and Pretender had both gone to pat. 


If you flood my attacks, I have nothing to ſay— | 
I tought, Tike the Swiſs, for the ſake of my pay ; 
But while J was proving your fabric unſound 

Our veſſel 27/'d ay, and we all went aground. 


* The bete king in June; whom the Engliſh declared Independent in 1750 
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Tuus ended in ruin what madneſs begun, 

And thus was our nation diſgrac'd and undone, 
Renown'd as we were, and the lords of the deep, 
If our outlet was folly, our exit was ſleep. 


Ly 


A dominion like Ta1s, that ſome millions had coft ! 
The king might have wept when he ſaw it was loſt 
This jewel—whoſe value I cannot deſcribe; _. 

This pearl—that was richer than all his Dutch tribe. 


When the war came upon us, you very we'l knew 

My income was ſmall and my riches were few— 

If your money was ſcarce, and your proſpects were bad, 
Why hinder me printing for people that had ? 


Twou'd have pleas'd you, no doubt, had I gone with a few ſetts 


= Of books, to exiſt in your cold Maſſathuſetts ; 


Or to wander at Neavart, like ill fated Hucn, 


Not a ſhirt to my back, or à ſoal to my ſhoe: 


Now, if we miſtook (as we did, it is plain) 
Our error was owing to wicked Hun Gains, 
For he gave ſuch accounts of your ſtarving and ftrife 


| As prov'd that his pictures were drawn from the life. 


© The part that I ated, by ſome men of ſenſe 
Was wrongfully held to be malice propenſe, 
When to . 


One principle ruPd me—a paſſion for gain. 


| the world elſe it was perfectly plain, 


| You pretend I have ſuffer d no loſs in the cauſe, 


And have, therefore, no right to partake of your laws >< 
dome people love talking—l find to my coſt, 
too am a loſer—my PENSION is loſt! 2 


Nay, did not your printers repeatedly ſtoop 

To deſcant and reflect on my rox TADLE soũ ͤ r 

At me have your porcupines darted the quill, 

You have plunder'd my Office and publiſh'd my ill. 


| Aeſly'd upon miſchief, you held it no erime 
To teal my Reflections, and print them in rhyme, 
| When all the town knew (and a number confeſs'd) 


That papers, like theſe, were no cauſe of arreſt, 


| You never confider'd my ſtruggles and ſtrife; ; 


That u lot is to toil and to worry through liſe; 
My windows you broke not a pane did you ſpare— 


n My toaſe you have mads a mere old mar of var. 


Aud 2! von infiſt I've no right to complaip! 
Indeed if I do, I'm afraid it's in vain— 
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Yet am willing to hope you're too learnedly read 
'To hang up a printer for being miſled. 


If this be your aim, I mnſt think of a flight 

In leſs than a month I muſt bid you good night, 
And hurry away to that whelp-ridden ſhore 

Where CLinTox and CARLETON retreated before, 


From ſigns in the ſky, and from tokens on land 
I'm inclin'd to ſuſpe& my departure's at hand: 
Old Argo“ the ſhip,—in & peep at her ſtar, 

I found they were icraping her bottom for Tax : 


For many nights pat, as the houſe can atteſt, 
A boy with a feather-bed troubled my reſt; 

My ſhop, the laft evening, ſeem'd all in a blaze, 

And a HIN crow'd at midnight, my waiting man ſays; 


Even then, as I lay with ſtrange whims in my head, 
A ghoſt hove in fight, not a yard from my bed, 

It ſeem'd General RontrTSON, brawh array'd,, _. 
But I graſp'd at the ſubſtance, and found him a ſhade! 


He appear'd as of old, when head of the throng, 

And loaded with laurels, he waddled along— 

He ſeem'd at the foot of my beditead to ſtand ; 
And cry'd—< Jamie Rivington, reach me your hand: 


« And Jamie, (ſaid he) I am ſorry to find 

« Some demon advis'd you to loiter behind ; 

« The country is hoſtile—you had better get off it, 

«« Here's nothing but ſquabbles, all plague, and no profit! 


= 


« Since the day that Sir William came here with his throug 
Ale manag'd 8 ſo, that they always went wrong; 

« And tho' for his knighthood, he kept MeschIANZA, 

„ think he was nothing but mere Sancho Panza; 


That famous conductor of moon-light retreats, 

©« Sir HARRY, came next with his armies and fleets, 
«« Bnt, finding e Rebels avere dying and dead, 
He grounded his arms and retreated—to bed.“ 


© Other luck we had once at the battle of Boyne! .: 
„But ert they have ruin'd earl Charles and Burgeyne, 
„Here brave coonel Menctten was thrown on his baclz; 
« And here lies poor Aadre / the beſt of the pack,” 


So ſaying, he flitted away in a trice, 
Jaſt adding.“ he hop'd L would take his advice! 


* .4 touth rn Cenſtellazion conſiſting of 24 ſt ars. 
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Which I ſurely ſhall do, if you puſh me too hard— 
And ſo I remain, with eternal regard, 


aus RIVIN STO, Printer, of late to the king 
— now a republican—under your wing £ 
Let him ſtand where he is—don't puſh him down hill, 
And he'll turn a true Blue-Skin, or juſt what you will. 
December 31, 1783. 
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AMERICAN SIBERIA. 


2 


* HEN Jove from darkneſs ſmote the ſun, 
And Nature earth from chaos won, 95 
One part ſhe left a barren waſte 


By ſtormy ſeas and fogs embrac'd. 


Jove ſaw her vile negleQ, and cry'd, 

« What madneſs did your faney guide 
Why have you left ſo large a ſpace 

With winter brooding o'er its face? 


Nao trees of ſtately growth aſcend, 


Eternal fogs their wings expand 
My favorite—man—TI place not there, 
But ſpirits of a darker ſphere. 


If Nature's ſelf neglects her trade 
What ſtrange confuſion will be made: 
Such climes as theſe I doom'd to fall 
On Saturn's cold, unſocial ball: 


But ſuch a blemiſh, here, to ſee 

How can it elſe but anger me ? 

Where chilling winds Redo freeze, 
What fool will fix on lands like theſe ??? 


Nature, abaſh'd, thus made reply: 
When earth I form'd, I don't deny, 
Some parts I portion'd out for pain, 
Hard ſtorms, dull ſkies, and—little gain. 


Mankind are form'd with different ſouls ; 
Some will be ſuited near the poles, 
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Some pleas'd beneath the ſcorching line, 
And, ſome, New Scotland, will be thine. 


Vet, in due time, my plaſtic hand 

Shall mould it o'er, if you command: 

By you I a&—if you ſtand ftill  _ 
The world comes tumbling down the hill!“ 


Untonch'd—/{/aid Jove )—remain the place} 
In days to come Ill form a race, | 
Born to betray their country's cauſe, 

And aid an alien monarch's laws. 


When traitors to their country die, 
To lands, like this, their phantoms fly ; 
But when the brave by death decay 
'The mind explores a different way. 


Then, Nature, hold your aiding hand- 
Let fogs and tempeſts chill the land; 
While this degenerate work of thing 
To knaues and knaffacks I reſign. 


OccasloNED BY 


General WASHING TO 


Arrival in PK1LAaDELPH1A, on his way to his Reſidence in 


VIRCIR IA (December, 1783.) | 


| HE great, unequal conflict paſt, 
The Briton baniſh'd from our ſhore, 
Peace, heaven-deſcended, comes at laſt, 
And hoſtile nations rage no more; | 
From fields of death the weary ſwain 
Returning, ſeeks his native plain. 


In every vale ſhe ſmiles ſerene, 

Freedom's bright ſtars more radiant riſe, 
New charms ſhe adds to every ſcene, 
Her brighter ſun illumes our ſkies ; 
9. realms admiring ſtand, 

And hail the Llero of our land: 


He comes !—the Genius of theſe lands 
Fame's thouſand tongues his worth confels, 
Who conquer'd with his ſuffering bands, 
And grew immortal by diſtreſs; 
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Thus calms ſucceed the ſtormy blaſt, 
And valour is repaid at laſt. 


O Wazsnincron !—thrice glorious name; 
What due rewards can man decree— 
Empires are far below thy aim, | 
And ſceptres have no charms for thee; 
Virtze alone has your regard, 

And ſhe muſt be your great reward. 


Encircled by extorted power, 
Monarchs muſt envy thy Retreat 

#ho caſt, in ſome ill fated hour, 

Their country's freedom at their feet ; 


= ?Twas yours to act a nobler part 
For injur'd Freedom had your heart. 


For ravag'd realms and conquer'd ſeas 


Rome gave the great imperial prize, 


And, ſwell'd with pride, for feats like theſe, _ 


Transferr'd her heroes to the ſkies :— 
A brighter ſcene your deeds diſplay, 
You gain thoſe heights a different way. 


When Faction rear'd her briſtly head, 


And join'd with tyrants to deſtroy, 


Where'er you march'd the monſter fled, 
Timorous her arrows to employ: 

Hoſts catch'd from you a bolder flame, 
And deſpots trembled at your name. 


Fre war's dread horrors ceas'd to reign, 
What leader could your place ſupply—? 
Chiefs crowded to the embattled plain, 
Prepar'd to conquer or to die— * 


? Heroes aroſe—but none, like you, 


Could ſave our lives and freedom too. 


In ſwelling verſe let kings be read, 
And princes ſhine in poliſh'd proſe; 
Without ſuch aid your triumphs ſpread 
Where'er the convex ocean flows, 

To Indian worlds by ſeas embrac'd, 
And Tartar, tyrant of the wafle. 
Throughout the eaſt you gain applauſe, + 
And ſoon the Old World, taught by you, 
Shall bluſh to own her barbarous laws, 
Shall learn inſtruction from the 'New : 
Monarchs ſhall hear the humble plea, 

or urge too far the proud decree. 


— — - * 1 — —— 
"iv * 
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wo 


Deſpiſing pomp and vain parade, : 
At home you ſtay, while France and Spais 
The ſecret, ardent wiſh convey'd, 

And hail'd you to their ſhores in vain: 

In Verner's groves you ſhun the throne, 
Admir'd by kings, but ſeen by none. 


Your fame, thus ſpread to diſtant lands, 
May envy's fierceſt blaſts endure, 

Like Egypt's pyramids it ſtands, 

Built on a baſis more ſecure; 

Time's lateſt age ſhall own in you 
The patriot and the ſtateſman too. 


Now hurrying from the buſy ſcene, 

Where thy Potowmack's waters flow, 

May'ſt thou enjoy thy rural reign, 

And every earthly bleſſing know; 

Thus HE, who Rome's proud legions {way'd, 
Return'd, and ſought his ſylvan ihade. 


Not leſs in wiſdom than in war 
Freedom fhall ftill employ your mind, 
Slavery ſhall vaniſh, wide and far; 
»Till not a trace is left behind; 
Your counſels not beſtow'd in vain, 
Shall ſtill protect this infant reign. 


So, when the begs, all-cheering ſun 
From our eontracted view retires, 
Though folly deems his race is run, 
On other worlds he lights his fires: 
Cold climes beneath his influence glow, 
And frozen rivers learn to flow. 


O ſay, thou great, exalted name 
What Muſe can boaſt of equal lays, 
1 Thy worth diſdains all vulgar fame, 
Tranſcends the nobleſt peect's praiſe : 
Art ſoars, unequal to the flight, 
And genius ſickens at the height. 


1 

*. 
3 My 
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For States redeem'd—our weſtern reign 
Reſtor'd by thee to milder ſway, 
Thy conſcious glory ſhall remain 
When this great globe is ſwept away, 
And all is loſt that pride admires, 
| And all the pageant ſcone Expires. 
# Cincinnatus. 
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POXNS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


A. 
NEWS-MAN's ADDRESS 


* yy f 1 5 * * 
rr ; 


i W war tempeſts gloom'd the by-paſt year— 
What diſmal proſpects then aroſe ! 
F Scarce at your doors I dar'd appear, 
So many were our ge and woes: 
But time at length has chang'd the ſcene 
Our proſpects, now, are more ſerene, 


. 


Bad news we brought you every day, 
| Your ſeamen ſlain, your ſhips on ſhore, 
The army fretting for their pay— 
* ('Twas well they had not fretted more !) 
= *Twas wrong indeed to wear out ſhoes, 
To bring you nothing but bad news. 


No let's be joyful for the change 
The folks that guard the Engliſb throne 
= Have given us ample room to range, 
And more, perhaps, than was their own; 
To weltern lakes they ſtretch our bounds, 
And yield the Indian hunting grounds. 


But pray read on another year, 

Remain the humble newſman's friend; 
And he'll engage to let you hear 

What Europe princes next intend, 
Even now their brains are all at work 
To rouſe the Raſſan an the Turk. 


Well—if they fight, then fight they muſt, 
They are a ſtrange contentious breed ; 

One good effect will be, I truſt, | 
The more are kill'd, the more you'll read; 
For paſt experience clearly ſhews, 

That WRANGLING 7s the LIFE of NBWS. 


Yan. 1, 1784. 
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THE 


TRIUMPHAL ARCH | 


| OWARD the ſkies 
What columns riſe 
In Roman Ryle, profuſely great! 
What lamps aſcend, b 
W hat arches bend, 8 
And ſwell with more than Roman ſtate! 
4 o'er the central arch diſplay d, 
Old Janus ſhuts his temple door, 
And ſhackles war in darkeſt ſhade— 
Saturnian times in view once more. 


Pride of the human race, behold 

In Gallia's prince the virtues glow, | 
Whoſe conduct prov'd, whoſo goodneſs tolg 
That kings can feel for human woe. 

'T hrice happy Frence, in Louis bleſt, 
Thy genius droops her head no more; 

In the calm virtues of the mind | 
Equal to him no Titus ſhin'd — - 

No Trajan—whom mankind adore. 


Another ſcene too ſoon diſplays! 

Griefs have their ſhare, and claim their part; 
They monuments to ruin raiſe, | 
And ſhed keen anguiſh o'er the heart : 
Thoſe heroes that in battle fell 

Demand a ſympathetic tear, 

Who fought, our tyrants to repell— 
Memory preſerves their laurels here. 

In vernal ſkies 
Thus tempeſts riſe, 
And cents obſcure the brighteſt ſun— 
Few wreathes are gain'd | 
With blood unſtain'd— 

No honours without ruin won. 


The arms of France three lillies mark 
In honour's dome with theſe enroil'd 

The plough, the ſheaf, the gliding barque 
The riches of our State unfold. 


Ally'd in heaven, a ſun and ſtars 

Friendſhip and peace with France declare 
The &ranch ſucceeds the ſpear of Mars, 
Commerce repairs the waſtes of war ; 

In ties of conco;d ancient foes engage, 
Proving the day-ſpring of a brighter age 
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hefe STATES defended by the brave, 
Their military trophies, ſee ! 
Ihe virtue that of old did fave 
hall ſtill maintain them, great and 8 
Arts ſhall pervade the weſtern wild, 
And ſavage hearts become more mild, 


Pt ſcience proud, the ſource of ſway, 

o! emblematic figures ſhine; 

The arts their kindred forms diſplay, 

anners to ſoften and refine : | 

N ſtately Tree to heav'n its ſummit ſends, | 
And cluiter'd fruit from thirteen boughs depends. 


With laurel crown'd 
A chief renown'd | 
His country ſav'd) his faulchion ſheathes; 
Neglects his ſpoils 
For rural toils, | a 
and crowns his plough with laurel wreatkhs— 
While we this Roman chief ſurvey, 
What apt reſemblance ſtrikes the eye! 
'hoſe 2 to the ſoul convey 
A WasHINGTON, in fame, as 2 
Whoſe prudent, perſevering mind 
Patience with manly courage join'd, 
And when diſgrace and death were near, 
WLook'd through the dark diſtreſſing ſhade, 
Struck hoſtile Britons with unwonted fear, 
And blaſted their beſt hopes, and pride in ruin laid! 


Victorious Virtue! aid me to purſus 
The tributary verſe, to triumphs due 
Behold the peaſant leave his lowly ſhed, 
here tufted foreſts round him grow ;— 
Though clouds the dark ſæy overſpread, 
War's dreadful art his arm eſſays, 
He meets the hoſtile cannon's blaze, 

And pours redoubled vengeance on the foe. 


- WESC 


» 


Born to prote and guard our native land, 
ictorious Virtue ! ſtill preſerve us free; 
_ PL:xTY—gay child of peace, thy horn expand, 
And, Coxcor, teach us to agree! | | 
May every virtue that adorns the ſoul 
Be here advanc'd to heights unknown before ; 
Pacific ages in ſucceſſion roll 
Till Nature blots the ſcene, 
10s reſumes her reign p 
nd heaven with pleaſure views its works no more. 


PII ADbEIAHI A May 10. 1234 
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SCANDINAVIAN WAR SONG.“ 
BALDERI patris ſcamna | 


Parata ſeio in axla : 

Bibemus Cerevifiam 

Ex concavis crateribus crantorum. 
Non gemit wir fortis contra mortem 


Magnifict in ODI NI domibus ; Cc. 
[TRANSLATION, 


Baur deeds atchiev'd, at death's approach I ſmile; 
In Balder's hall I ſee the table ſpread, 

The enlivening ALE ſhall naw reward my toil, 

Quaff'd from their ſculls, that by my faulchion bled. 


Heroes no more at death's approach ſhall groan : 
In lofty Ov1s's dome all ſighs forbear— 
Conſcious of bloody deeds, my fearleſs ſoul 
Mounts to great Opin'st hall, and revels there. 


* Compoſed (ith a great deal mere) by one of the <varrior ehirf1 of 
the Scandinavians, mare than $00 years age, a few beurs before |; 
expired, 


+ Odin (or Woden) one of the war-geds ef the ancient Saxons: Balder wy 
the ſon of Odin. G l 


MARS and VENUS. 


A Nymph, the pride of all the plain, 
In beauty's charms excell'd by none, 

By Tüv as is lov'd, a gallant ſwain, 
Would not a mutual paſſion own, 

Nor yield to him her hand (the ſaid) 
Till he forſook the ſoldier's trade. 


Theſ: cams, and arums, and martial arts, 
In me (ſhe cry'd) no pleaſure move 5 

No arms I prize but Cupid's darts ; 
And what has car to ds with love? 
Re, e& ſuch dangerous arts as theſe, 

And take me, Thyr/is, when you pleaJe. 


«© What have I done {the youth rejoin'd) 
That you thould thus our trade deſpiſe ; 
Venus, of old, to Naks was kind, 
Who gain'd her favors in the ics; 

A ſoldlier's glory is to dare 

Alt danger and to guard the fair. 


4 
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| in peace, devoted to Fare charms, 
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When ſent to rove ſome foreign waſte 
O'er moantains marching, bleak and cold, 
We cheerful to the combat haſte, 

In honour's brilliant band enroll'd— 


Even there, when wrapt in froſt and ſnow, 
Even there, ſweet girl, I dream of you, 


Since thus, when call'd to war's alarms, 
For abſent nymphs our boſoms burn; 1 


Ah! let me find a juſt return: 
Believe me, Fortune ne'er can 
A ſoldier and a generous heart.“ 


| While thus he urg'd his moving ſtrain, 


She, conſcious what his language meant, 


No _ ſported with his pain, 


But, ſighing, ſweetly ſmil'd conſent.— 
What Vawus but on Mans will abr, 
What influence has—a captain's coat ! 


gonmmammommmmuw——__—_________—_—_—_____—__ 


PEWTER PL ATTER ALLEY.* 


ROM Chriſt-Church graves, acroſs the ways 
A diſmal, horrid place is found, 

Where ruſhing winds exert their ſway, 

And Greenland winter chills the ground: 

No bloſſoms there are ſeen to bloom, 

No ſun pervades the dreary gloom | 


The people of that ſtormy place 

In penance for ſome antient crime 

Are held in a too narrow ſpace, 

Like thoſe beyond the bounds of time, 
Who darken'd ſtill, perceive no day, 
While ſeaſons waſte, and moons decay. 


Cold as the ſhade that wraps them round, 

This icy region prompts our fear; 

And he who treads this frozen ground 

Shall curſe the chance that brought him here 
The ſlippery maſs prediQs his fate, 

A broken arm, a wounded pate. 


When Auguſt ſheds his ſultry beam; 

May Celia never find this place, 

Nor ſee, upon the clouded ſtream, 

The fading ſummer in her face; 
* in Pu: CAT 
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And may I ne'er diſcover there 
The grey that mingles with my hair. 


The watchman ſad, whoſe drowſy call 
Proclaims the hour forever fled, 

Avoids this path to Pluto's hall; 
For who would with to wake the dead. 
Still let them ſleep—it is no crime— 
They pay no tax to know the time. 


No coaches hence, in glittering pride, 
Convey their freight to take the air, 

No gods nor heroes here reſide, 

Nor powder'd beau, nor lady fair 

All, all to warmer regions flee, 

And leave theſe glooms to Towne® and me. 


* BENJAMIN Townr, late Printer of the EVXNIN S Pogp. 


THE 


VVV 


Hoary the man who, ſafe on ſhore, 
ow trims, at home, his evening fire; 
Unmov'd, he hears the tempeſts roar, 
That on the tufted groves expire: 
Alas! on us they doubly fall, | 
Our feeble barque mult bear them all. 


Now to their haunts the birds retreats 

The ſquirrel ſeeks his hollow tree, 

Wolves in their ſhaded caverns meet, 

All, all are bleſt but wretched we— | 
Foredoom'd a ſtranger to repoſe, | | TY 
No reſt the unſettled ocean knows. PBs 


While o'er the dark abyſse we roam, | 
Perhaps, whate'er the pilots ſay, 5 5 
We ſaw the ſun deſcend in gloom, * 8 

No more to ſee his riſing ray, 

But buried low, by lar woo deep, R 
On coral beds, unpitied, fleep! 5 


But what a ſtrange, uncoaſted ſtranc 
Js that, where fate permits no day 
No charts have we to mark that land, 
No compals to direct that way— 


tar the gaſt sad of Jamaica, July 30, 3784; 
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What pilot ſhall explore that realm, 
What 10 CorumMapus take the helm! 


While death and darkneſs both ſurround, 
And tempeſts rage with lawleſs power, 
Of friendihip's voice I hear no found, 
No comfort ip this dreadful hour— 
What friendſuip can in tempeſts be, 
What comfort on this troubled ſea? 


The barque, accuſtom'd to obey, 

No more the trembling pilots guide: 
Alene ſhe gropes her trackleſs way, 
While mountains burſt on either ſide 
Thus, fill and ſcience both muſt fall; 
And ruin 1s the lot of all. 


F a 
Ox Tas DEATH oe a 


REPUBLICAN PATRIOT & 9 LATESMAN, 


Goon to the grave deſcends each honour'd name 

That rais'd their country to this blaze of fame: 

Sages, that plann'd, and chiefs that led the way 

To Freedom's temple, all too ſoon decay, 

Alike ſubmic to one impartial doom, 

Their glories cloſing in perpetual gloom, 

Like the bright ſplendours of the evening, fade, 

While night advances, to complete the ſhade. 
Reb, 'tis for thee we ſhed the unpurchas'd tear, 

Bend o'er thy to nb, and plant our laurels there: 

Your acts, your life, the nobleſt pile tranſcend, + 

And Virtue, patrigt Virtue, mourns her friend, 

Cone to thoſe realms, where worth may claim regard, 

And gone where virtue meets her beſt reward. s 
No fingle art engag'd his vigorous mind, 

In every ſcene his active genius ſhin'd ; 

Nature in him, in houour te our age, 

At once compos'd the ſoldier and the ſage. 

Firm to bis purpoſe, vigilant and bold, 

Deteſting traitors, and deſpiſing gold, 

He ſcorn'd all bribes from Britain's ho tile thrag®s. 

For all his country's wrongs he hold his own. 
R880, reſt in peace: for time's impartial page 

Sill rai the blu e this uagratesl age: | 

Long in Hoſe cons n une Mall flourlch fairs 

The ſtatoſtaau's paitire cal ths poet's re 

$. po ngr ſuch Read. 
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Long in theſe climes thy memory ſhall remain, 
And ſtill new tributes from new ages gain, 
Fair to the eye that injur'd honour riſe— 
Nor traitors triumph while the patriot dies. 


1 


i A 044 


] HE reign of old Saturn is highly renown'd 
For many fine things that no longer are found, 
Trees always in bloſſom, men free from all pains, 
And ſhepherds as mild as the ſheep on their plains, 


In the midland Equator, diſpenſing his ſway, 
The Sun, they pretended, purſu'd his bright way, 
Not rambled, unſteady, to regions remote, 

To talk, once a-year, with the crab and the goar. 


From a motion like this, have the ſages explain'd, 
Hdw ſummer forever her empire maintain'd; 

While the turf of the fields by the plough was unbroke, 
And a houſe for the ſhepherd, the . of an oak. + 


Yet ſome ſay there never was ſeen on this ſtage 
What poets affirm of that innocent age, 
When the brutal creation from bondage was free, 
And men were exactly what mankind ſhould be. 


But why ſhould they labour to prove it a dream? 
The poets of old were in love with the theme, 
And, leaving to others mere truth to repeat, 

In the regions of fancy they found it complete. 


Three ages have been on this globe, they pretend ; 
And the fourth, ſome have thought, is to be without end; 
The firſt was of Gold—PBut a fifth, awe will ſay, 


Has already begun, and 15 now on its way. 


Since the days of Arcadia, if ever there ſhin'd 
A ray of the firit on the heads of mankind, 

Let the learned diſpute—but with us it is clear, 
That the æra of rarer was realiz'd bere, 


Four ages, however, at leaſt have been told, 
The firſt is compar'd to the pureſt of G 
But, as bad luck would have it, its circles were few, 
Ard the next was of Si/ver—1f Ovid ſays true: 


— 
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But this, like the former, did rapidly paſs— 

While that which came after was nothing but Bra. 
An age of mere tink2rs—and when it was loſt, 

Hard Iron ſucceceded—we know to our colt. 


And hence you may fairly infer, if you pleaſe, 

That we're nothing but blackſmiths of various degrees, 
* Since cach has a weapon, of one kind or other, 

To ſtir up the coals, and to ſhake at his brother, 

: 
= Should the Author of nature reverſe his decree, 
And bring back the age we're ſo anxious to ſee, 
Agreement. alas !- you would look for in vain, 


| The tuff might be chang'd, but the Af. F would remain. 


< The lawyer would till find a client to fleece, 
The doctor, a patient to pack off in peace, 
The parſon, ſome hundreds of hearers prepar'd 


To meaſure his gifts by the length of his beard. 


Old Momus would ſtill have ſome cattle to lead, 

Who would hug his opinions. and {ſwallow his creed 
So it's beſt, I preſume, that things are as they are— 
If Iron's the meaneſt—we”ve nothing to fear. 


[ 1785. ] 


_— —__— ——.. . ... — 


A 
RE NE GA DO EEPIST LE 


JE. af Wo 


INDEPENDENT AMERICANS. 
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W.ÜIOS Tories, who lately were _ x away, 
When you march'd into York all in battle array, 
Dear whigs, in our exile have ſomewhat to ſay. 


From the clime of New Scotland we with you to know 
Ve ill are in being—mere ſpectres of woe, 
Our dignitz high, but our ſpirits are low. 


Great people we are, and are call'd the king's friends 
Put on friendſhips like theſe what advantage attends ? 
We may ttay and be ſtarv'd when we've anſwer'd his ends! 


The Indians themſelyes, whom no treaties can bind, 
We tave reaſon to think are perverſely inclin'd— 
And whore we have friends is not caſy to find. 

I. 
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From the day we arriv'd on this deſolate ſhore 
Ye ftt'! have been wiſhing to ſec you once more, 
| An your freadom enjoy, now the danger is o'er. 


* 


/\\-154ch we be-rebePd you up hill and down, 
1 4jl tor your good—and to honour a crown 
Wache ſplendors have ſpoil'd better eyes than our own. 


That vill.ins we are, is no more than our due, 
And o way re ain for a century through, 


Unleſs we return, and be doctor'd by you. 


A' though with the dregs of the world we are claſs'd, 
We hope vc: r'icutment will ſoften at laſt, | 
Now yJ.: *0iis are repaid, and our triumphs are paſt, 


* a u * ann, ” nw ne 2 * (4 oy - 
I, rener enen r — 


When a matter is done, *tis a folly to fret— 
But your garket-day mornings we cannot forget, 
With your coaches to lend, and your horſes to let, 


Your dinners of beef, and your breakfaſts of toaſt / 
But we have no longer ſuc 1 bleſſings to boaſt, 
No cattle to ſteal, and no turkies to roaſt, 


Such enjoyments as theſe, we muſt tell you with pain, 
*Tis odds we mall only be wiſhing in vain 
Unleſs we return and be brothers again. 


We burnt up your mills and your meetings, 'tis true, 
And many bold fellows we crippled and flew— 
(Ay2! we were the boys that had ſomething to do!) 


Old Huppy v2 hung on the Neverſink ſhore— 
But, Sirs, had we hung up a thouſand men more, 
They had all been aveng'd in the torments we bore, 


When As rl to Jerſey you fooliſhly fetch'd, 
And each of us feir'd that his neck would be ſtretch'd, 
When you were be-rebel'd, and we were be-wretch'd. 


In the book of deſtruction it ſeems to be written 
| The Tories mult ft]! be dependent on Britain— ' 
Tae wort of dependence that ever was hit on. 


Now their work 1s concluded—that pitiful jobb— 
They icaa over convicts to ſtrengthen our mob 
| Aad ty we do nothing but ſnivel and ſob. 


| The word of all countries has fall'n to our ſhare, 
Wt -re vincer and famige provoke our deſpair, 
And togs are forever obſcuring the air. 


c 
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Although there be nothing but ſea dogs to feed on, 
Our friend Jemmy Rivington made it an Eden— 
But, alas! he had nothing but lies to proceed on. 


Deceiv'd we were all by his damnable ſchemes — 
When he colour'd it over with gardens and ſtreams, 
And grottoes and groves, and the reſt of his dreams. 


Our heads were ſo turn'd by that conjurer's ſpell, 
We ſwallow'd the lies he was tutor'd to tell— 
But his “happy retreats” were the viſions of hell. 


We feel ſo enrag'd we could rip up his weazon, 
When we think of the ſoil he deſcrib'd with its trees on, 
And the plenty that reign'd, and the charms of each ſeaſon. 


Like a parſon that tells of the joys of the bleſt 
To a man to be hang*d—he him elf thought it beſt 
To remain where he was, in his haven of reſt. 


Since he help'd us away by the means of his types, 
His precepts ſhould only have lighted our pipes, 
His example was rather to honour your ſtripes. 


Now, if we return, as we're bone of your bone, 
We'll renounce all aliegiance to George and his throne 
And be the beſt ſubjects that ever were known. 


In a ſhip, you have ſeen (where the duty is hard) 
The cook and the ſcullion may claim ſome regard, 
Tho? it takes a good fellow to brace the main yard. 


Howe'er vou deſpiſe us, becauſe you are free, 
The world's at a loſs for ſuch people as we, 
Who can pillage on land, and can plunder at ſea. 


So long for our rations they keep us in waiting— 
The lords and the commons, perhaps, are debating 
[f Tories can live withont drinking or eating. 


So we think it is better to ſee you by far 

And have hinted our meaning to governor Pax R 

The worſt that can happen is—feathers aud tar. 
1785. 
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ON THE 
EMIGRATION to AMERICA, 


AN Þb 
PEOPLING Tu- WESTERN COUNTRY. 


O weſtern woods, and lonely plains, 
Palemon from the crowd departs, 
Where n:ture's wildeſt genius reigns, 
To tame the ſoil, and plant the art 
W hat wonders there ſhall freedom ſhow, 
What mighty States ſucceſſive grow! 


From Europe's proud, deſpotic ſhores 
Hither the ſtranger takes his way, 

And in our new found world explores 

A happier foil, a milder ſway, 

Where no proud deſpot holds him dowr, 
No ſlaves inſult him with a crown, 


What charming ſcenes attract the eye, 
On wild Ohio's ſavage ſtream ! 

Here Nature reigns, whoſe works outvie 
The boldeſt pattern art can frame; | 
Here ages paſt have roli'd away, 

And foreſts bloom*d—bur to decay. 


From theſe fair plains, theſe rural ſeats, 
So long conceal'd, fo Jately known, 
The unſocial Indian far retreats, 

To make ſome other clime his own, 
Where other ſtreams, leſs pleaſing, flow, 
And darker foreſts round him grow. 


Great Sire of floods ! whoſe varied wave ILM. 
Through climes and countries takes its way, | 
To whom creating Nature gave 


Ten thouſand ſtreams to ſwell thy ſway ! 
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No longer ſhall they uſelcſs prove, „ 
Nor idly through the foreſts rove; : 
; 
Nor longer ſhall thy princely flood 3 
From diſtant lakes be ſwell'd in vain, 5 
Nor longer through a darkſome wood } 
. 


Advance, unnotic'd, to the main, 
Far other ends the heavens decree— 
And commerce plans new freights for thee. 


* 5 a 
— 


i. 


* 
«ad - 4 2 — Tz 
Tos oo) BELA + * Gs * 


No daiſies on the frozen plain, 
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While virtue warms the generous breaſt, 
Here heaven-born freedom ſhall reſide, 
Nor ſhall the voice of war moleſt, 
Nor Earope's all-aſpiring pride 
Here Reaſon ſhall new laws deviſe, 
And order from confuſion riſe. 


Forſaking kings and regal ſtate, 

With all their pomp and fancied bliſs, 

The traveller owns, convinc'd though late, 
No realm ſo free, ſo bleſt as thiz— 

The eaft is half to ſlaves conſign'd, 

Where kings and prieſts enchain the mind, 


* O come the time, and haſte the day, 
When man ſhall man no longer cruſh, 
When Reaſon ſhall enforce her ſway, 

Nor theſe fair regions raiſe our bluſh, | 
Where ſtill the African complains, 

And mourns his yet unbroken chains. 


Far hrighter ſcenes a future age, 
The muſe predicts, theſe States ſhall hail, | 
Waoſe genius ſhall'the world engage, | 
* Whoſe deeds ſhall over death prevail, 
And happier ſyſtems bring to view | 
Than all the eaſtern ſages knew. | 
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On the NEW-YEAR's FESTIVAL. 


G 
"4 


'S How came it that miſtaken man 


Has thus inverted Nature's plan, 


And contradicted common reaſon 

By making this the mirthful ſeaſon, 

1 When ail is dreary dull and dead, 
he ſun to ſouthern climates fled 

f To dart his fierce and downright beams 
Intenſely on Braziiiap ſtreams: 


No daffodills, to pleaſe the ſwain ; 

Tze limpid wave compell'd to freeze, 

And not a leaf upon the trees! 

lis wrong —the very birds will ſay— 

g ] cir new-year is the bloom of Mar, 

Then Nature calls to ſoft delights, 

And they obey, as the invites. 

adi yet this happineſs below, 

(nich all would gain, but few know how) 


_ 2 — — 
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Is not to time or place confin'd, 

*Tis ſeated only in the mind: 

Let ſeaſons vary as they will, 

Contentment leaves us happy, ſtill, 

Makes life's vain dream paſs ſmooth away, 
And Life itſelf a neEw-YEaR's DaY. 


* 


— 


Brun be the man who early prov'd 
And firſt contriv'd to make it clear 
That Time upon a dial mov'd, 

And trac'd that circle call'd a year; 


Ere he aroſe, the ſavage, Man, 

No bounds to years or ſeaſons knew, 
On Nature's book his reckoning ran, 
And ſocial feſtivals were few. 


In after days, when folks grew wiſe 
New wonderments were daily found, 
Syſtems they built above the ſkies, 

And prov'd that every thing went round. 


Experience ſheivs they reaſon'd right, 
(With laurels we their tombs ſhould crown) 
For half the world 1s in ſuch plight 

That one would ſwear it upſide down. 


Now TI am one, (and pray attend) 
Who, marching in a ſmaller ſphere, 
To ſet you right, my ſervice lend, 
By bringing Papers through the year, 


Which to your Honours may 1mpart 

A thouſand new invented ſchemes, 

The works of wit, and toils of art, 
News, commerce, pcjitics, and dreams 


Though in a ſheet, at random caſt, 
Our motley knowledge we diipole, 
From ſuch a mals, in ages pa:t, 


Much lets ſub&antial fabrics roſe ; 


The Sybil wile, as Virgil ſays, 

Her ri. ings to the lad ves conßgn'd, 

Il Hieb ſoon. were hre thauſand ways, 
Derang'd and ſcaiter'd by the wind. 


— — — 


A NEWS-CARRIER's PETITION. 


POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 


Not ſuch neglect in me is ſeen— 
Soon as y / avec; have left the preſs 
| I hiſte to bring then, neat and clean, 
At all times in a New Year's dreſs. 


Though winds their ancient ſpite retain, 
; | And rive to tear them from my hold, 
l bear them ſafe though wind and rain, 
© D.ſp.ling heat, deſp:i1g cold. 


: While thus employ'“ from week to week, 
; You ſurely will not think it hard 

If. with the reſt, I come to ſeek 

dome humble token of regard, 


Nor will you deem my condut ſtrange 
_ If what I long have thought be true— 
That life itſelf 15 conſtant change, 

And death, the want of ſomething new, 


3 * 


On the VICISSITUDES of THINGS. 


. conſtant lapſe of alling years 
| Awakes our hopes, provokes our fears 
Of ſomething yet unknown; 
| We ſaw the laſt year paſs away, 
But who, alas! can truly fay 

The next ſhall be his own ? 


© 


A $a RENE 


— Timon cries—and thouſands more 
Will preach their moral doctrines o'er ; 
| 4 1d when the preaching's done, 
| Each goes his various, wonted way, 
Lo lebour ſome, and ſome to play 
So drives the circle on. 


Ho ſwift the vagrant ſeaſons fly; 
[ They re hardly born before they die, 
et in their wild career, 

Uke atoms round the rapid wheel, 

| Ve ſee: 1 the ſame, though cha. ging ſtill, 
Mie reptiles of a ye.r. 


: J 
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me haſte to feek a charming bride, 
8 


me, raimes to make 01 c:e that died; 
au millions curſe the day, 

Wi a fir in "Tymen' $ fete; bands 

Ie arſon join'd mit alen hands, 
And bade the bride obey. 
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While ſad Amelia vents her ſighs, 

In epitaphs and elegies, 

For her departed dear, 

Who would ſuppoſe yon” muffled bell, 
And mourning gowns, were meant to tell, 
Her grief will laſt—a year ? 


In folly's path how many meet— 
What hoſts ſhall live to lie and cheat— 
How many _ pates 

Shall, in this wiſe, diſcerning year, 
In native dignity appear 

To manage riſing States ! 


*T1s vain to ſigh !—the wheel muſt on 
And ftraws are to the whirlpool drawn, 
With ſhips of gallant mien— 

What has been once, ſhall time reſtore ; 
What now exiſts, has been before 
Years only change the ſcene. 


In endleſs circles all things move; 
Below, about, far off, above, 

This motion all attain— 

If Folly's ſelf ſhould ſlit away, 

She would return ſome New year's day, 
With millions in her train. 


Sun, moon, and ſtars, are each a ſphere, 
The earth the ſame, or very near, 

Sir Iſaac has defin'd— 

In circles every coin is caſt, | 

And hence our caih departs ſo faft, 
Caſh—that no charm can bind, 


From you to me from me it rolls 
To comfort other cloudy fouls :— 
T* once we make it ſquare, 
Perhaps tne uneaſy gueſt will ftay 
To cheer us in ſome wint'ry day, 
And ſmooth the brow of care. 


— 


DEVASTATIONS in a LIBRARY. 


HE head. whoſe toiling concave tecms 
With millions of unhniſh'd ſchemes, 
Plans that in ſhapeleſs embrio lie, 
Or prozeRs form'd, no ſoul knows why, 
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* Had better far thoſe whims reſign, 
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And aid this humble theme of mine; 
Contrive ſome means to cruſh the power 
Of M1CE, that every art devour ; 
Check, with ſucceſs, their hoſtile rage, 
And ſlay theſe Vandals of the age. 
Fame ſays that Wales did firſt contrive 
To ſeize the unwary mice alive, 
And they who ſcorn'd all locks and keys, 
Were caught by means of toaſted cheeſe— 
Vain ſcheme! for ſtill theſe ends annoy 
And dare my favourite books deſtroy— 
No cares of mine their rage defeat, 
The Welchman's trap 1s incomplete !— 
See Homer there, the bard renown'd, 
His Iliad one perpetual wound 
Each chief, by their malignant teeth, 
Once more was doom'd to ſuffer death; 
Even Helen's charms they dar'd to gnaw, 
Great Ajax? carcaſe fill'd their maw 
And half the gods that crowd his ftrain, 
In mangled morſels, ſcarce remain. 
But, wretch, who taught thee to engage 
A poet of a later age? 
Alas! thy cruel 1 tore 
The only genius I adore— 
Is SHAKESPEARE thus diſgrac'd by you 
Who look'd the world of nature through, 
Who ſoaring high, where others fail'd, 
Invention's Prightef heaven aſſail'd, 
And ſaw beyond the dark diſguiſe 
What lay too deep for vulgar eyes! 
Is this the end of human wit, 
Muſt mice untouch'd ſuch ſpoils commit ! 
Muſt all theſe fine ideas die 
Taat warm'd the heart. or fill'd the eye— 
Mut reptiles thus our ſhelves moleſt, 
Inſects that Nature made in jeſt, 
Who, when their learned feaſt is o'er, | 
Shrink from the light—to riſe no more. 
Yes—fates like theſe, our toils attend, 
And Goths have ſerv'd no other end. 
Vex'd tho? I am, 'tis vain to frown, 
I igh—and lay my cudgel down : 
'Tis warſe than mad to arm for fight 
When none but mice appear in ſight— 
Yet, here they ſtood in dark array, 
Their tragic footſteps I ſurvey ! 
Here—for no cat the plunderers chac'd 
They laid the lands of learning waſe, 
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Made war with wit, ſuch havoc there 
As ſcarce three ages can repair !— 
Like Britiſh hoſts, where'er they go 
They leave their veſtiges of woe, 
Towns half deſtroy'd, polluted ſhades, 
Fields robb'd of fence, and ruin'd maids. 
Why, Suſan, couldſt not thou defend 
Theſe ſhelves that did with learning bend? 
One mew of thin? had put to flight 
Theſe children of congenial night. 
Where waſt thou when theſe cruel teeth 
Spread through my leaves untimely death f— 
Sec! how my MonTESQUIEU is torn— 
Sce! RABELAIS, the mices' ſcorn. 
See, how they tore the MAN TUAN SsWAIN, 
Wio wrote in fo divine a ftrain— 
Mil rox, whoſe fancy ſoar'd ſo high. 
No more delights my tearful eye, 
And Swirr, ſo late a fund of wit, 
No longer prompts the laughing fit. 
Ah, Sufan, 1uch neglect was hard— 
T fear you kept a careleſs guard, 
Or gadded o'er the neighbouring plain, 
To ieck ſome favourite bright ey'd ſwain— 
Fiid buc thoſe eyes faui'd in their art, 
10 tell their language to your heart, 
J taou;d not thas have loft repoſe, 
INcraghnd in vain to cruſh my foes, 
My meccutuntos—ab behold— 
The heauties ſam'd in days of old! 
She wid fir Tarquin's lawleſs love 
In her own bicaſt the dagger diove, 
Alieſe ends of night have made their prey, 
And gnaw'd her charming face away. 
And here in ragged roves is ſeen 
Bright Cleopatra, Egypt's queen; 
With crue! fangs thoſe eyes they tore 
That warm'd a gazing world of yore, 
With hoſtile (ooh they gnaw'd that breaft 
Which robb'd a Roman prince or reſt; 
He who for crowns ad conqueſt ſtrove, 
Till honour Was diigrac & by 10 we, 
And here, in vile condition, lies 
What orce had ch rm a herum's 
This picture art con neter re..o72, 
This VENUS,“ that ih biz no more; 
Art fo m'd her ſuca : e ants nie, 
Bevond all morta! beauty f.. 1 .— 
But time can ever Cchurm ipnce, 
And Mick have ſpoll' d tlie fn fact 
# A beautiful cut cf the Vet, 5c 115. 
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But muſt that ſoft, bewitching eye 

With meaner ſhreds neglected ly— 

E Muſt all thoſe lovely colours fade 

By niceſt art ſo laviſh laid 

On her fair face—to ſooth my pain, 

I figh, and look, and figh again. 
Yes—miſcreant, though thy venom tore 

The painting, art can ne'er reſtore, 

Still in the dreams of fancy bleſt, 

I ſteal her image to my breaſt, 

By Fancy's aid that form repair, 

And, miſer-like, retain it there. 
Good captain Mouſe, what mov'd thine ire, 

To mangle what I moſt admire ?— 

Could not this chief have led his band 

Where yonder brainleſs authors ſtand 

To thoſe that deal in forms and modes, 

To laureat Shadrach's Birth-day odes, 

To poems wrote on puppies dead, | — 

To elegies that ne'er were read, 

To Toby's tale, that brings repoſe, 

To Welley's verſe or Whitfield's proſe ;— 

Why didſt thou not attack the train 

Who teaze us with their frothy ſtrain, 

The tribe who female honour blaſt, 

In ſhallow verſe, at random caſt; 

Or thoſe who fly to domes of ſtate, 

At folly's door ſubmiſſive wait, 

And ſervile ſtill, where wealth appears, 

Their works inſcribe to FINANC1ERS Þ 
To arms, to arms! ye choſen few 

Who ſcience love, and arts purſue ; 

Or, if your arms ſhould nought avail, G 

(Since mice may over men prevail) 

Put on ſome wiſe, inventive cap, 

AND FIND US A COMPLETER TRAP. 


12 — - | 
ASA MESICAN HISTONE 


I. 


| HIS American world, all our hiſtories ſay, 
Secluded from Europe, long centuries lay, 
And peopled by beings whom white-men deteſt, 
The ſons of the Tartars, that came from the weſt. 


Theſe Indians, 'tis certain, where here long before ye all, 
And dwelt in their wigwam? from time immemorial ; 
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In a mere ſtate of Nature, untutor'd, untaught, 
They did as they pleas'd, and they ſpoke as they thought— 


No prieſts they had then for the cre of their ſouls, 
No lawyers, recorders, or keepers of rolls ; 

No learned phyſicians vile 2 Hrums conceal'd— 
Their druggiſt was Nature—her ſhop was the field, 


E 
In the midſt of their foreſts how happy and bleſt, 
In the ſkin of a bear or a buffalo dreſt! x 
No care to perplex, and no luxury ſeen 1 
But the feaſt, and the ſong, and the dance on the green. - 


Some bow'd to the moon, and ſome worſhip'd the ſan, 
And the king and the captain were center'd in one; | 
In a cabin they met on their councils of ſtate, | 
Where age and experience alone might debate : 


With quibbles they never eſſay'd to beguile, 
And Nature had taught them the orator's ſtyle ; 
No pomp they affected, nor quaintly refin'd 
The nervous idea that glanc'd on the mind. 


When hunting or battle invited to arms, 

They women they left to take care of their farm. 
The toils of the ſummer did winter repay, 

While ſnug in their cabins they ſnor'd it away. 


If death came among them his dues to demand, 
They ſtill had ſome proſpects of comfort at hand 
The dead man they ſent to the regions of bliſs, 
With his bottle and dog, and hie fair maids to kiſs. 


II. 
THUS happy they dwelt in a rural domain, 


Uninſtructed in commerce, unpractis'd in gain. 
»Till, taught by the loadſtone to traverſe the ſcas, 
Columbus came over, that bold Genocſe. 


From records authentic, the date we can ſev, 
One thouſand four hundred and ninety and two 
Years, borne by the ſeaſons, had vaniſh'd away, 
Since the babe in the manger at Beilehem lay. 


What an ra was this, above all that had paſs'd, 
To yield ſuch a treaſure, diſcover'd at lafſl— 

A new world, in value exceeding the old, 

Such mountains of Gilvcr, ſuch torrents of gold! 


Yet the ſchemes of Colambus, however well plann'd 
Were fcarcely ſutäcient ts end the main land; 
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On the Hands alone with the natives he ſpoke, 
Except When he enter'd the great-Oronoque - 


In this he reſenibled old Moſes, the Jew, — 

Wo, roving about with his wrong-headed crew, 
When at lengs the reward was o longer deny'd.” 

From the top of mount Piſgah he ſaw i, and dy'd. 


Theſe iſlands and worlds in the wat'ry expanſe, 

Like molt migaty things, were the offspring of chance, 
Since ſteering for Aſia, Columbus, they ſay, 

Was aſtoniſh'd to find ſuch a world in his way! 


No wonder, indeed, he was ſmit with ſurprize— 
This empire of Nature was new to their eyes 
Cut ſhort in their courſe by ſo ſplendid a ſcene, 
© Such a region of wonders intruding between! 


Yet great as he was, and deſerving no doubt, 
We have only to thank him for —_— the rout; 
© Theſe climes to the northward, more ſtormy and cold, 


Were reſerv'd for the efforts of Ca Bor the bold. 


III 
WHERE the ſun in December appears to decline 
Far off to the ſouthward, and ſouth of che line, 
A merchant* of Florence, more fortunate ſtill, 
© Explor'd a new track, and diſcover'd Brazil: 


1 
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© Good Fortune, I/eſpucius, pronounc'd thee her own, 
Or elſe to mankind thou hadſt ſcarcely been known— 
by giving thy name, thou art ever renown'd— 

lay ae to a world that another had found! 


4 ColLuupia, the name was, that merit decreed, 
But fortune and Merit have never agreed 
Yet the Poets, alone, with commendable care 
Are vainly attempting the wrong to repair. 


IV. 

I HE bounds I preſcribe to my verſe are too narrow 
Io tel! of the conqueſts of Frances Pizarre ; | 

= And Coricz tis needleſs to bring into view, 

Oe Mexico conquer'd, the other Peru. 


a 
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Montezuma with credit in verſe might be read, 

= But Dryden has told you the monarch+ is dead! 

And the woes of his ſubjects hat torments they bre, 
La, Caſas, good biſhop, has mention'd before: 


* Americus Veſpu h. ladies Lmparary a Tragedge 


235 POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


Let others be fond of their ſtanzas of grief— 
J hate to deſcant on the fall of the WA An 

Two ſcenes are fo gloomy, I view them with pain, 
The annals of death, and the triumphs of Spain. 


Poor Atahualpa J cannot forget 

He gave them his utmoit—yet died in their debt, 
His wealth was a crime that they could not forgive, 
And when they poſſeſs'd it, forbade him to live. 


Foredoom'd to misfortunes (that come not alone) 
He was the twelfth Inca that ſat on the throne, 
Who fleecing his brother“ of half his domains, 
At the palace of Cuſco confin'd him in chains. 


. 


BUT what am I talking —or where do I roam? 
*T'ts time that our ſtory, was brought nearer home— 
From Florida's cape did Cabot explore 
To the fait frozen region of cold Labradore. 


In the year fourteen hundred and ninety and eight 
He came, as the annals of England relate, 

But finding no gold in the lengthy domain, 

And coaſting the country, he left it again. 


Next Dawvis—then Hud/n adventur'd, they ſay, 
One found out a freight, and the other a . 
Whoſe deſolate region, or turbulent wave 

One preſent beſtow'd in- and that was a grave. 


VI. 


IN the reign of a virgin (whom ſome call'd a whore) 
Drake, Hawkins, and Raleigh in ſquadrons came o' er 


While Barlow and Grenville ſucceeded to theſe, 
Who all brought their colonies over the ſeas. 


Theſe, left in a wilderneſs teeming with woes, 

'The natives, ſuſpicious, concluded them foes, 

And murdered them all without notice or warning, 
Raſph Lane, with his vagabonds, ſcarcely returning. 


In the reign of king James (and the firſt of the name, 


George Summers, with Hacluit, to Cheſapeake came, 
Where far in the foreſts, not doom'd to renown, | 
On the river Powhatant they built the ſirſt town. f 


»Huaſcar, who was legal heir to the throne. 
+ james River, Virginia, 
James Town, 


* 
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VII. 


* TWELVE years after this, ſome ſcores of diſſenters 
To the northernmoſt diftrift came ſeeking ad eatures; 
Outdone by the biſhops, thoſe great faggot fighters; 

They left them to trat, with their caſſocks and mites. 
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Thus ba iſh'd forever, and leaving the ſod, 

The firſt land they ſaw was the pitch of Cape Cod, 

© Where fa niſh'd with hunger and quaking with cold 

Taey plann'd the New-Plymouth—ſo call'd from the old. 


AP 


They were, without doubt, a delightful collection; — 
Some came to be rid of a Stuart's direction, 

sene ſall'd with a view to dominion and riches, 

Some to pray without book, and a few to hang witches. 


dome, came on the Indians to ſhed a new light, 
Convinc'd long before that their own muſt be right, 
And that all who had died in the centuries paſt 

On the devil's lee ſhore were eternally caſt. 


VIII. 


THECT exiles were form'd in a whimſical mould, 
And verc aw'd by their prieſts, like the Hebrews of old; 
Diſciaim'd all protences to jeſting and laughter, 
A:l2 Ltot'd cheir lives through, to be happy hereafter. 


r 


O1 a crown amaterial their“ hearts were intent, 
The look à towards Zion, wherever they went, 
Did a'l things in hopes of a future reward, 

Anal worry'd mankind—for the ſake of the Lord, 


. 


in 


Vith rigour exceHre they ſtrengthen'd their reign, 
Th-ir laws were conceiv'd in the ill-natur'd ftrain, 
Vi myſtical mearings the faint was perplext, 

And the flech aud the devil were ſlain by a text. 


The bady was ſcourg'd for the good of the ſoul, 

| Al ily diſco.rag'd by peeviſh controul, 

A knnt on rhe head was the ſign of no grace, 

And tr: Pope and his comrade were pictur'd in lace, 


" 
A dove in their churches, or pews lin'd with green, 
N d * . * P ; : 
" er: norr11 to think of, much leſs to be ſcen, 

Their bodies were warm'd with the linings of love, 


And the fre was ſuihcicnt that flaſh'd from above. 


«if bs , 123 8 * EM 4 * ; 
Was a cena to aſiert that the moon was opaque, 
s eo” 61 1 4 © : 
I RY tec earth mov'd, was to merit the ſtake; 

{ 5 » 11 1 + 4 * 


5 | mould tell an eclipſe was to be, 
\ oh 5 er . 
la the cose of Saas had took his degree. 
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On Sundays their faces were dark as a cloud— 

The road to the meeting was only allow d, 

And thoſe they caught rambling, on buſineſs or pleaſure, 
Were ſent to the ſtocks, to repent at their leiſure, 


This day was the mournfulleſt day in the week— 
Except on religion, none ventur'd to ſpeak— 

This day was the day to examine their lives, 

To clear off old ſcores, and to preach to their wives. 


In the ſchool of oppreſſion though woefully taught, 

*T was only to be the oppreſors they ſought ; 

All, all but themſelves were be-devil'd and blind, 

And their narrow-ſoul'd creed was to ſerve all mankind. 


This beautiful ſyſtem of nature below 

They neither conſider'd, nor wanted to know, 
And call'd it a dog-houſe wherein they were pent, 
Unworthy themſelves, and their mighty deſcent, 


They never perceiv'd that in Nature's wide plan 
There muſt be that whimſical creature call'd Man, 
Far ſhort of the rank he affects to attain, 

Yet a link in its place, in creation's vaſt chain, 


IX. 


Whatever is foreign to us and our kind 
Can never be laſting, though ſeemingly join'd— 
The hive ſwarm'd at length, and a tribe that was teaz'd 
Set out for Rhode-1/land, to think as they pleas'd. 


dome hundreds to Britain ran murmuring home— 

While others went off in the forefts to roam, 

When they found they had miſs'd what they look'd for at firf, 
The downfall of fin, and the reign of the juſt, 


Hence, dry controverſial reflections were thrown, 

And the old dons were vex'd in the way they had ſhown; 
So thoſe that are held in the work-houſe all night 
Throw dirt the next day at the doors, out of ſpite. 


Ah pity the wretches that liv'd in thoſe days, 
(Ye modern admirers of novels and plays) 
Nen nothing was ſuffer'd but muſty, dull cules, 
And nonſenſe from Mather, and ſtuff from the ſchools ! 


No ſtory, like RachePs, could tempt them to ſigh, 
Suſanna and Fudith employ'd the bright eye 
No fine ſpun adventures tormented the breaſt, 


Like our modern Clariſſa, Tom Jones, and the reſt. 
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© Thoſe tyrants had choſen the books for your ſhelves, 
(And, truſt me, no other than ſuited themſelves, 
From always by this may a bigot be known, 

He ſpeaks well of nothing but what is his own.) 


From indwelling evil theſe ſouls to releaſe, 

The Quakers arriv'd with their kingdom of peace 
but ſome were tranſported and ſome bore the laſh, 
And four they hang'd fairly, for preaching up traſh. 


The lands of New-England (of which we now treat) 
Were famous, ere that, for producing of wheat; 

© But the ſoil (or tradition ſays ſtrangely amiſs) 

Has been peſter'd with pumptins from that day to this, 


X. 


THUS, feuds and vexations diſtracted their reign, 
5 (And perhaps a few veſtiges ſtill may remain) 

But time has preſented an offspring as bold, 

© Leſs free to believe, and more wiſe than the old. 


1 
9 


I Their phantoms, their wizzards, their witches are fled— 
8 Matthew Paris's* ſtory with horror is read 

His daughters, and all the enchantments they bore— 
And the demon, that pinch'd them, is heard of no more. 


; Their taſte for the fine arts is ſtrangely increas'd, 
And Latin's no longer a mark of the Beaſt: 


Mathematics, at preſent, a farmer may know, 
5 Without being hang'd for connections below. 
Proud, rough, 1xDEPENDENT, wndaunted and free, 
And patient of hardihips, their taſk is the ſea, 

& Th:ir country too barren their a to attain, 

& They make up the loſs by exploring the main. 


. Wherever bright Phoebus awakens the gales 

& I fc the bold VAN K EES expanding their fails, 
Throughout the wide ocean purſuing their ſchemes, 
And chacing the whales on its uttermoſt ſtreams. 


No climate, for them, is too cold or too warm, 

They reef the broad canvas, and fight with the Rorm ; 
In war with the foremoſt their ſtandards diſplay, 

Or glut the loud cannon with death, for the fray. 


No valonr in fable their valour exceeds, 

Thiz ſpirits are fitted for deſperate deeds ; 

No rivals have they in cr annals of fame, | 

O: if they are rivall'd, 'tis York has the claim. 
* See Neal's IHiitory of New Sage 
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uf ned at the found, while the rome ſhe repeats, 
Bold Ay conveys me to Hudſon's retreats 
„ est recohection of juvenile dreams 
Ia tae groves, and the foreſts that kirted his ſtreams! 


How often. u ith ragture, thoſe ſrearas were ſurvey'd 
When, ick of the city, [ few to the ſhade— 

How often the bard, and the peaſant ſha!l mourn 

Ere thoſe groves ſhall revive, or thoſe ſhades ſhall return! 


Not a {1i!l, but ſome fortreſs disfigures it round! 
un ramperts are rais'd where the cottage was found! 
T' 2 plains and the vallies with ruia are ſpread, 
Vicks graves in abundance, and bones of the dead, 


The fit that attempted to enter this freight 
7273 ong thouſand ix hundred and eight) 
Vis Hops (the ſame that we mention'd before, 


vg 


(+ 
\ 
Voz was loi in the gulph that he went to explore.) 
For a ſum that they paid him (we know not how much) 
Tais captain tr: ns ferr'd all his right to the Dutch; 

For the iu has been here, (to the world be it known, ) 
When all , man ſail'd by, cr ſaw, was his own. 


The Puch on their purchaſe ſat quietly down, 

And ,x d on an z/{::d wo lay out a town; 

Ply mo leid their ſtreets from the horns of a ram, 

8 the name that beſt pleas'd them was, New Anfterdam. 


They N d large tracts from the Indians for beads, 
A nl ſadly tormented tome runaway Swedes, 

110 os ie knows for what) from their country had flowy 
T O live here in peace, undiſturb'd and alone. 


New BFLG1a, the Dutch call'd their province, be ſure, 
uc names uever yet made poſſeſſion ſecure, 
4 ur Charley (the iecond that honour'd the name) 

nt over a ſquadron, aſſerting his claim. 


(Cid hi and his zitle been equally lender, 

In vain had they iummon d Mynheer to ſu render) 
The ſoil they demanded, or threater'd their wort, 
Inutiag cnat Cater bad Jed at it firſt. 

The want cf a ſquadron to fail on their rear 

Made tue argument perfectly pain to Muynheer— 
Force ended tlie conteſt- the right was a mam, 
Aud the Dutch were ſent packing to ho JR IX AM. 


I'was hard to be thus of their labours Q-p1: :v'd, 
But the age of repub. ics had not vet arriv'd.— 
Fate ſaw—tho? : 10 Wiz: zard could tell Net s ma ch 
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ON THE 7 17m 6 7 


AMERICAN SHIP 


That explored the Rowt to CHINA, and the ExsT-INDIES, 
after the Revolution 


* ITH clearance from BELLOVA won 
She ſpreads her wings to meet the Sun, 


Thoſe golden regions to explore 


Where George forbade to ſail before. 


Thus, grown to ſtrength, the bird of Jovez 


Impatient, quits his native grove, 
With eyes of fire, and lightning's force 
Through the blue zther holds his courſe. 


No foreign tars are here allow'd 

To mingle with her choſen crowd, 

Who, when return'd, might, boaſting, ſay 
They ſhow'd our native oak the way. 


To that old track no more confin'd, 
By Britain's jealous court aſſign'd, 
She round the SToRmMyY CarE“ ſhall fail 


And, eaſtward, catch the odorous gale. 


© To countries plac'd in burning climes 


And iſlands of remoteſt times 


And ſoon ſhall greet Chineſian ſhores, 


From thence their fragrant TEAs to bring 


Without the leave of Britain's king; 


And PorCELAIN WARE, enchas'd in gold, 


5 The product of that finer mould. 


Thus commerce to our world conveys 


All that the varying tafte can pleaſe: 
For us, the Indian looms are free, 


And Jay a trips her ſpicy TREE. 


vreat pile proceed land o'er the brine 
May every proſperous gale be thine, 
Till, freighted deep with eaſtern gems, 
lon reach again your native Heams. 


Cab Testa (che Cape of Storms) ſo called by the earlies Portuusia 
©, 019774 te ldi new c2\.cd the cape of Good Hop. 
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ALCINA's ENCHANTED ISLAND.* 


Is Theſe fair fields unfading flowers abound, 
Here purple roſes cloathe the enchanted ground; 
Here, to the ſun expand the lillies pale 

Fann'd by the ſweet breath of the weſtern pale : 


Here, fearleſs hares through dark receſſes ſtray, 
And troops of leverets take the woodland way, 
Here ſtately ſtags, with branching horns, appear, 
And rove unſought for, unaſſail'd by fear : 
Unknown the ſnare, the huntſman's fatal dart 
That wings the death of torture to the heart, 
In ſocial bands they trace their ſylvan reign, 
Chew the rich cud, or graze along the plain. 


In theſe gay ſhades the nimble deer delight, 
Wh le herds of goats aſcend the rocky height, 
Browie on the ſhrnbs that ſhade the vale below, 
And crop the plants, that there profuſely grow. 


* From the Italian of Ar1osTo. 


yon ne 2 Ct AD 6 
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SUBSCRIPTION PRAYER, 


For defraying the burial expences of an OLD SoLD1ER. 


H! Give him a tomb, for a tomb is his due, 
A ſhilling, great man, is a trifle to You: 
If you give him a tomb, that his name may ſurvive, 
May Fortune attend you, and help you to thrive : 
May you always have ſomething to praiſe and approve, 
And the pleaſure to dream of the girl that you love. 


Prepar'd for the worſt, but enjoying the beſt, 
With a girl and a bottle he feather'd his neſt : 
Half tick of the world, in the wane of his life, 
To haſten his exit, he took him a wite; 

But, findivg his fair one a damnable elf, 
He grounded kis arms—and took leave of himſelf, 
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MOURNING NUN. 


No More theſe walls a glad remembrance claim, 
Wacre grief conſumes a half deluded dame 

* Whom to theſe coaſts a modern Pari, bore, 

And baſely left, lot virtue to deplore: 

sn foreign clunes detain'd from ail ſhe lov'd, 

Y- friends negleRed, long by fortune prov'd, 
Paile fad and folemn paſ.'d the unwelcome day 
Wit chirms had ife for her, to tzmp: her ſtay? 

D ceiv'd in a'l, for meanneſs could deceive, 

Erbe ting till, and till coademn'd to grieve, | 
$1c {ſcarcely ſaw—to different nearts a lied, 

That her dear FLoR10 ne'er purſaed a bride: 

Are griefs, like thine, to Florio's boſom known 
Mut theſe, alas! be ceaſeleſs in your own ?— 

Life is a dream —its varying ſhades I fee; 

Bat this baſe wanderer hardly dreams of thee ;— 
Tue bloom of health, that bade all hearts adore, 
To your pale cheek what phyſic ſhall reſtore? 

Vain are thole drugs that art and love prepares— 
No art redeems the waſte of ſighs and tears! 


\ 
* 
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W rr life enamour'd, as in death reſign'd, 
To ſeats congenial flew the unſpotted mind: 
Attending ſpirits hail'd her to that ſhore 

Where time's dull winter clouds the ſoul no more. 
Learn, hence, to live like her—and while you ſigh, 
Hear what ſhe was, and aim like her to die. 

# Transferr'd to heaven, Lavinia has no ſhare 

lu the dull buſineſs of this world of care: 

er blaze of beauty, ſtill in death admir'd, 

& 4 moment kindled, and as ſoon expir'd. 

Sweet as the favorite offspring of the May, 
bderenely mild, and innocently gay; 

1 Adorn'd with all that Nature could impart 

J pleaſe the fancy and to win the heart, 

& Heaven ne'er, above, more innocence poſſeſs'd, 
Vor earth the form of a diviner gueſt ; 

| -\ mind all virtue! flames deſcended here 

| *.0 ſome bright ſæraph of ſome nobier ſphere 
det not her virtues, opening into bloom, 

Nor all her ſweetneſe, ſav'd her from the tomb, 
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From proſpeC&ts darken'd and the purpoſe croſs'd, 
Misfortune's winter, and a lover loſt, 

Nor ſuch reſemblance to the forms above, 

The heart of kindneſs, and the ſoul of love: 

Ye thoughtleſs fair, her early death bemoan, 
SENSE, VIRTUE, BEAUTY, TO OBLIVION GONE?! 


3 —————— ——— 


On THE Daru or 


CULONEL LAUREN: &* 


DINCE on her plains this generous chief expir'd, 
Whom ſages honour'd, and whom France admir'd; 
Does Fame no ſtatues to his memory raiſe, 
Nor {wells one column to record his praiſe 
Where her palmetto ſhapes the adjacent deeps, 
Affection ſighs, and Carolina weeps ! 
Thou, who ſhalt ftray where death this chief confines, 
Revere the patriot, ſubject of theſe lines: 
Not from the duſt the muſe tranſcribes his name, 
And more than marble ſhall declare his fame 
Where ſcenes more glorious his great ſoul engage, 
Confeſt thrice worthy in that cloſing page 
When conquering Time to dark oblivion calls, 
The marble totters, and the column falls. 
Laukens! thy tomb while kindred hands adorn, 
Let northern muſes, too, inſcribe your urn.— 
Of all, whoſe names on death's black liſt appear, 
No chief, that periſh'd, claim'd more grief ſincere, 
Not one, Columbia, that thy boſom bore, | 
More tears commanded, or deſerv'd them more !— 
Grief at his tomb ſhall heave the unwearied ſigh, 
And honour lift the mantle to her eye: 
Fame taro? the world his patriot name ſhall ſpread, 
By heroes envied and by monarchs read: 
Juſt, generous, brave—to each true heart allied: 
Ihe Briton's terror, and his country's.pride 
For him the tears of war-worn foldiers ran, 
The friend of freedom, and the friend of man. 
Then what is death, compar'd with ſuch a tomb, 
Where honour fades not, and fair virtues bloom, 
Ah, what is death, when worth like is endear>, 
The brave man's favourite, and his country's tears, 


A young American officer, of the firſt merit, who fe! in an engagemert “. 
a detachrent of the Britiſh from Charleſton, near the rider Cumbahic, in $42 
Caroligi, in Avguit; 1782. 
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FU M4 OY AL. 


Hens , by the margin of the murmuring main, 
Wa 2 her proud remnants I explore in vain, 

And one!, tray through theſe dejected lands 

Fana 4 by tae nooa-tule breeze on burning ſinds, 
Where the dull Spaniard once poiizis'd theſe ſhades, 
Ani ports defended by his 2 

To” loit to ws, Poxr-RoyaL aims a figh, 

Nor hall the Mute the unenvied verſe deny. 

Of all the towns that grac'd Jamaica's ule 
This was her glory, and the proudeſt pile, 
ere totis ou tolls bade wealth's gay ſtruct ere: riſe, 

Ane mmerce ſweil'd her glory to ihe ſkies: 

J. Jago, ſeated on a diſtant plain, 

Ne'er {aw the tall ſhip entering from the main, 
Unnotic'd ſtreams her C:bra's margin lave 

Wiz: yond” tall plantains ſhade her gloving wave, 
Md barning ſands or rock-ſurrounded hill 

Confeſs its founder's f-ars—or want of kill. 

\Viule o'er theſe waſtes with wearied ſtep I go, 
dall ſcenes of death return, in all their woe, 
Oer theſe ſad ſhores in angry pomp b paſs'd, 
{ wad 12 the winds, and rag* with every blaſt— 
„ opening gulphs confeſs'd the almighty hand, 
, the dark ocean roll'd acroſs the land, 
era, piles on piles an inſtant tore away, 
re, crowds on crowds in mingled ruin lay, 
aon fate ſcarce gave to end their noon- day feaſt, 
Or time to call the ſexton, or the prieſt. 
nere yond' tall barque, with all her ponderous load, 
Commits her anchor to its dark abode, 
v1g1t fathoms down, where unſeen waters flou 
19 quenci the ſulphur of the caves below, 
dane midnight ſounds torment the ſailor's ear, 
and drums and fifes play drowſy concerts there, 
Sad ſongs of woe prevent the hours of ſleep, 
In! Fancy aids the fiddlers of the deep ; 
Dal Superſtition hears the ghoſtly hum, 
Smit with the terrors of the world co come. 

WW hat no is left of all your boaſted pride! 
1.9 are thoſe glories that were ſpread ſo wide, 
\\ irit of and is thine, by heaven's decree, 
Aud wailing ſhores that ſcarce reſiſt the ſea : 

91 Port-Royal, in the iſtand of Jam ca, cant unc more than 3500 billing 1, 
**.4 thete for the mort part lurge and elegant. This unfortunate con waste 
time reckoned the mo? connderable mart of d in the Weſt Indies Io wa 

ved on che 17th of Jun, M642, by an corthgutticy, which in two minute, ſun's 
© + greater part of the butt ing; by win wifi nor 3000 prople let! twin 
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Is this Port-Royal on Jamaica's coaſt, 
The Spaniard's envy, and the Briton's boaſt! 
A ſhatter'd roof o'er every hut appears, 


And mouldering brick-work prompts the traveller's fears; 


A church, with half a prieſt, I grieve to ſee, 

Graſs round its door, and ruſt upon its key !— 

One only inn with tireſome ſearch I found 

Where one ſad negro dealt his beverage round; — 

His was the part to wait the 1mpatient call, 

He was the landlord, poſt-boy, pimp, and all; 

His wary eyes on every fide were caſt, 

Beheld the preſent, and revoly'd the paſt, 

Now here, now there, in ſwift ſucceſſion ſtole, 

Glanc'd at the bar, or watch'd the unſteady bowl. 
No ſprightly lads or gay bewitching maids 

Walk on theſe waſtes or wander in theſe ſhades; 

To other ſhores paſt times beheld them go, 

And ſome are ſlumberlng in the caves below; 

A negro tribe but ill their place ſupply, 

With bending back, ſhort hair, and downcaſt eye; 

A ſwarthy race lead up the evening dance 

Trip o'er the ſands and dart the alluring glance: 

feeble rampart guards the unlucky town, 

Where baniſh'd Tories come to ſeek renown, 

Where worn-out ſlaves their bowls of beer retail, 
And ſun- burnt ſtrumpets watch the approaching ſail. 
Here (ſcarce eſcap'd the wild tornado's rage) 

Why ſail'd J here to ſwell my future page! 
Jo theſe dull ſcenes with eager haſte I came 
To trace the reliques of their ancient fame, 
Not worth the ſearch !—what domes are left to fall, 
Guns, gales, and earthquakes ſhall deſtroy them all 
All ſhall be loſt !—tho' hoſts their aid implore, 
The TwELVvE aPoOSTLES * ſhall protect no more, 
Nor guardian HEROES awe the impoveriſh'd plain; 
No prieſl ſhall mutter, and no church remain, 
Nor this palmetto yield her evening ſhade, 
Where the dark negro his dull nay play'd, 
Or caſts his view beyond the adjacent ſtrand 
And points, ſtill grieving, to his native land, 
Turns and returns from yonder murmuring ſhore, 
And pants for countries he muit ſee no more 
Where ſhall I go, what Lethe ſhall I find 
To drive theſe dark ideas from my mind! 
No buckram heroes can relieve the eve, 
And George's honours only raiſe a figh— 
Ye mountains vait, whoſe heights the heaven ſuſtain, 
Adieu, ye mountains, and fair Kix GSsTOx's plain, 


A Pattery ſo called, on the fide of the harbour oppolite to Port Boy i. 
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Where Nature till the toils of art tranſcends— 

In this dull ſpot the enchanting proſpect ends: 
Where burning ſands are wing'd by every blaſt, 
And theſe mean fabrics but entomb the paſt ; 

Where want, and death, and care, and grief reſide, 
And OY moons advance the imperious tide: 
Ye ſtormy winds, awhile your wrath ſuſpend ; 

Who leaves the land, a bottle, and a friend, 

Quits this bright iſle for yon? blue ſeas and ſky, 

Or even Port-Royal quits—without a ſigh ! 


T O 


E D 1 


And leaves her pilot for the land; 
But Ly DIA, why to deſerts roam, 
And thus forſake your floating home! 


To what fond care ſhall I reſign 

The boſom, that ſhall ne'er be mine: 
With lips, that glow beyond all art, 
Oh! how ſhall I conſent to part !— 


Long may you live, ſecure from woes, 
Late dying, meet a calm repoſe, 

And flowers, that in profuſion grow, 
Bloom round your ſteps, where'er you go. 


On you all eyes delight to gaze, 

All tongues are laviſh in your praiſe ; 
With you no beauty can compare, 

Nor GeoRG1a boaſt one flower ſo fair. 


Could J, fair girl, tranſmit this page, 
A preſent, to ſome future age, 

You ſhould through every poem ſhine, 
You, be ador'd in every line: 


From Ter/ey coaſts too loth to ſai}, 
Sighing, the left her native vale; 

Borne on a ſtream that met the main, 
Homeward ſhe lcok'd, and look'd again. 


The gales that blew from off the land 
Mott wantonly her boſom fann'd, 


And, while around that heaven they ſtrove, 


Lach whiſpering zephyr own'd his love. 


HUS, ſafe arriv'd, ſhe greets the ſtrand. 


— — —  — 
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As o'er the ſeas, with you I ſtray'd, 
The house winds our courſe delay'd, 
But, proud to waft a charge fo fair, 
To me were kind—and held you there. 


I could not grieve, when you complain'd 
That adverſe gales our barque detain'd 
Where foaming ſeas to mountains grow 
From gu!;hs of death, conceal'd below. 


When travelling o'er that lonely wave 
To me your feverifh hand you gave, 
And fighing bade me tell you, true, 
What lands again would riſe to view ! 


When night came on, with bluſtering gale, 
You fear'd tic tempeſt would prevail ; 
And anxious afc'd. if I was ſure 

That on chose denths we ſail'd ſecure ? 


Deliglited with 4 face ſo fair 

J half forgot my weight of care, 

The tanmrorone Moa, that fex-ward runs, 
EI circles muons, and ſhrouded ſuns. 


With timorou heart and tearful eyes 
You ſaw the {zcep Atlantic riſe, 

Saw wi.try {eas their ſtorms prepare, 
Aud wept, :0 find no ſafety there. 


Throughout the long December's night 
(While il your lamp was burning bright) 
To dawn of day from eveging's cloſe 

My penſive gir: fouad no repoſe. 


Then now, at lepgth arriv'd from ſea, 
Couſenc, fir mail, to ſtay with me 
7 b . Hy 1:thfal to her freie! 

4 de Duf Qu — till faithiul de r reight, 
5 7 . . . . — 
Shall R1!l your direction walt. 


Sach charms as ronr's all hearts engage! 
Sw: ot ſubject of my glow.ng p ge, 

Con ſent, before my Argo ro) 

To iun-burat les and ſavage groves. 


Vhen ſultry ſuns around 1s glare 

Vour poet, (till, with tondet?} gare, 

To form a ſhade, ſome fonds hall read 
Of his coarſe topſails der yoer head. 


When round tie bercue the bulowy ware 
And bovine winds, ten pet lucy, rave, 
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By caution rul'd, the helm ſhall guide 
Safely, our Argo o'er the tide. 


Whene'er ſome female fears prevail, 
At your requelt Pll reef the fail, 
Diiarm the gales that rudely blow, 
And bring the loftieſt canvas low. 


When riſing to harraſs the main 

Old Boreas drives his bluſtering train, 
Still ſhall they ſee, as they purſue, 
Each tender care employ'd for you. 


To all your queſtions—every ſigh! 

I till will make a kind reply; 

Give all you aſk, each whim allow, 
And change my ſtyle to thee and ther 
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If verſe can life to beauty give, 
For ages I can make you hve; 
Beyond the ſtars, triumphant, riſe, 
While Cynthia's tomb neglected liese | 


Upon that face of mortal clay 

I will ſuch lively colours lay, 

That years to come ſhall join to ſeek 
All beauty from your modelt cheek. 


FF 


Then, Lydia, why our barque forſake; 
Ihe road to weſtern deſerts take? | 
= That lip—on which hung half my bliſs ; 
Some ſavage, now, will bead to kiſs. 


Some ruſtic ſoon, with fierce attack 
Shall force his arms about that neck ; 
And you, perhaps, will weeping come 
S To ſeek—in vain—your floating home! 
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; LOST ADVENTURER. 


7 
| RUE to his trade—the lave of fortune ſtill 
| In a ſweet ile, where never winter reigns, 
I found him at the foot of a tall hill, f 
Mending old ſails, and chewing ſugar canes: 


Pale ivy round him grew, and mingied vines, 
Plantains, bananas ripe, and ye!lo'y pines, 
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And flowering night-ſhade, with its diſmal green, 
Aſh-colour'd iris, painted by the fun, 

And fair-hair'd hyacinth was near him ſeen, 

And China pinks by marygolds o'er-run :— 

«« But what (ſaid he) have men that ſail the ſeas, 
% Ah, what have they to do with things like theſe! 


«« I did not wiſh to leave thoſe ſhades, not I, 

« Where Amoranda turns her ſpinning wheel ; 

« Charm'd with the ſhailow ſtream, that murmur'd by, 
« felt as bleſt as any ſwain couid feel, 

« Who, ſeeking nothing that the world admires, 

On one poor valley fix'd his whole deſires. 


« With maſts ſo trim, and ſails as white as ſnow, 
*« The painted barquz decei.*d me from the land, 
„ Pleas'd, on her ſea-beat decks 1 wiſh'd to go, 
« Mingling my labours with her hardy band; 

« To reef the fil, to guide the foaming prow 

% As far as winds can waft, or oceans flow, 


« To combat with the waves who firſt eſſay'd, 

«« Had theſe gay groves his lightſome heart beguil'd, 
His heart, attracted by the charming ſhade 

„Had cnang'd the deep ſea for the woody wild; 
And {igohted all the gain that Neptune yields 

«« For Damor's cottage, or Palemon's fields. 


| 
« H:; barque, the bearer of a feeble crew, 
| « How could he truſt when none had been to prove her; 
| | Courage migiit fink when lands and ſhores withdrew, 
| « And feeble hearts a thoufaud deaths diſcover :; 
| « But Fertitude, tho? woes and death await, 
| « Stiil views bright Kies, and leaves the dark to fate. 
| 
: 


| «& From monkey climes where limes and lemons grows 
11 «« And the ſweet orange ſwells her fruit fo fair, 
9 « Vo wintry worlds, with heavy heart, I go 
11 « J) fice the cold glance of the northern bear, 
* Vhere loneiy waves, far diſtant from the tun, 
% A:.d gulpis, of mighty fireng:h, their cireuits run. 


„% But how diſhrartening is the wanderer's fate! 
Wen congquer'd by the loud tempeſtuous main, 
« On him, no wourners in proceſſion wait, 

fk « Nor do the fies of tre harp complain — 

« On coral beds aid delsg'd lands they fleep 

„% Who fnk in ſtorme, and mingle with the deep. 


«Tis folly all ind who can truly teil 
„% Wat: forms Glee the boſem of that main; 
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„What ravenous fiſh in thoſe dark climates dwell 
hat feaſt on men—then ſtay, my gentle ſwain ! 
% Bred in yond? happy ſhades, be happy there, 
„und let theſe quiet groves claim all thy care.“ 


o ſpoke poor Ratyn. and with a ſmooth ſea gale 
E Filed from the magic of the inchanting ſhore, 

E But whecher winds or waters did prevail 

Ii the black ſhip ne'er returning more, 

Though long I walk'd the margin of the main, 

And long have look'd,—and ftill mu t look in vain! 


” UA CG — 


LOG-TOWN TAVERN. | 
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HROUGH ſandy waſtes and floods of rain | 
To this dejected place 1 came, 

Where ſwarthy nymphs, in tatter'd gowns, a 

From pine-knots catch their evening flame: 
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Where barren oaks, in cloſe array, 
Witn mournfal melody condole ; 
Where no gay fabrics meet the eye, 
Nor painted board, nor barber's pole. 


Thou town of Loss! fo juſtly call'd, 

In thee who halts at evening's, cloſe 

Not dreams from Jove, but hoſts of fleas 
Shall join to ſweeten his repoſe. 


A curſe on this dejeQel place 

Waere cold, and hot, and wet, and dry, 
And ſtagnant ponds of ample ſpace 

The putrid ſteams of death ſupply. 


Since here I pac'd on weary ſteed 

an, blame me not, ſhould 1 repinę 
That ſprightly girl, nor ſocial bed, 
Nor jovial glafs this night is mine. 


Tae landlord, ghug'd in either exe, 
lere drains his bottle to the dregs, 
O. 2orrows Suſan's pipe, while ſhe 

Pe hares the bicon and the eggs. 


Trete. that iaſpires the foul, 
F dee abodes no tune has eu 
30 S it its generaus inJuence rour d. 
«2 K. dle wit and kill the ſpleen, 
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The ſquire of this diſheartening inn 
Affords to none the generous bowl, 
Diſplays no Bacchus on the ſign | 
To warm the heart and cheer the ſoul. 


To cyder, drawn from tilted caſk, 
While each a fond attention paid 

He griev'd to ſee the empty flaſk, 
Its ſubſtance gone, its ſtrength decay'd. 


A rambling hag, in diſmal notes 
Screech'd out a ſong, to cheer my grief; 
Two lads their duil adventures told, 

A ſhepherd each—and each a thief. 


Dame juſtice here in rigour reigns— 
Each has on each the griping paw : 
Whoc'er with them a bargain makes, 
Scheme as he will, it ends in Law. 


With ſcraps of ſongs and ſmutty words 
Each lodger here adorns the walls : 
The wanton muſe no pencil gives, 

A coal her mean idea ſcrawls. 


In murmuring ſtreams no chryſtal wave 
To cheer the wretched hamlet flows ; 
But frowning to the diſtant bog 
Roſanna with the pitcher goes. 


At du% of eve the tardy treat 
1 Was plac'd on board of knotty pine; 
Wl Each gaping gaz'd, to ſee me eat 
| While round me lay the lumbering ſwine. 
| 


Unbleſt be ſhe, whoſe aukward hand 
Before me laid the mouldy pone ;* 
May ſhe till miſs the joyous kiſs, 
Condemn'd to fret and ſleep alone. 


The horſe that bore me on my way 
14 Around him caſt a wiſhful eye, 
He look'd, and ſaw no manger near, 


And hung his head, and ſeem'd to ſigh. 


1% At ſtump of pine, for want of ſtall, 

11 All night, beneath a dripping tree, 
Not fed with oats, but fill'd with wind, 
And buckwheat ſtraw, alone ſtood he. 


| A con poſitien of Ivdiery meal and water, baked haſtily befors the fre er 
a board £7 3:00, 
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Diſcourag'd at fo vile a treat, 

Yet pleas' 4 io ſee the approaching dawn, 
In h. e, we left this diſmal place, 

Nor ſtay'd to d ink their dear 9 n. 


Mio never weary pilgrim 5 ere 

(i/nlefs for penance he's eg ut) 

be orc'd to pas 115 dreary n. ght, 

Or doom'd to leg where 1 have ſlept. 


A ſhrub leat, 
et. 
| rm mt tn te 


frequently uſed in the interior parts of Carolin1 a+ 1 fubſt tate 


_— 


A 
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( >; 7 ErcnTty Five diſcharg'd an! gone, 
A onmer year comes haſtening on 

Lo quit us in its turn: 

Wrh outfpread wings and running glaſs 

Taus Time's delnding ſeaſons pais, 

Ant leave mankind to mourn. 


But trains like this add grief to grief; — 
Me are the lads that give relief 

Wich iprightly wit and N lay: 
Our various page to all Mparts 
Aunſæment i tor ſocial hearts, 

And Jv es the monſter, fbleen, away. 
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Abroad our leaves of knowledge flv, 

A, twice a week they live and dic 
Short aſon of repoſe! 

Pit wur we our tolls diſplay 


The mog rch's aim, what patriots lay, 1 
Or ns of art diſcloſe: | 


W. we'er the barque of commerce brings 
Fry2 11 er States or foreign kings, | 
No atom we conce al: 

Kucgpe's prints we hourly drain, 
\ ia“ nexs our leaves contain, 
And round gr world we deal. 


N 
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fools Cmetimes prompt your fears; 
'1 107d news from proud Algiers, 

Tour vizes our tars ſuch pain; 

Remer nber all malt have their ſhare, 


A 4.1 the world was made for care 
e MOANIITCH and the Crain, 
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If Britiſh iſles (that once were free, 
In Indian ſeas, to you and me) 

All entrance till reſtrain, 

Why let them ſtarve with all their hoſt 
When Britiſh pride gives up the ghoſt, 
And courts our aid in vain. 


We fondly hope ſome future year 

Will all our clouded proſpects clear, 
And commerce ſtretch her wings; 

New tracks of trade new wealth diſcloſe, 
While round the globe our ſtandard goes 
In ſpite of growling kings. 


Materials thus together drawn 

To tell you how the world goes on 
May ſurely claim regard; 

One ſimple word we mean to ſay, 
This is our jovial New Year's day, 
And now, our toils reward. 


EE ene 


Or the LEGISLATURE of GREAT-BRITAIN 


PROHIBITING the SALE 


Of Doct. David Raus Ax's Hiſtory of the Revolution 
of South-Carolina, in London.— 


Cour bold bully Dawſon, expert in abuſing, 
Having paſs'd all his life in the practice of bruiſing, 
At laft, when he thinks to reform and repent, 

And wiſhes his days had been ſoberly ſpent, 
Though a courſe of contrition in earneſt begins. 
He ſcarcely can bear to be told of his fins. 

So, the Britiſh, worn out with their wars in the weft, 
(Where burning and murder their proweſs confeſt,) 
When at laſt they agreed 'twas in vain to contend, 

(For the days of their thieving were come to an end) 
They got heir hiſtorians to ſeribble and flatter, | 
And fooliſhly thought they could huſh up the matter. 
But Raus Ax aroſe, and with TRUTH on his fide, 
Has told to the world what they labour'd to hide, 
With his pen of diſſection, and pointed with ſteel, 
If they nc'er before felt—he has taught them to feel, 
Themſelves and their projects has truly defin'd, 
And drag'd them to bluſh at the bar of mankind. 

As the author, his friends, and the world might expect, 

They have treated his work with a ſurly neglect ; 
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In reply to his reaſon they ſplutter and rail, 


And, prompted by malice, prohibit the ſale. 


But, alas! their chaſtiſement is only begun— 


* Thirteen are the ſtates—and the tale is of oze ; 
E Whengthe zwelve yet remaining their ſtories have told, 
Tus KING WILL RUN MAD—AND THE BOOK WILL BE soo. 


f | = 
LITERARY IMPORTATION., 


OWEVER we wrangled with Britain awhile 
We think of her now in a different ſtile, 

And many fine things we receive from her iſle ; 
Among all the reſt, 

Some demon poſleſs'd 


Oar Uealers in knowledge and ſellers of ſenſe 


To have a good bi/hop imported from thence. 


The words of Sam Chandler were thought to be vain, 
When he argued ſo often and prov'd it ſo plain 
„That Satan muſt flouriſh till biſhops ſhould reign :" 
Tho? he went to the wall 

With his project and all, 

Another bold Sammy, in biſhop's array, 


Has got ſomething more than his pains for his pay. 


It ſeems we had ſpirit to humble a throne, 
Have genius for ſcience inferior to none, 

But never encourage a plant of our own : 

If a college be plann'd, 

Tis all at a ſtand 

Till to Europe we ſend at a ſhameful expence, 
To bring us a pedant to teach us ſome ſenſe. 


Can we never be thought to have learning or grace 
Unleſs it be brought trom that horrible place 
Where tyranny reigns with her impudent face, 
And popes and pretenders, 

and ily faith-defenders 

Have ever been hoſtile to reaſon and wit, 

Enſlaving a world that ſhall conquer them yet. 


Tis a folly to fret at the picture I draw: 
and J fay what was ſaid by a Doctor Magraw 
Il they give us their teachers, they'll give us their law.“ 
How that will agree 
. : ; 
Witt, {uch people as we, 
leave to the learn'd to reflect on awhile. 
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ENGLISHMANs COMPLAINT 
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ARRVNG from Britain with cargo ſo nice 

Once more have | touch'd at theſe regions of rice! 

Dear A/>ley, with pleaſure thy ftream I review; 

But how chang'd are theſe plains that we wiih'd to ſubdue. 


If through the wild woods he extended his reign, 
And death and the doctor were both in his train, 
Cornwallis no longer diſturbs your repoſe, 
His lordſhip is dead, or at leaſt in a doze. 
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By Sullivar's iſland how quiet we paſs ; 

Fort 7hn/on no longer ſalutes us, alas !— 

The ſeaſon has been you did nothing but mourn, 
But now you will laugh at a Briton's return! 
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Inſtead of gay ſoldiers that walk'd the parade, 
Here 1s nothing but draymen and people in trade ; 
Inſtead of our navy that thunder'd around, 

Here is nothing but ſhips without guns to be found. 


Inſtead of lord Rawadon and Neſbitt Balfour, 

Whoſe names and whoſe notions you cannot endure, 
But whom in their glory you could not forget 
When puff'd by the froth of the Rozar GazeTTE: 
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Inſtead of thoſe tyrants, who homewards have flown, 
This country 1s rul'd by a race of its own, 

Whom once we could laugh at—but now we muſt ſay 
Seem riſing to be in a handſomer way. 


N Wee amm 


To us and our iſland eternally foes, 

How tedious you are in forgetting your woes, 
Your plunder'd plantations you iti}l will remember, 
Altho'we have left you—three years laſt December. 
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By ſchools untaught, from Nature's ſource he drew 
: Laa flow of wit which wits with toil purſue, 

| Above dependence, bent to virtue's fide ; 

1 evond the fo ly of the pedant's pride; 

| Born to no power, he took no ſplendid part, 

| | Yet warm for freedom glow'd his honeſt heart; 

N 


„ POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 307 


Poe to all baſeneſs, not afraid to ſhame 
The little tyrant that uſurp'd his claim: 
„ Bound to no ſect, no ſyſtems to defend, 
He lov'd his jeſt, a female, and his friend :;— 
The tale well told, to cach occaſion fit, 
In him was nature—and that nature wit: 
Alike to pride and wild ambition dumb 
He ſaw no terrors in the world to come. 
But, ſlighting ſophiſts and their flimſy aid, 
To God and Reaſon left the works they made, 
In chace of fortune, half his life was whim, 
Yet fortune ſaw no ſycophant in him ; 
Bold, open, free, the world he call'd his own, 
But with'd no wealth that coſt a wretch a groan— 
Too ſocial BeLL!* in others ſo reſin'd, 
One ſne::king v/-tue ne'er poſſeſs'd your mind— 
Hid Prudence only heid her ſhare of ſway, 
Still had your cup been full, yourſelf been gay! 
But while we laugh'd, and while the glaſs went round, 
The lamp was darken'd—and no help was found; 
On diſtant hores you died, where none thall tell 
'© HERE REST THE VIRTUES AND THE WIT or BELL.” 
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* Mr. Rosgar PELL, the celebrated humourift and truly philanthropie 
Book ſeller, forinerly of Philadelphia. 
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Hex: fond remembragce ſtampt her much lov'd names, 
= licre boſt the ſoil i:s London and its Thames; 
Through all her ſhores commodious ports abound, 
Clear flow the waters of the unequal ground; 
| Cold nipping winds a lengthen'd winter bring, 
Late riſe the products of the unwilling ſpring, 
The impoveriſh'd fields the labourer's pains diſgrace 
And hawks and vultures ſcream through all the place; 
= The broken ſoil a nervous breed requires 
S here the rough glebe no generous crops admires— 
Dame Nature meanly did her gifts impart, 
But ſmiles to ſee how much is fore'd by art. 
As Boreas kcen, who guides their wintry reign, 
All bow to lucre, all are bent on gain, 
In contact cloſe their neat abodes are thrown, 
Its houſe, each acre; every mile, its town; 
Wich glittering ſpire the frequent church is ſeen, 
| Sacred to bm thas taught them to be keen, 
Wu ore noiſe and nonſenſe (always ſocial) join 


And beard!ei prieals from white-oak pulpits whine, 
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Where mobs of deacons awe the ungodly wight 
And heil's black maſter meets the unequal fight— 
Eternal ſquabblings greaſe the lawver's paw, 

All have their ſuits, and all have ſtudied LAW: 
With tongue, that Art and Nature taught to ſpeak, 
Some rave in Latin, ſome diſpute in Greet : 
Proud of their parts, in ancient lore they ſhine, 
Ani one month's ſtudy makes a learn'd Divine; 
Zards of huge fame in every hamlet riſe 
Lach (in idea) of Virgilian ſize: 
ven beardleſs lads a rhyming knack difplay— 
{lads begun, and finiſh'd in a day! 
chymes, that of old on Blackmore's wheel were ſpun, 
Dome rattling down on Greenfield's reverend ſon ; 
Madly preſum'd time's vortex to defy | 
Things born to live an hour—then ſqueak and die. 
Some, to grow rich, through Indian foreſts roam, 
Some deem it beſt to ſtay and thrive at home: 
In ſpite of all the prieſt and ſquire can ſay, 
This world—this wicked world—will have its way; 
Hone# through fear, religious by conſtraint, 
How hard to tell the ſharper from the ſaint !— 
Fond of diſcourſe, with deep deſigning views 
'They pump the unwary traveller of his news; 
Foad of that news, but fonder to be paid 
1ch houſe a tavern, claims a tavern's trade, 
While he that comes as ſurely hears them praiſe 
The nosPiTALITY of modern days. 
Yet, brave in arms, of enterprizing ſoul, 
They tempt old Neptune to the fartheſt pole, 
In learning's walks explore the mazy way 
(For genius there has ſhed his golden rav) 
In war's bold art through many a conteſt try'd 
True to themſelves, they took the nobler fide, 
And party feuds forgot, join'd to agree 
That power alone ſupreme—that left them free. 
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N Fathoms five the anchor gone; 
While here we furl the ſail, 
No longer vainly labouring on 
Againf the weſtern gale : 
While here thy bare and barren cliffs, 
O HaTTERAs, I ſurvey, 
And ihallow grounds and broken reefs— 
What ſhall conſole my ftay ! 
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The dangerous ſhoal, that breaks the wave 


la columns to the {y ; 


" 0 9 | 1 — 
22 e . oe 4 


* 


„ n 


y 
* dof N . 
ot Te at 


r 


** * N 44 


4 
. 


IEEE 


2 * 


r * 1 34 1 > Mi 
eee 


Er 
246. 
94 
. 
4 
5 
Py 
— 
* 
Ly 


The tempeſts black, that hourly rave, 


Portend all danger nigh : 

Sad are my dreams on ocean's verge 
The Atlantic round me flows, 

Upon whoſe ancient angry ſurge 

No traveller finds repoſe! 


The P1LoT comes !—from yonder ſands 
He ſhoves his barque, fo frail, 

And hurrying on, with buſy hands, 
Employs both oar.and fail. 

Beneath this rude unſettled ſky 
Condemn'd to paſs his years, 

No other ſhores delight his eye, 

No foe alarms his fears. 


In depths of woods his hut he builds, 
Devoted to repoſe, 

And, blooming, in the barren wilds 
His little garden grows: 

His wedded nymph, of fallow hue, 
No mingled colours grace— 

For her he toils—to her is true, 

The caprive of her face. 


Kind Nature here, to make him bleſt, 
No quiet h»r2out plann'd; 

And poverty—his conſtant gueſt, 
Reſtrains the pirate band: 

His hopes are all in yonder flock, 

Or ſome few hives of bees, 

Except, when bound for OcRacock, 
Some gliding barque he ſees: | 


His Catharine then he quits with grief, 
And ſpreads his tottering ils, 

While, waving high her handkerchief, 
Her commodore the hails : 

She grieves, and fears to ſee no more 
Tur fail that now forſakes, 


From HaTTEenas? ſands to banks of CoRE 


Such tedious journies takes! 


Fond nymph! your ſighs are heav'd in vain 


Petrain thoſe idle fears: 


In you—that ſhould relieve his pan 


(has kill him with your tears! 
Lan abſence, thus, beget regard, 
Ir does it only ſeem ? 
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He comes to meet a wandering bard 
That ſteers for AsHLEY's ſtream. 


Though diſappointed in his views, 
Not joyleſs will we part; 

Nor ſhall the god of mirth refuſe 
The BaLSAM OF THE HEART: 
No niggard key ſhall lock up joy— 
I'll give him half my ſtore 

Will he but half his ſkill employ 
To guard us from FRG liiore. 


Should eaſtern gales once more awake, 
No ſafety will be here.— 

Alack ! I ſee the billows break, 

Wild tempeſts hovering near: 

Before the bellowing ſeas begin 

Their conflict with the land, 

Go, pilot, go—your Catharine join, 
That waits on youder land. 


— 


[| — — — 
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N EWS MON GE R 


Ax inſe& lives among mankind 
For what wiſe ends by fate deiign'd, 
I never yet could clearly find: 


In pain for all, and thank'd by none, 
And moſt perplex'd when moſt alone, 
No State regards him, or the throne. 


Beneath a duſty roof reſtrain'd, 
To one dark ſpot forever chain'd, N 
His ink is to the bottom drain'd, 27 


The flowers that deck the ſummer feld, 
The vernal bloom that frot conceal'd, 
To him no ſpark of pleaſure yield. 


His days are one continual whim : 
The ſeaſons change, but not for h'm, 
On foreign prints his eyes grow dim. 


He life ſupports on ſelf efteem, 
He plans, contrives, and lives by ſcheme, 


And ſpoils good paper—miny 4 rean, 
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Diftreſt for thoſe he never ſaw— 
Of kings and princes not in awe 
He ſcorns their mandates, and their law. 


Relief he finds for others? woes, 
The wants of all the world he knows, 
His boots are only out at toes. 


| Now Europe's feuds employ his brains, 
EZ Now Afia's news his head contains 
But ſtill his labour for his pains. 


The river Scheldt he opens wide, 


And Joſepb's ſhips in triumph ride 


= The Dutchmen are not on his ſide. 


on great affairs condemn'd to fret, 
The intereſt on our foreign debt 
He hopes good Louis may forget, 


| He fears the Bank will hurt our trade, 


And fall it muſt, without his aid— 
And yet his barber goes unpaid. 


Our weſtern poſts (that Britons keep 
In ſpite of treaties) break his ſleep; 
He plans their conqueſt at one ſweep. 


He grumbles at the price of flour, - 
Then mourns and mutters many an hour 
That ConGREss have ſo little power. 


Altho' he has no ſhips to loſe 
The Algerines he dares abuſe, 
And longs to hear ſome better news. 


The French, he thinks, will ſoon prepare 
To undertake ſome grand affair: 
So *tis but war we need not care.“ 


Where Mi/i/ippi laves the plain, 
He hopes the bold Kentucky ſwain 
Will ſeize her forts and plague old Spain: 


Such morning whims, ſuch evening dreams! 
Through long dull nights he planns odd ſchemes 
To diſpoſſeſs her of thoſe ſtreams. 


He propheſies the time muſt come 
When few will drink Weſt-India rum— 
Our ſpirits will be proof at home. 
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The tories on New Scotland's coaſt, 
He deems may all their freedom boaſt 
In half a century—at moſt. 


Then ſhakes his head, and ſhifts the ſcene, 
Talks much about the empreſs queen, 
And wonders what the Germans mean. 


He doubts, and frets, and ſeems afraid 
'The States will loſe by China trade, 
Since dollars for their tea are paid; 


Then hopes that by the month of June 
Lunardi in his new balloon 
Will make a journey to the moon. 


Thus all the buſineſs of mankind, 
And all the follies we might find 
Are huddled in his crazy mind ; 


"Till doom'd to think of new affairs, 
At laſt with death he walks down ſtairs, 
And leaves—thc wide world to his heirs. 


2—6ö-—̃ ͤ ——ẽͤ—é———d . —— 


CHARITY. A- LAM O D E 


Faou ſouthern ports a wandering veſſel came 
That from her ſize or looks ſmall note could claim, 
Her freight diſcharg'd, compell'd in port to ſtay 
Long by the walls this empty veſſel lay. 
In vain the captain ſcratch'd his ſapient ſcull 
And fluſh'd her maſts and furbiſh'd up her hull : 
No fails to trim, no work but making grog, 
Penſive he ſate—and ſigh'd to heave the log: 
In vein he ſearch'd, and ſtopt up every leak, 
Ard advertis'd his barque from week to week 5 
All would not do !—the dock was ſtill her fate, | 
Idle the maſter, out of work the mate, 
No freight appear'd, no charter, no employ, 
Deaf were tne ſhippers, and the merchants coy ; 
14 1 While, with the tide, ihe lay to riſe and fall 
1 The wharfnger, *twas thought, would have her—all, 

At length, a man who had much gold in ſtock, 
Mit: One morning fair, came waddling to the dock, a 
11 Addreſs'd the cyptain. as he pentive fate, * 
ut And crv'd—Iha! fav ran, Friend, ꝛvilt takes 6 freight ? 
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Take it! (ſaid Jonas) take it !/—tbat I will— 
Take it as quick as patient takes a pill. 
This idle life's the very worſt diſeaſe, 
But let me know your terms, Sir, if you pleaſe. 


Oo WE” 345A 
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« My terms are ſo and ſo“ - (the man reply'd) 
What ! fix-pence leſs than all the world beſide / 
What reaſon can be given, I humbly aſt ?— 
That ſix-pence ſhould be clipp'd from every caſe ?— 
Five Prilli s (truft me) is the uſtal freight, 
Ard given by every ſhipper in the fate! 


That may be ſo!—(the miſer ſaid, moſt cool) 
And yet, there's ons exception to the rule: 
If you're averſe, there's hundreds will agree:— 
= THis S1X-PENCE SAV'D IS MEANT FOR CHARITY: 
My terms are good—you can't be angry, ſure ; 
This fix-pence, filch'd from you—s HALL BLESS THE POOR!” 


ee oi e Fn eee 
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MINSTRE L's COMPLAINT. 


O Play for Pouroso I find is in vain : 
Himſelf and his houſe are averſe to my ſtrain, 
So I and my dog will be trudging _ 
A fiddler he has in his garret, they ſay, 
Who little or nothing that's clever can play ; 

With a ſorrou ful face 
He can thrum on the baſs, 
And might do pretty well on a funeral day: 
Now his fiddle is broke 
How Pompoſo would look 
To be hurried away, by no muſic attended, 
Should he happen to die ere the bauble is mended. 


The village all knew it, and car'd not a pin 
The night was ſo cold and my coat was ſo thin, 
That I ſhook like a leaf when the ladies came in: 
They thought it a joke 
That the fiddle was broke, 
But never once offer'd the ſtrings to repair, 
And begg'd of Ar-Syexkin to give them an air. 
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Ap-Shenkin began in ſo diſmal a tone 

All thought he had better have let it alone; 

When the gueſts were to dance they did nothing but groan 
Old captain O'Blunder 
Was brim- fall of wonder, 
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And ſaid, my dear boy ſuch a whining you keep, 
You have hit on a tune that will put us to ſleep. 


Yet ſtill he went on, to our utter ſurprize, 
And ſung 'tiil the ladies had tears in their eyes, 
And Bunyan, we thought, had return'd in diſguiſe : 
We waited ſo long 
For the cloſe of his ſong 
That moſt of us thought he would never conclude 
His muſes were in ſuch a muſical moed. 
Old duries he ſung that are fairly worn out, 
The wars of the Jews, that were compaſs'd about 
Whom Titus, the Roman, had put to the rout— 
We all were in pain 
To attend them again 
For ten times before we had heard them at leaſt, 
And far better told by the nurſe and the prieft. 


a r ——— — 
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W-1:N:TRY. PROSPE C1: 


From Hudſon's cold, congealing ſtream. 

As winter comes, I take my way 

Where other ſuns prompt other dreams, 

And ſhades, leſs willing to decay, 

Beget new feelings in the heart 

Bid ſpleen's dejective crew depart, 

And wake the ſprightly lay. 

Good-natur'd NeeTUuUNE, now ſo mild, 

Like rage aſleep or madneſs chain'd, 

By dreams amus'd or love beguil'd, 

Sleep on, 'till we our port have gain'd. 

The gentle breeze that curls the deep 

Shall paint a finer d eam on ſleep ; | 
Ye nymphs, that haunt his grottoes low | p 
Where ſea-green trees of coral grow, | 
No tumults make 

Leſt he ſhould wake, 

And thus the paſſing ſhade betray 

Tue ſails that o'er his waters ſtray, 


Sunk is the ſun f, om vonder hill: 
The noiſy day 15 pait, 
The breeze decavs, and all is ſtill, 


As all ſhall be at 1at ! 
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The murmuring on the diſtant ſhore, 
The dying wave is all I hear ; 

The yellow fields now diſappear, 

No painted butterflies are near, 

And laughing folly plagues no more. 
The woods that deck yon” fading waſte, 
That every wanton 2 embrac'd 

Ere ſummer yet made haſte to fly— 

How ſmit with froſt the pride of June ! 
How loſt to me! how very ſoon 
The fairy proſpects die! 

Condemn'd to yield to winter's ſtroke, 
Low in the duſt the embowering oak 
Has bid that fading leaf 3 
Their ſhort-liv'd verdure at an end, 
How deſolate the foreſts ſeem, 
Beneath whoſe ſhade 

The iſland maid 

Was once ſo fond to dream ! 


* 
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What now is left of all that won 
The note of mirth while ſummer ſtay'd: 
The birds that ſported in the ſun, 
The ſport is paſt, the ſong is done, 
And Nature's naked forms declare, 
The frozen vale, the mountain bare 
Perſuaſively, tho? ſilent, tell, 
That, at the beſt, 
They were but dreſt 
In veſtments for the funeral bell! 5 
Now, while I ſpread the adventurous fail 
To catch the breeze from yonder hill, 
Say, what does all this ſadneſs mean 
Why grieve to paſs the watery ſcene— 
Is happineſs to place confin'd ? 
No—planted only in the mind 
She meets her votary where he will: 
But life is pain—what ills muſt try, 
What malice dark and calumny, 
Old Shadrach with his jaundic'd eye, 
And /lander, with her tale begun; 
Bold ignorance, with forward air, 
And cowardice. that has no ſhare 
In honours gain'd or trophies won. 


To theſe ſucceed (and theſe are few 
Of earth's unſeemly ſullen crew) 
Unſocial pride and cold diſguſt, 

Ser vility, thay licks the duit ; 


S c pf writ ail, 0 ET ee Se hee 
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Unknown to haunt the human breaſt 
When Nature there her throne poſleſs'd : 
But vaniſh'd is her gentle reign, 

And monſters have dethron'd that queen 
Who charm'd the ſoul to relt : 

What century ſhall reſtore that age 
When paſſion, rul'd by reaſon's page, 
Made Ed no empty ſound 
The golden age, that pleas'd fo well? — 
The Mix p that made it ſhall not tell 
To thoſe on life's uncertain road, 
Where loſt in folly's idle round, 

And ſeeking what ſhall ne'er be found 
WE PRESS TO ONE ABODE | 


FEMALE CAPRIC E; 


O R, T NE 


STUDENTs COMPLAINT. 


T was, you muſt own, a moſt pitiful thing, 
That we muſt commence, and no ladies would fing : 
So long at our ſtudies, and poring on Greek, 

And Logic, and Latin, and learning to cał, 

And not in return for our trouble and pains, 

Not a quaver to have of their holiday ſtrains, 

Was hard in extreme—and I'm ſorry to find 

No reaſon as yet for their malice aſſign'd. 

Though tutor'd by Law,* who is mulic's delight, 

They have not a ſingle idea of 8xGnT, 

Or elſe I preſume they had ſurely beitow'd 

Some elegant ſtrains on the elegant oe 5 

The poet, poor fellow, no doubt had his ſhare 

Of trouble and thinking, his lines to prepare, 

And then to negle& them and fall in a pet, 

Vas ſuch an affront as he'll never forget. 
Hereafter commencing, to puniſh the ſex, 

With Latin and Logic their noddles we'll vex, 

In dark metaphyſics we'll rattle away, 

Nor ſhail they be wiſer for all we may fav ; 

No witty orations ſhall tempt them to ſmile, 

But after haranguing on at awhile, 

We'll ſend them away jult as dull as they came; 

And year after year it mall 831 be the ſame, 

Till each cruel creature relents—and agree 

To cry out- Dear fellows, we'll fing whit vou pee. 

The Rev. Andrey %. Prufuſſor of Mufic. 
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(On barren hills and deſert plains 
Mambrino made a ſwift retreat, 0 
Rode day and night through winds and rains 

# To fly the doom he fear'd to meet: 

E Reſolv'd, he left our cool ſea-breeze 

la mineral ſprings to drown diſeaſe. 


« And ob — (he cry'd) in prime of days 
M:ft I with death my lodging tee p— 

Or youder ſun 19 longer gaze— 

I; Nature blind or Fate aſleep 

hat have I done - ht hall I ſay ? 
To mineral ſpriugs Dl hajte away!” 
Though derth purſued with all his might, 
The waited youth, when he got there 
Drank rum all day, play'd whiſt all night, 
Hoping the waters would repair 

His meagre carcaſe, doom'd to bring 
Deſtruction from the mineral ſpring. 


Ve ſons of Bacchus, briſk and gay, 

; Blame not the health-reſtoring wave: 
Ho can thoſe ſtreams prevent decay, 

Or better ſtreams from ruin ſave 

* When you miſtake thoſe tempting things, 
The landlord's Las KS for mineral ſprings. 
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DRUNKEN SOLDIER, 
(a Parody.) 


. 
| In a hovel forlorn, not a mile from his tent, 
oor Prim fat diſtracted witk care; 
He look'd at his bottle, and ſaw it half ſpent, 
And gave himſelf up to deſpair. 


The walls of his hut were beſpatter'd around 
With the grog he had vo nited up; 

And even the dirt, and the graſs on the ground 
Were bedew'd wit. the dregs of his cup. 
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The houſewife beheld through a hole in the wall 
Him weeping, his whiſkey half done, 

She curſ'd him, his liquor, his bottle, and all, 
Thus warning the man of the gun: 


O Trim, do forbear; not a grunt, not a ſwear 

«« For your grog ſo deſervedly loſt ; 

« Your bones ſhall be broke; I will put up my prayer, 
«« And the anſwer ſhall be to your coft. 


ce The boys of the barracks, thoſe ſoldiers ſo bold, 
«« Of gaming have finiſh'd their taſk, 

« And ſuch is the news, it is currently told, 

« 'They are coming to drink out your flaſk: 


&« A council was held ere your eyes were awake, 
« And this was the captain's decree, 

That, when it is emptied, the bottle muſt break, 
« And the charge is entruſted to me.“ 


To the broomſtick ſtraightway, like a fury, ſhe flew : 


But he with his bottle began, 
And ſaid, „Shut the door, let me touch it once more, 
And then—they may drink, if they can.” — 


With a circle of black ſhe encompaſs'd his eyes ; 

At laſt into ſlumbers he ſunk, 

Then ſhe laid him down ſnug, leſt the ſight of his jug 
Should tempt him again to get drunk. 


CARRIBBIANA, 


] HESE Indian ifles, ſo green and gay, 
In ſummer ſeas by Nature plac'd——— 
Art hardly told us where they lay 
*Till tyranny their charms defac'd ; 
Ambition there her conqueſts made, 
And avarice rifled every ſhade | 


The Genius wept, his ſons to fee 
By foreign arms untimely fall, 
And fome to dittant climates flee 
Where later ruin met them all : 
He ifaw his ſylvan offspring bleed 
That fiercer natures might ſucceed. 


The chief that firſt cer barren waves 
Jo theſe fair illands found lis way, 
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Departing, left a race of ſlaves, 
Cortez, thy mandute to obey; 

And theſe again if fame ſays true, 
To lord it o'er the ſavage crew. 


No more to Indian coaſts confin' d. 
Tne Genius thus indulg'd his grief; 
While he to woe his heart reſign'd, 
To ſee the proud European chief 
Purſue the harmleſs Indian race, 

Torn by his dogs in every chace !— 


Ah, what a change! the ambient deep 
No longer hears the lover's ſigh ; 

But wretches meet to wail and weep 
The loſs of their dear liberty; 
Unfeeling hearts poſſeſs thele iſles, 
Man frowns, and only Nature ſmiles.” 


Proud of theſe vaſt extended ſhores 
The haughty Spaniard calls his own, 
No other wdfld may ſhare thoſe ſtores 
To other worlds ſo little known; 

His Cuba lies a wilderneſs, 

Where flavery digs what ſlaves poſſeſs. 


Jamaica's ſweet romantic vales 

In vain with golden harveits teem, 
Her endleſs ſpring, her balmy gales 
Did more to me than magic ſeem; * 
Yet what the god profuſely gave 

I there denied the toiling {lave. 


Fantaſtic joy and fond belief 

Through life ſupport the gulling chain, 
Hooe's airy proſpects baniſh grief 

And bring his native climes _ 
Mis native groves his heaven diſplay 


The funeral is the joyous day. 


For man reduc'd to ſuch diſgrace 

In vain from Jove fair virtue fell: 
Diſtreſs compells him to he baſe, 

Je has no motive to excel: 

in death alone his proſpects end, 

The world's worſt foe is his beſt friend, 


How great THEIR praiſe, let truth declare, 


Vho, ſmit with honoar's ſacred flame, 
Bade freedom to theſe coaſts repair, 
Aſſum'd the ſlave's neglected claim, 


\ 


— 
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In ſome obſcure retreat 
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And ſcorning intereſt's ſordid plan 
Prov'd to mankind the rights of man, 


Aſcending here, may this warm ſun, 
With freedom's beams divinely clear, 
Throughout the world his circuit run 
Till theſe dark proſpects diſappear, 
And a new race, not bought or ſold, 
Springs from the aſhes of the old. 


rr , r . 


LYSANDER's RETREAT. 


Frou CamBRia's bleſt abodes 
O'er ſandy, tireſome roads 
Lyſander, muſing, takes his way 
Through dark and diſmal groves 
Where the ſad turtle loves 

To waſte the night, and kill the day- 


I fee Lyſander greet 

A barren ſoil and dreary town, 
Whoſe ſtreets, o'ergrown with trees, 
With pain each traveller ſees, 
SYLVANIA, barren of renown! 


What ſhall conſole him there? 

Not even a houſe of prayer 

With glittering ſpire, is ſeen to riſe : 

No nymphs, in gaudy trim, 

Shall there be ſeen by him— 

No muſic, ſermons, plays, or pigeon-pies. 


Dull melancholy ſtreams, 

Dutch politics and ſchemes, 

Owls ſcreeching in the empty ftreet ; 
Wolves, howling at their doors, 
Bears, breaking into ſtores — 


Theſe make the picture of the town complete.— 
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PROCESSION to SYLVANIA. 


N Life's dull round, how often folks are croſs'd, 
Their pro; *&s ſpoil'd, their ſayings miſapplied ; 
Some friends in woods and ſome in oceans loſt, 
Some doom'd walk on foot, while others ride. 


But, now, let preachers moralize in verſe, 
While I to yonder caravan attend 

That all prepar'd, like ſome ſlow moving herſe 
Begins its journey to an Indian land ; 


Bound for Sylvania !—ſad, diſnhearténing town, 

When thou art nam'd how many a nymph will ſigh, 

Sigh, leſt her ſweet-heart ſhould return a clown 

With grizly homeſpun cot, long beard, and >umpkin pye. 


This caravan with wondrous geer is ſtow'd, 

All ſorts of moveables—ftraw-beds, and cradles, 
Old records, ſalted fiſh, make up their load, 
With kegs of brandy, frying pans, and ladles. 


A penſi ve Printer in a one-herſe-chair 
(Dragg'd flowly on by ſullen ſleepy ſteed, 
With ſome ill-fated ſquires) brings up the rear, 
Contriving future news for folks to read. 


To guard the whole, a truſty knight appears, 

With choſen men, to keep the wolves at bay: 

They march—and lo! Belinda all in tears 

Tuar BEARS MUST HUG INSTEAD OF LADIES GAY, 
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SANGRADOs EXPEDITION 


T 0 


„ ˙ OO GED WY OY 


[ IR*D of his journey o'er a ſandy waſte, 
SANGR® ADO to Sylvania came at laſt : 
A bear-fxin coat was round his cargaſe roll'd, 
Shivering with northern winds, that blew fo cold: 
Dark was the nighi—much for his ſhins he fear'd, 
For not one lamp in all the town appear'd, 
Twelve was the hour—the citizens, in bed, 
Slept ſound—ot bears and wolves no more in dread.; 

V 
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No city-guards, no watchmen hove in ſight, 

No chyming bell ſung out the time of night ; 

But foggy blaſts their wintry muſic blew 

Through ſhabby trees that round the court-houſe grew : 
At length, alighting at one ſcurvy dome, 

He knock'd—and hop'd the people were at home.— 


Ho !—-(cry'd the man within) ho! who are you ?— 
What! heigh!—from CamBria?—have you nothing new ?— 


Fangrado. 

Nothing at all- the times are ſhameful bad; 
Money at ten per cent—hard to be had: 
With apples and potatoes, our dear couſins 
The northern men, are pouring in by dozens: 
The French, *tis ſaid, will ſoon diſcharge their king 
This, friend, is all I know—and all I bring 

a Citizen. 
What! not ſome oyſters, gather'd near the coaſt, 
Such as in days of old we lov'd to roaſt ? 


| Sangrads. 
No, not an oyſter—faith, you're in a dream, 
To think I'd load my little nag with them: 
We both are weary ; let me in, I pray, 
Even though you turn us out at break of day. 


Citizen, 
"Tis midnight now—return from whence you come 
High time all honeſt people were at home. 


Sangrado. 
Brother, me thinks my toes are ſomewhat cold 
Unbar your door—if one may be ſo bold: 
Wet to the ſkin, and travelling all the day, 
J want ſome reſt—open the door, I ſay! 


Citizen. 
Open the door, forſooth ! the man is mad: 
Lodging 1s not ſo eaſy to be had; 
It is an article we do not trade in, 
Nor ſhall my bed by all the world be laid in. 
Our very hay-loft is as full as can be— 
Puch off, my friend, and try your luck at GRaNnBrY. 
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On the PRosPzcT of 4 


REVOLUTION in FRANCE. 


Boxxe on the wings of time, another year 
Sprung from the paſt, begins its proud career; 
From that bright ſpark which firſt illum'd theſe lands, 
See Europe kindling, as the blaze expands, 

Each gloomy tyrant, ſworn to chain the mind, 

Preſumes no more to trample on mankind : 

Even potent LOUIS trembles on his throne, 

The generous Prince that made our cauſe his own, 

More equal rights his injur'd ſubjects claim, 

No more a country's ſtrength—that country's ſhame ; 

Fame ſtarts, aſtoniſh'd at ſuch prizes won, 

And mſhneſs wonders how the work was done. 
Fluſt'd with new life, and brightening at the view, 

Gewnivus, triumphant, moulds the world anew ; 

To theſe far climes in ſwift ſucceſſion moves 

Each art that Reaſon owns and Senſe approves. 

What tho? his age is bounded to a ſpan 

Time ſheds a conſcious dignity on man, 

Some happier breath his riſing paſſion ſwells, 

Some kinder genius his bold arm impels, 

Dull ſuperſtition from the world retires 

Diſhearten'd zealots hafte to quench their fires ; 

One equal rule o'er twelve“ vaſt sTaTEs extends, 

Europe and Afia join to be our friends, 

Our active flag in every, clime diſplay'd 

Counts ſtars on colours that ſhall never fade; 

A far fam'd chief o'er this vaſt whole preſides 

Whioſe motto noxok is—whom vIiRTUE guides; 

His walks forſaken in Virginia's groves 

Applauding thouſands bow where'er HE moves, 
Who laid the baſis of this emeiReE ſure 
Where public faith ſhould public peace ſecure. 

Still may ſhe rite, exalted in her aims, 
And boaſt to every age her patriot names, 
10 diſtant climes extend her gentle ſway, 
While choice—not force—bids every heart obey ; 
Ne'er may ſhe fail when liberty implores, 
Nor want true valour to defend her ſhores, 
"Lill Europe, humbled, greets our weſtern wave, 
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PATRIOTIC FARMER. 


[ HUS, while new Laws our ſtubborn States reclaim, 
And moſt for penſions, ſome for honours aim, 
YOU, who firſt aim'd a thaft at GEORKGE's crown, 
And mark'd the way to conqueſt and renown, 
While from the vain, the jelly, and the proud, 
Retiring to your groves, you ſhun the crowd, 

Can toils, like your” s, in cold oblivion end, 
CoLuMBia's patriot, and her earlieſt friend? 

Bleſt, doubly bleR, from public ſcenes retir'd, 

Where public welfare all your boſom fir'd; 
Your life's beſt days in {tudious labours paſt 
Your decds of virtue make your blifs at laſt; 
When all things fail, the ſoul muſt reſt on theſe!— 
May heaven reſtors you to your favorite trees, 
And calm content, beſt lot to man aſſign'd, 

Be heaven's reward to your ſuperior mind. 

When her baſe projects you beheld, with pain, 

And early doom'd an end to Britain's reiga, 

When riſing nobly in a generous cauſe 

(Sworn fee to tyrants and imported Laws) 

O Dicx1x50x! the patriot and the ſage, 

How much we ow'd to your immortal page: 

That page—the check of tyrants and of knaves, 
Gave birth to heroes who had elſe been ſlaves, 
Who, taught by you, denied a monarch's ſway ; 
And if they brought him low—you plann'd the way. 

Though in this glare of pomp you ; take no part, 
Stiil malt your conduct warm each generous heart: 
What, though you ſhun the patnot vain and loud, 
V/hile holls "neglect, that once to merit bow'd, 

Shun thoſe gay of oh where recent laurels grow, 

The mad PROCESS1I0N, and the painted ſhow ; 

In days to come, when pomp and prids reſign, 

Who would not. change his proudeſt w reathes for thine, 

In fame's fair neleas ſuch well-earn'd honours ſhare, 

And Dickx1xs0n con feſs unrivall'd there! [1783] 
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My eyes are dim—alas, too flow 
I feel the purple current flow 5 
No more am I to mirth inclin'd ; 
What ftrange ideas haunt my mina 
What means this deadly parching beat — 
What palſes in my boſom beat! 
I hate to hear the golafinch fing, 
The parrot is a noify thing 
The ſpinnet jhall untun'd remain j— 
For 1—alas—am full of pain! 
"Twas thus Suſanna, fainting, ſpoke— 
Sir Gilbert then his lancet took, 
And, while they flew to fetch a band, 
She lean'd her head upon %, hand, — 
« Dear Madam, let me bare your arm; 
„The lancet was not meant for harm: 
« T only wiſh to find a vein 
« And thence a gentle current drain 
« Which to your boſom ſhall reſtore 
« That pulſe of health it knew before; 
« Which to your lovely, languid eye 
« New ſhafts of ruin will ſupply, 
« And to that ſweet deluding faee 
„Add every charm and every grace.“ 
So, ſtanding by the Lady's fide, 
Sir Gilbert, then, his laneet try'd, 
And pierc'd the blue and ſwelling vein— 
Away the purple current ran 
« Ah, Gilbert! how like death it ſeems ! 
I life departing with theſe ſtreams /! 
So waſtes the foul when Nature dien 
Advance, and cloſe my ſleepy eyes“ 
Elyſian fields, Elyſian bowers, 
Gay trees, and never fading flowers, 
Receive me to your filent ſtate, 
Where flygiax beaus en ladies wait— 
Alas, alas !—or do I dream,, 
Or is it Leibe's fabled ſtream.— 
Dees life on ſuch a ſtream depend —“ 
tous brought me to my journey s end 
Alas, my heart—alas, my bend! 
And do I die—er am I dead! * 
Now up and down the ſervants ran, 
Confuſion reign'd from maid to man: 
Each had a tear for her who now 
Zo other worlds prepares to go: 
O, may ſhe find the narrow gate, 
An angel—and a large eſtate !” 
'* Attend to move your lady fair 
Said Gilbert) from her caſy chair, 
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« And let her on the couch be laid 
* (She may require ſome further aid) 
Nov, by the paleneſs on your cheek, 
“ Suſanna, do—my darling—ſpeak— 
Her pulſe is gone, her lips are dumb— 
Me wonders of the world to come! 
„ Poor, harmleſs, pretty, chattering thing, 
No hurt indeed, I meant to bring 
© No fault of mine has bid you die— 
6 But if I could new life ſupply, 
% Pear nymph, I would my art eſſay 
«« To bid that gentle ſpirit ſtay, 
«© Which now, too ſoon, for heaven prepares, 
And quits a world of crimes and cares !”, 
SUSANNA, to the couch convey'd, 
A lovely corpſe, at length, was hid ;— 
The ſervants from the couch withdrew 
But Gilbert would more ſorrow ſhew— 
He went—for what?: — Sus AN NA, tell 
Perhaps, to take his laſt farewell 
Perhaps he did - ſor want of grace 
What few will dream, in {ch a caſe. 
Like Orpheus, he, by paſſion led, 
Explor'd the kingdoms of the dead, 
Through gloomy groves purſued his way 
»Till all Elyſium open lav, 
But Fate decreed too ſhort a ſtay! 
Ye fair ones, be not too ſevere 
If from the borders of a bier 
Sir Gilbert won a blooming heir! 
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My leaves bound vp. compact and fair, 

In neat array, at length prepare 

To paſs their hour on time's broad ſtage, 

To meet the ſurly critic's rage, 

The ſtateſman's ſlight, the pedant's ſneor—— 

Alas! were theſe my only ſear 

I hould be quiet and reſign'd 

V/nat moit torments my boding mind 

Ts that no cr:tic will be found 

To read my works and give the wound. 
Thus, when one fleeting year is paſs'd 

On {ome bye- nelf my book is cat; 
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Another comes, with ſomething new, 
And drives me fairly out of view : 

With ſome to praiſe, but more to blame, 
The ſoul returns from whence it came, 
And thoſe alive, who ſcarce could read, 
Will now write libels on the dead !— 

Thrice happy Da Y DEN, who could meet 

Some rival bard in every ſtreet: 

When all were bent on writing well, 

It was ſome credit to excel, 

While thoſe condemn'd to ſtand alone 
Can only by themſelves be known: | 
Thrice happy DxyDpen, who could find 
A Mewvius, for his ſport deſign'd; 

And PoE, who ſaw the harmleſs rage 
Of Dennis, burſting o'er his page, 
Might well deſpiſe the critic's aim, 
Who only help'd to ſwell their fame. 

On theſe bleak climes by Fortune thrown 
Where rigid Reaſon reigns, alone, 
Where flowery Fancy holds no ſway 
Nor golden forms around her play, 

Nor — takes her magic hue 

Alas! what has the Muſe to do! 

An age employ'd in pointing ſteel 

Can no poetic raptures feel; 

No fabled Love's enchanting power, 

Nor tale of Flora's ſnady bower, 

Nor woodland haunt, or murmuring grove, 
Can its proſaic boſom move. 

The Muſe of Lowe in no requeſt; 
ll try my fortune with the reſt : 
Which of the Nine ſhall I engage 
To ſuit the humour of the age : 

On one, alas! my choice mult fall, 
The leaſt engaging of them all ! 
Her viſage ftern, row her ſtyle, 


A clouded brow, a cruel ſmile, 


A mind on murder'd victims plac'd 
She, only ſhe; can pleaſe the taſte. 
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y \ HILE loſt ſo long to his Arcadian ſhade, 

Carcleſs of fortune and of fame he ſtray'd, 
Philander to a barbarous region came 
And found a partner in a coder ſhade, 
Fair as Amanda ; and perhaps might claim 
With her the impaſſion d ſoul, and freendſhip's holy flame; 
For ſprightly loves upon her boſom play'd, 
And youth was in her bluſh, and every epherd ſaid 
She was a modeſt and accompliſh'd dime. 

What have I done, (the wandering ſhepherd cry'd) 
Thus to be baniſh'd from a face ſo fair, 
(For now the froſts had ſpoil'd the daiſies? pride, 
And he once more for roving did prepare) 
Ah, what have I to do with Rye ling ſeas 
Who once could pipe upon the hollow reed ?— 
I take no joy in ſuch rude ſcenes as theſe, 
Nor look with pleaſure on the vagrant weed 
That gulphy itrears from rugged Caverns bore, 
Which floats thro” cvery clime, and never finds a ſhore! 
But other fields and other flowers were mine 
Till wild diſorder drove me fram the plain. 
And tke black dogs of war were ſeen to join, 
Howl o'er the ſoil, and diſpoſſeſs the ſwain : 
Why muſt I leave theſe climes of {rot and inoiv ? 
Were it not better in theſe glooms to ſtay, 
And, while on high the autumnal tempeſts blow, 
Let others o'er the wild ſeas take their way, 
And 1 with my Lavinia's treſſes play ?— 
Ah, no, oo, no! the 1mperious wave demands 
That 1 mutt leave theſe ſhores, and loſe theſe lands 
And ſouthward to the high equator ſtray : 
Bur Fancy row has lo! her vernal hue ; 
Sec Nature in her wintery garb array'd 
And where is that fine dream which once ſhe drew 
While yet by Cambria's ftream ſhe fondly play d! 
| Lavixia heard his ag complaint, and ſaid, 
| Would{ thou, for me, detain the N a7 
Go, wanderer, 00—the 1 troes have loſt their thade, 
And my gay dowers are bianed by the gale, 
And the bright ſtream is is chill'd that wandered thro” the vale 
' An, Why, PF ni ander, do you ſigh, fo ſad! 

Thy all this change in ſaci. a jovial lad ? 
00th ſeas ſhall be your gaard, and, free from harms, 
Reftore you, ſaſely, 20 Laviia's arms! 
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Or ſhould the eaſtern tempeſt rend your ſail, 
Truſt me, dear ſhepherd, ſhould the ſeas prevail, 
And you be laid in Neptune's cradle low, 

The winds will bring me back the woeful tale 
When I muſt to the long ſhore weeping go, 

And while I ſee the ruffian ſurge eGirs, 

Some conſolation will it be 22 

No pain or anguiſh can afflict the head 

The limbs or ſtomach, when the heart is dead. 


Thus 2 diſcourſing, on the bank they ſtood, 
The heavy burthen'd barque at anchor lay, 

While the broad topſails, from the yards unfurl'd, 
Shook in the wind, and ſummon'd him away ; 
Briſk blew the gales, and curl'd the yielding flood, 
Nor had he one excuſe to urge his ſtay 
Be chang'd (he ſaid) ye winds that blow ſo fait; 
Why do not tempeſts hacrow up the desp, 

And all but the moift fouth in quiet ſleep ! 


To the bleak ſhore the parting lovers came, 
And while Philander did his ſighs renew, 
So near the deep they bade their laſt farewell 
That the rough ſurge, to quench the mutual flame 
Burſt in and broke the embrace, and o'er Lavinia flew ;; 
While a dark cloud hung lowering o'er the main, 
From whence the attendants many an omen drew, 
And ſaid Philander would not come again! 


Now to their various heights the fails aſcend, 
An ſouthward from the land their courſe they bore, 
Lavinia mourn'd the lover and the friend, 

A 14 t$oo2d awhile upon the ſandy ſhore, 

Till interpoſing ſeas the hull conceal'd, 

And ditant ſails could only greet her view, 

Like a faint cloud that bruſh'd the watery field, 
And ſwelPd by wiuttling winds, impetuous, flew ; 
Then to a neighbouring hill the nymph withdrew, 
And the dear object from that height ſurvey'd, 
Till all was loſt and mingled with the main, 
And night deſcended, with her gloomy ſhade, 
And kindled in the heavens her ſtarry train, 


Safe to the ſouth the ocean-wading kee! 
In one ſhort month its rapid courſe archiev'd, 
And the cold ſtar, that marks the Artie pole, 
Was in the boſom of the deep receiv'd: 
And now the weary barque at anchor rode 
Where Orondods (pours his ſultry wave, 
Moiſt Surinam, by torrents overflow'd, 
And Amazonia vends the fainting f..ve ;< 
Philander, there, not fated to return, 
Perceiv'd deſtruction in his boſom burn, 
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And the warm flood of life too fiercely, glow : 
The vertic ſun a deadly fever gave, 
And the moitt ſoil beſtow'd his bones a grave, 
Deep in the waſte, where oceans overflow, 
And Oronoko's ſtreams the foreRs lave, 
Oft' to the winding ſhore Lavinia came 
Where fond Philander bade his laſt adieu, 
(And that ſteep hill which gave her the laſt view) 
Till ſeven long years had round their orbits ran, 
Yet no Philander came, or none ſhe knew: 
Alas (the cry'd) for every nymph but me 
Each ſea-bleach'd ſail ſome welcome wanderer brings, 
And all but I get tidings of their friends; 
Sad Mariamne drowns herself in woe 
If one poor month Amyntor quits her arms, 
And ſays, „from Aſhley's ſtream he comes too flow,” — 
And bodes the heavy ſtorm, and midnight harms : 
What would He ſay, if doom'd to wait, like me, 
And mourn long years, and no Philander ſee! 


UN DEX THE PORTRAIT URE or 
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IV all the radiance of the ſkics 

She came to bleſs her lover's eyes; 

Adorn'd with all the charms that can 

Intoxicate the heart of man, 

Or Nature's frantic paſſions move 

To cruth the object of their love. 
When ſhe her brilliant race begun, 

(Confeis'd the daughter of the ſun) 

Of all the beams that from him play 

She was the myſt enlivening Rax: 

Her brow ſo black, her lips ſo red, 

Her breath by India's odours ted, 

The crimſonm cheek, the forchead fair, 

The ringlets of her auburn hair! 

The eye, with beauty fo replete, 

The breaſt, where Love his pulſes beat: 

All theſe were fuel for his blaze, 

And theſe were only half her praiſe, 
Soa ru afar above the crowd, 

To her the Lord of thunder bow'sd : 


% Killed by the k2:.ds of her defporate lover, Hacwman fan atterde,) to pre- 
vent her b.. g poſi. d by his noe fortunate 1ivaly Lord Sandy. hy turn at ty 
head of Britun naval 20 (475, | 
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Like Juno, ſhe, in ſpangles dreſt, 
By Lords would only be careſs'd, 
ill, grown a rival to the ſkies, 
AN EARTHLY LAWYER SE1Z'D THE PRIZE. 
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OevxkkLx kind, on life's deceitful road 
How many ſnares did ſportive Nature lay ! 
Ever ſome bitter mingling with the ſweet, 
Ever contriving how to ſteal away 

That little ſun-ſhine, which to man ſhe lent, 
That ſpark of fire, which animates our clay.,— 
Deceiv'd by ſhow—{for half in life we ſee 

Is mere appearance) many a ſtep we take, 
Thinking, ſubſtantial will our footing be, 
When lo! we ſink—in other worlds to wake! 


To ſad REMEMBRANCE how much grief is due !— 
And hence was Lethe's ſtream by poets feign'd, 
Beyond whoſe wave a paradiſe they drew, 

But, ſhort of which, no happineſs was gain'da— 
Ah! ere I taſte that wave, let me recall 

What, late, gave birth to many a bitter tear, 
And, Amaryllis! bade your ſorrows fall, 

When +:m the ſaw extended on the bier 

(Soon to be follow'd by the mourning train) 
Who, while diſporting on the diſtant lake 
Found ruin in his play, nor came again! 


Ir was upon a raw and windy day, 
When fields of ice were floating to the ſea, 
and Greenland birds ſat croaking on the ſhore, 
Looking the wide waſte of the waters o'er : 
(But yet the vernal equinox was nigh, 
And, though the wintry winds had ceas'd to roar, 
Vet many an icicle, as we went by, 
Hung from the farmer's thatch, or cottage door :) 
It was on ſuch a day 
Pair z ON took his way 
To the deep lake, whoſe lately liquid face 
Vl» night by-palt in glaſſy ſemblance dreſs'd, 
As if it would its harlot-viſage trace | 
li®the blue mirrour on its waves impreſs'd, 
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Opening a paſſage for a headleſs wight, 
Who had been told the water-man's advice, 
And caution'd, not to truſt to one night's ice. 


But he of pleaſure only thought—and ſaid, 
To ſport awhile upon the frozen WAVE, 
And take the poor remains of winter”s jiy. 
And cut ſtrange figures that muſt ſhortly fade, 
(Since the warm ſun his ſummer-time will ha un 


Be this day's bu/meſs for a ſhepherd's boy. 


So to the lake he came, and finding there 
The ſlippery ſurface would his footſteps bear, 
He girt upon his ſoals the channell'd ſteel : 
Though cautious yet, he left not far the ſhore, 
For old Menalcas, ſplitting faggots near, 

Had juſt recounted a diſheartening tale 
(That ſtruck leſs enterprizing l:ds with fear) 
Of one who had bees drown'd in duns of yore 

l hen ftaiting on a wvernal floor of ice, 

And fwallowed in the lake, and ſcen no more. 


Bur ſoon grown daring, he diidain'd to ſtay 


With daſtard plough-boys on tne inglorious ſtrand, 


And found no hovours where no dangers lay : 
But, while he yet was ſporting near the land, 
Fair Amaryllis chanc'd to come that way— 


Return! —ſhe cry*d—raf by !—(and wav'd her hand) 


For now te fun is high, and hhines nut clear, 

And this ſmooth, glittering floor , that ſpreads /o wide, 
Ts a mere maſk, rhat auc dcftruion hide, 

Will tate new p feat ures, ere the cloſe 7 dap, 

Aud all the lax'd deception diſappear ! 


She ( fe—and gueſs'd the influence of the tun 
That, like a thief, did undermine his floor : 
But 3" though, as from the bank he ran, 
That fc, fond maiden, ne'er would ſee him more! 


Now, to the centre of the lake arriv'd, 
'T hr2 fathoms deep the heavy waters lay; 
And, high ſuſpended 02 a Mell of ice 
Tue ſcalv tribe with pity, ſaw him play : 
Alas !—they could not give him 8 a ne ice, 
For fith have cea:'d to {peak ſince Esop's day 


And yer he ſhon!d have been of danger ſy, 
For, juſt chree vears a-gone, that very day 
A Fortune-te! ing dame had travel 4 by, 
And all the villawe lads had hoard act ay, 
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(As far a groat, ſhe told Palæmon's fate) 

«« That he jhould f no fie conſurption die, 

Ner for the fewer's deadl, ſummons wat : 

Not one dijeaſe upon Machaon's /:/? 

Will cleſe his life. but, on a ſudden griſi'd, 

Ile, for himſe!f ſhall find a temò (ſhe ſaid) 

And all by toe much drin“ nor more delay'd ; 
But having got her fee, 

And taking up her ſtaff, away ſhe went; 

And ever hace that day, all thought ſhe meant 
(Referring to Palæmon's watery fate) 

That, when a man, Baccuvus his death would be. 


Pleas'd with the diſtance gain'd, he ſmil'd to think 
How Amaryllis, now no longer ſeen, 
Would anx1ouſly expect him on the brink, 
And wonder what his long delay could mean :— 
So he remain'd, *tll with the mid-day ſun 
He law. at length, his ſcaiting time was o'er, 
And all his pranks, and all his frolics done, 
And then began to look towards the ſhore : 
But the frail ice his weight no longer bore ; 
And nothing to ſupport him could be find 
And down he ſunk—for Naiads none were there, 
Nor dolphins, that were once ty very kind 
(When lur'd by muſic's ſtrain) 
To catch up drowning men, 
Ard on their backs to iſle or continent bear. 


Then, night approaching. all the village train 
Came to the lake, and gaz'd with auxious eye! 
O'er the wide waſte they look'd, and look'd again; 
And old Menalcas heav'd a heavy ſigh, 

And ſaid, Young fwain, if to the farther Sore 
You did nat, ere the noon day ſun, repair, 

Sad Amaryllis will not fee you more 

Until the village bell, with ſullen roar, 

Shall call you where your g raudſire went before ! 


Then, round the lake they hie'd, and oft” explor'd 
Each branching creek, and pound, and ſhallow ſtream; 
Three days they ſearch'd—nor was he yet reſtor'd, 
And his fad fate was every day their theme, 

And, every night, of him did Fancy dream. 
At length they found nis corpſe upua the ſhore, 
And, ftriight, the village bell began to ring : 
Tus ſexton and the prictt then niutter'd o'er 
"your? holy word = d one their gowers did bring, 
And firew'd them © v1 his grave—and once a year 
Fair Ainarvills com:s, and angs her ditties there. 
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. S 


STUDENT os DEAD LANGUAGES. 


— 


1 Pity him, who, at no ſmall expenſe, 

Has ſtudied ſound inſtead of ſenſe: 

He, proud ſome antique gibberiſh to attain ; 
Of Hebrew, Greek, or Latin, vain, 
Devours the huſk, and leaves the grain. 


In his own language Homer writ and read, 
Not ſpent his life in por1ug on the dead: 

Why then your native language not purſue 

In which all ancient ſenſe (that's worth review) 
Glows in tranſlation, freſh and new? 


He better plans, who things, not werds, attends, 
And turns his ſtudious hours to active ends; i 
Who axT through every ſecret maze explores, 
Invents, contrives—and Nature's hidden ſtores 
From mirrours, to their object true, 

Preſents to man's obſtructed view, 

That dimly meets the light, and faintly ſoars ;— 


His ſtrong capacious mind 

By fetters unconfin'd 

Of Larin lore and heathen Greek, 
Takes Science in its way, 

Purſues the kindling ray 

*Till Reaſon's morn ſhall on him break 


17 
To a gay Young Lady that was married to a doating old Deacon. 


| HUS Winter joins to April's bloom, 
Thus daiſies bluſh beſide a tomb, 
Thus, fields of ice o'er rivers grow, 
While melting ſtreams are found below. 


How ſtrange a taſte is here difplay'd— 
Yourſeit all light, and he all ſhade! 
Each hour you live you look more gay, 
While he grows uglier every day! 
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Intent upon celeſtial things, 
He only Watts or Sternhold ings ; 
You tune your chord to different ſtrains, 


And merrier notes attract the ſwains. 


Ah Harriot! why in beauty's prime 

Thus look for flowers in Greenland's clime; 
When twenty years are ſcarcely run 

Thus hope for Spring without a Sun! 


7 po 9 WR 


10 A 


DESPONDING SEA-MAN., 


Y ous men of the land, from the king to Jack Ketch 
All join in ſuppoling the ſailor a wretch, 
That his life is a round of vexation and wee, 
With always too muth or too little to do: 
In the dead of the night, when other men ſleep, 
He, ſtarboard and larboard, his watches muſt keep; oo 
Imnriſon'd by Neptune, he lives like a dog, „ . 
Aud to know where he is, maſt depend on a 19G, | ** 
Muti: fret in a calm, and be ſad in a ſtorm; 
In winte> much trouble to keep himſelf warm: 
Through the heat of the ſummer purſuing his trads, 
No trees, but his topmaſts, to yield him a ſhade: 
Then, add to the jiſt of the mariner's evils, 
The water corrupted, the bread full of weevils, 
Salt junk to be eat, be it better or worſe, 
And, often bull-beef of an Lriſhman's horſe : 
Whoſoever is ſree, he muſt ſtill be a ſlave, 
(Deſpotic is always the rule on the wave ;) 
Not reliſh'd on water, your lads of the main 
Abhor the republican doQtrines of PAIN E, 
And each, like the deſpot of Pruſſia, may ſay 
That his crew has no right, but the right to obey. 
Such things ſay the lubbers, and figh when they've faid 'em, 
But things are not ſo bad as their fancies perſuade em: 
Taere ne'er was a taſk but afforded ſome eaſe, 
Nor a calling in life, bat had ſomewhat to pleaſe. 
If the ſea has its ſtocms, it has alſo its calms, 
A time to ſing ſongs and a time to ſing pfaims.— 
Ves—gire me a veiſe! well timber'd and ſound, 
Her bottom good plank, and in rigging well found, 
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If her ſpars are but ſtaunch and her 16am 1ellnd tight, 
rom tempeſts and ſtorms l' extract n ht. 

At ſea I would rather have Neptune my jatl5; 

Than a lubber on ſhore, that deſpiſes a failc:. 

Do they atk me what pleaſure I find on the lea ?r— 
Why, ence from land is a pleaſure to me: 

A hamper of porter, and plenty of grog, 

A friend, when too flecpy, to give me a jog, 

A coop that will always ſome po1'try afford, 

Same Fetter of gin, and no parſon on board, 

A crew that is briſk when it happens to blow, 

Ore compaſs on deck and another below. 

A girl, with more ſenſe than the girl at the head, 

To read me a novel, or make up my bed— 

The man that has theſe, has a treaſure in ſtore 

That millions poſſeſs not, who live upon ſhore : 

But if it ſhould happen that commerce grew dull, 

Or Neptune, ill-humour'd, ſhouid batter my hull, 

Should damage my cargo, or heave me aground, 

Or pay me with farthings mſtead of a pound: 

Should I always be left in the rear of the race, 

And this be forever—forever the caſe; 

Why then, if the honeſt plain truth I may tell, 

[ would clew up my topſails, and bid him farewell. 

2 —— —— f ͤ— — — wr =) 
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ASA M A N's ADDRESS. 


| | HOUGH pat events are hourly read, 
The various labours of the dead, 
In vain their ſtory we recall, 
The rife of empires, or the fall; 
Our modern men, a buſy crew, 
Muſt, in their turn, have ſomething new. 
By moraliits we have been told 
That“ Time himſelf in time grows old; 
„The ſeaſons change, the moons decay, 
The ſun ſhines weaker every day, 
* Juſtice is from the world withdrawn, 
«« Virtue and friendſhip almoſt gone, 
Religion fails (the clergy ſhew) 
« And man, alas, muſt vaniſh too.“ 
Let others ſuch opinions hold, 
(Since grumbling has been always old; 
All Nature muſt decay, 'tis true, 
But Nature ſhall her face renew, 
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Her travels is a circle make, 
Freeze but to thaw, ſleep but to wake. 
Die but to live, and live to die, 
ln ſummer ſmile, in autumn figh, 
| Reſume the garb that once ſhe wore, 
| Repeat the words ſhe ſaid before, 
| Bow down with age, or, freſh and gay, 
Change, only to prevent decay. 
| As up and down, with weary feet, 
| I travel each fatiguing ſtreet, 
Meeting the fr. wns of party men, 
| Foes to the freedom of the pen, 
And to your doors our ſheets convey— 
l ſometimes think I hear you ſay, 
Ah, were it not for what he brings, 
(his meſſenger of many things) 
We ſhould be in a ſorry plight ; 
The wars of Europe out of ſight, 
No paragraphs of home affairs 
To tell us how the fabric wears 
Which Freedom built on Virme's plan, 
And Virtue only can maintain.” 
hut ſomething further you pretend. 
= From want of money, heaven defend ! 
Leave that to thoſe who ſleep in ſheds, 
Or on the pavement make their beds, 
Who clean the ftreets, or Carry news, 
© Repair old coats, or cobble ſhoes— 
Of every ill with which we're curs'd 
This want of money is the worſt: 
Tit was the curſe that fell on Cain, 
The vengeance for a brother ſlain ; 
For his he quit his native ſod, 
* Retreated to the land of Nod, 
And, in the torture of deſpair, 
* Turn'd poet, pimp, or newſman there 
EZ Divines have labour'd in the dark 
= To find the meaning of his mark: 
© How many idle things they wrote 
was nothing but a ragged coat. 
| Should money, now, be ſcarce with you, 
With me, alas, 'tis nothing new! 
We newe-men always are in need, 
iso Beer and Bacchus have decreed ;) 
And ſtil! your bounty ſhall implore 
Zill— printing prefſes are no more 
Did we not conjure up our ſtrain 
The year might come and go again, 
Seaſons advance, and moons dccay, 
And life itſelf make haſte away, 
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nd news-men only vex their brains 

To have their labour for their pain 
Such uſage I may find, 'tis true, 

But then it would be—ſomething new! 
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Sit mihi fas audita lequi — 5 
VI ES. 


I. PRTLIMIN ART REFLECTIONS. 


5 ORMENTED with landlords and peſter'd with care, 
This lite, I proteſt, is a tedious affair; 
And, fince I have got a few dollars to ſpare, | 
Vil cen take a jaunt, for the ſake of freſh air. 

Vince the day I return'd to this king-hating ſhore 

Where GeoRGE and his cronies are maſters no more, 
And others are plac'd at the helm of affairs, 
Relieviag the weight of his majeſty's cares; 
For many long weeks, it has ſtill been my doom 
To fit like a mopus, confin'd to my loom, 
Whoſe damnable clatter ſo addles my brain, 
That, ſay what they will, I am forc'd to complain. 

Our citizens think, when they fit themſelves down 
In the»gardens that grow in the ſkirts of the town, 
They think ghey have got in ſome rural retreat, 
Whert bins of % e groves, and the ſinging birds meet 
When only a fence ſhuts them out from the ſtreet; 
With the ſmoke of the city be-clouding their eyes 
"They fit in their boxes, and look very wiſe, 
* abs a ſip of bad punch, or a glaſs of ſour wine; 
Conceiting their pleaſures are equal to mine, 
Who rove where 1 will, and wherever I roam, 
In ſpite of new faces, am always at home. 

Poor Richard, the reel-man, had nothing to ſay ; 
He knew very well I would have my own Way; — 
When | ſaid, My dear Richard, I'm fick of the town, 
«© And Ducchmen that worry me, upſtairs and down, 
«© A book of bad debts, and a ſcore of bad #mells, 
% The yelping of dogs, and the chiming of bells; 
„Jam fick ofeths hone, and the ſight of ſmall beer, 
« And the loom may be going, tho? I am uot here; 
«« ] therefore hall leave you, and that, to be plain, 
„Till 1 feel in a humour to ſee you again.“ 
Poor Richard ſaid nothing to all that I ſpoke, 
But kindled his pipe, and redoubled his ſmoke. 


„Mr. RogzeT OLE: DER, of bi lelphin (Stocking weaver.) 
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Yet it would have been nothing but friendſhip in him 
To have ſaid,,—** Robert Slender, tis only a whim ;— 
A trip to the Schaylkill, that nothing would coſt, 

Might anſwer your ends, and no time would be loſt ; 
But if you are thinking to make a long ſtay, 
Conſider, good Robert, what people will fay : 
His rent running on, and his loom ſtanding flill— 
The man will be ruin'd Ihe muſt, if he vill“ 
i tradeſinen will always be flaunting about, 

hey may live to repent it—before the year's out! 


II. Characters of the TRAVELLERS. 


WiLLiam SNP, Merchant Taylor. 

AS I never could reliſh to travel alone, 
I look'd round about, but could hit upon none 
Whom Satan was tempting to leave their ow houſes 
And ramble to York with their daughters and ſpouſes ; 
At laſt, by repeating my trouble and care, 
And preaching a month on the ſweets of freſh air, 
AM the curſe and the plague of remaining in town, 
Where the heat was ſufficient to melt a man down, 
I] got a few friends to conſent to the trip; 
And the firſt I ſhall mention was honeſt WILL. SNIr, 
PHILA®ELP 41a the famous had own'd to his birth, 
The graveſt of towns on the face of the earth; 
Where ſaints of all orders their freedom may claim, 
And poets, and painters, and girls of the game : 
To him all its ftreets and its alleys were known, 
But his travels had never exceeged the town:— 
A faleſman by trade (and a dabſter was he 
To make a filk knee-band ſet ſnug to the knee) 
With his wife (and he ſays I may mention her name) 
SUSAN NASNIPIN DA—-ſo garming a dame, 
The ſun had with pleaſure look'd down on her head, 
So freckled was ſhe, and her treſſes fo red, 

To wait on the will of ſo handſome a lady 
A youngſter was crder'd to hold himſelf ready, 
A Us looking lad that was 'prentice to Snip, 
And long had been learning to cabbage and clip ;— 
When Snip was in fight, he was mild as a lamb; 
Wit abſeat, old Satan could hardly rule Sau. 


III. O'Keer, a /waggering Captain, 
FF, nest] deſcribe is bold captain O'Keef, 
4 Wiler of men, and a lover of beef: 
Witheihe heroes of old he had put in his claim, 
And catch'd at their mantles, and roſe into fame: 
Lo the found of a fife and the tune of no ſon 
With his {ata Ferrara“ he paddled along: 

large Kine 07 ſwerd, in uſe among the Itellan:. 
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From his manners ſo rough, and his dealing in ruin, 
He was known thro? the town by the name of Sir Bruin ; 
He was, among women, a man of great parts, 

A captain of foot, and a maſter of arts: 

He had, a ſweet creature put under his care, 

(Whoſe ſtyle of addreſs was, my dear, and my dear) 
A Milliner's girl, with a bundle of lace, 

Whom CynTH1a he call'd, for the ſake of her face, 
At a ball or a frolic how glib his tongue ran, 

He was, I may ſay, an unparallell'd man, 

Very apt to harangue on the hoſts he has ſlain 

Of people perhaps that may meet him again: 

Yet fo kind to the ſex of the feminine make, 

By his words, he would venture to die for their ſake, 
Whence ſome have ſaſpected, that ſome he ador'd 
Have more than maCe up for the waſtes of his ſword, 


IV. Tour: a French Hair Dreſſer. 


THE third in ſucceſſion was Monſieur Tovyrptr:, 
A barber from Paris, of royal degree, ® 
(For oft when he takes up his razor, to ſtrap it. 

He tells his deſcent fror: the houſe of Hugh Caper) 
Tho' ſoft in the head, his diſcourſes were long, 
Now counting his honours, and now his Pargent. 
This barber, tho? meaning for pleaſure to ſtray, 
Yet had {ome pomatum to fell by the way, 
Perfumes, and hne powders, and eſſence of myrrh, 
A beudle of brooms, and a firkin of beer ;— 

His merits are great (he wovid have us ſuppoſe) 
For Louis (it ſeems) he has had by the noſe, 

Has bid him, when drooping, to hold up his chin, 
And handled a tongs —at the head of the Queen. 


V. Boz : a Ballad finger- 


A Sri of ballads was next in cur train, 

Who long had been dealing in ballacs in vain; 

He ͤſemetimes would ſing in a muſical tone, 

Aud ſometimes would ſcribbie a ſong of his own : 

Yet never was ſeen with his brethren to mix— 

And laugh'd at your poets in coaches and fix ; 

Vho fing, like the birds, when the weather is fine; 

Whoſe verſes the ladies pronounce “ ſo divine z?? 

Who ride with 4: us, wherever he goes, 

And, meeting old Ilemer, would turn up the rnoſe— 

As to thoſe, like himſelf, that were held to the ground, 

He knew eit was folly to feed them with ſount — 

He knew 1t was nanſenſe to crown them vith bavs, 

nd was too much their friend to inſult them with praiik. | 
Por a don long years he had liv'd by the mob: : 


— 


On the word of a2 weaver, 1 piticd poor BOB! 
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He had ſung fob the great and had rhym'd for the ſmall, 
But ſcarcely a ſhilling had got by them all ;— 
So bad was his luck, and ſo poor was the trade, 
And the Muſes, he thought, were ſo ſneakingly paid, 
Thit if times didn't alter, and that very ſoon, 
He ſaid and he ſwore, he mult fing his laſt tune, 

Some devil had put it, ſomchow, in his head 
If he took a ſhort journey his fortune was made; 
Some devil had told him (but whether in dreams 
Or waking. I know not) ſome devil, it ſeems, 
Had made him believe that the nymphs and the ſwains 
Were fairly at war with their old faſhion'd ſtrains, 
That the tunes which the kirl or the curates had made 
(And which always had ruin'd the balladman's trade) 
Were wholly diſus'd, and that now was the time 
For ſingers of catches and dealers in rhyme 


To ſtep from their ſtalls, where they long were diſgrac'd, 


Reform the old muſic, and fix a new taſte, 


VI. O'BuLvusTER, a Seaman. 


AMA of a ſchooner, beſpatter'd with tar, 
Who had lately come in from Savanna-la-Mar, 
For, the fake of an airing had ſtept from his deck 
And ventur'd a jaunt, at the riſque of his neck, 
His name and his nation no foul could miſtaks.— 
He was B LAN O*'BLusTER, and much of a rake ; 
From morning till night he was ſtill on the move, 
Was always in taverns, or always in love: 
His life was ſuſtain'd by the virtues of grog. 
And many long miles he had ſail'd by the log. 
Of battles and ſtorms he had known a full ſhare, 
And his face, it was plain, was the worſe for the wear ; 
To ſee a mean fellow, lord how it would fret him; 
And he hated a puppy, wherever he met him— 
He was ready to bleed for the good of each STATE, 
But ſince they had left the poor ſeamen to fate; 
Themſe: ves in the dumps, and their fair ones in tears, 
And many brave fellows detain'd in Algiers—! 
Hud ſpirit ſufficient to make themſelves free, 
But not to reſent their affronts on the ſea! 

As this was the caſe—he muſt bid us good night, 
And fail with a flag that would po 1TSELF RIGHT. 
At curfing and ſwearing he play'd a good hand, 

Bit never was eaſy a minute on land; 

If the wind was a-head, or his Kitty untrue, 
Why, patience was all the relief that he knew—: 
In the midſt of misfortune he ſtill was ſerene, 
And Kirty, he ſaid, was a feeble machine: 

His heart was too hard for a lady to ſigh, 

Yet I gueſs'd him a rogue by the leer in his eye: 
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« The world (he would fay) is a whimſical dance— 
An reifon had taught him to leave it to chance. 
Ir chace of dame Fortune his prime he had paſs'd, 
And now was beginning to fail very faſt, 
But thought it was folly his heart to perplex, 
As Fortune was juſt like the reſt of her ſex ;— 
D.figning, and tickle, and taken with ſhow, 
Now fond of a monkey, and now of a beau:— 
Yet, ſtill, as the goddcſs was made up of whim, 
He meant to purſue ?till ſhe ſmil'd upon him.” 
And tho” he was always deceiv'd in the chace, 
He ſmooth'd up his whiſkers, and wore a bold face. 

On horſeback he firſt had attempted to go, 9 
But the horſe was no fool, and had give him a throw; 
He fell in a pond, and with not a dry rag on 
T he horſe brought him back to the fron of the weegon, 
Where three times he call'd for a dram of their beſt, 
And three times the virtucs of brandy confeſs'd; 
Then took ſome tobacco, and ſoberiy ſaid, 
De'il take ſuch a veel 5 foes ull by the head, 
Broach'd to on a ſucden, and thin, d're ſer, 
Myſelf ard the jaddle went ever the lee.” 

His head was io full of his ragged command 
He could ſcarcely believe he was yet on dry land; 
He would rife in his ſleep; call the watch up*at four, 
Aft the man àt the helm how the Eddyſtone bore; 
Then, rubbing his eyes, bawt out, © By my foul, 
«« We are bearing right down on the Hatteras ſhoal; 
«« Tae devil may truſt to ſuch pilots as you: 
« We are cloſe on the breakers—the breakers—halloo!“ 


VII. Ezex2EL : 2 Rhede Iſland Lacuyer. 


THE ſixth, and the lat, that attended our journey, 
Vs a min of tne law, a Rhode-Iſland attorney, 
As cunning as Satan to argue or plead, 
To break an entailment, or get himſelf fee'd 
They c:1!''d him EZERKIEI. cannot tell what 
Perhaps 1 forget it perhaps F do not 
He nad ee ch a parſon, and ſtudied at VALE. 
But took to the law, when his preaching grew ſtale , 
In nis ſyſtem, of thinking, not well underitood, 
1 wander'd about, like a man in a wood; 
From morning 'till night he was nothing but whim, 
Not a man in the town held opinions, like him: 
In regard to the zalgar, he argued that Law 
Was better than preaching, to keep them in awe: 
That the dread of i gallows had greater effect, 
And a poſt or, a piliviy clain'd more reſpęct 
From a knave—-104 would ſooner contribute to mend. 
Than all the grave precepts that ever were penn'd. 
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VII. The Chapter of DuBaTEs, 


HAVING pitch'd on our party, there roſe a diſpute 

On the mode of conveyance—in waggon or boat? 

For my part, id Snip, I was always afraid 

Of ſailert, and ſloaps and the ſhallopman's trade, 

A:1 the reaſon there:f I will candidly tell, 

M, grandmother, Mopfy, was drown'd in a well ; 

I therefore intreat you, and fervently pray 

We may go with the waggons the Burlington cy. 

« Hold, maſter,” the ſailor replied in a fret. 

« The devil's not ready to bait for you yet: 

Even this way, you know, there is water to paſs, 

And twenty long miles we ſhould ſail with an aſs ;— 

But, gentlemen all, will you take my advice ? 

Here's Albertſon's ſloop; ſhe's ſo new and ſo nice, 

Her bottom fo ſleek, and her rigging fo trim, 

Not Bailey or Hide can be mentioned with him; 

In her cabbin and ſteerage is plenty of room, 

And how clever the looks with her flying jib-boom, 

A topſail aloft, that will ſtand by the wind, 

And a yard rigg'd athwart, for a fquareſail deſign'd. 
„Odds fiſn! I would ſooner ſome little delay 

Than go, like a b99by, the freſl- water way | 

Where your cream-colour d captains ne'er {wear a bad word, 

Aud fail without compaſs or quadrant on board, 

Catch catfiſh and ſturgeons, but never a whale, 

Nor balance a mizen, to ſigut with the gale: 

But Albertſon goes by the route of Cape May, 

Salt-wazer, and ſees the bold porpuſſes play: 

Where the ſnore of the coaſt the proud ocean controuls 

He travels, nor ftrikes on the Barnegat ſhoals.” 
« Yau tar-ſmelling monſter ! (Snipizda rejoin'd) 

Your jargon has almoſt diſtracted my mind. 

If Snip ſhould be be drownded, and loft iu the ſea, 

You never once think what a loſs it would be! 

I ſhould then be a widow, dejected and ſad 

And where would I find ſuch another ſweet lad! 

And Do gor Sangrado a letter has wrote, 

As how, in three weeks he will want a new coat.”''—— 
Snip's heart, at her anſwer, ſeem'd ready to break: 

* Snipinda,” faid he, I would live for your take ! 

If I ſhould be drewnded, indeed, it is true, 1 . 

It would be a bad journey for Sam and for you!: 
For fear they ſhould hear him, Sam whiſper'd, In"trorb 

[ would give my new hat that the devil had bath, . © © 0, 
„If Snip ſhould be drown'd,” ſaid the valiant O'Keef, 

Poor woman! already I gueſs at her grief 

However, for aught that a Wer can ſer, 

There are dozens as briſk at the needle us he, 
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And, tho? it were hard that the ſea-fiſh ſhould tear him, 
I'm fully convinc'd that his brethren can ſpare him: 
„ But were I to mention the very belt way, 
And the quickeſt to boot (for they go in a day) 
I would ſleep over night at the ſign of the Queen, 
(Where the wine is ſo good, and the beds are ſo clean). 
"Then ſtarting by day-break, and riding in ftate, 
Arriving in Briftol—we breakfaſt at eight, 
Then puſh on our way, with a rap d career, 
With nothing to hinder, and nothing to fear, | 
Till Trenton, and Princeton, and Brunſwick are paſs'd, 
And ſafe on the Hudſon they drop us at laſt,” 
When the captain had finiſh'd, the Frenchman aroſe, 
And ſmoothing his whiſkers, and ſquaring his toes, 
With a bend of his back, and a ſwing of his head 
Thus expreſſing his wiſh, with a flouriſh, he ſaid : 
Wherever fomatums are moſt in demand 
That route has my vote, be it <vater or lan: 
Wherever I travel, through ſun-ſhine or glotms, 
May fortune direct me to powders and fplunies !— 
So, gentlemen, chooſe, I beſcech you, that road 
Where ladies prefer ty be dreſs'd in the mode. 
“ Hold, varlet, be ſtill” —fard the Yankee attorney, 
% Are you to decide on the route of our journey? 
Theſe run-about fellows, I cannot but hate 'em, 
| With their rings, and their ruffles, and rolls of pomatum 
But, gentlemen, (if I may venture to ſpeak 
In the {tile I was wont when I dabbled in Greet, 
When I blew on my trumpet, and call'd up my pack, 
Who thought I was holy becauſe I was black ; 
Or, if you allow me a moral to draw 
From ſome words that were frequent with Poctor Magraw) ;— 
«© We all have in view to arrive at one town, 
« Yet each one would find out a way of his own; 
«« What a pity it is that we cannot agree 
« To march all together to Zion“ - ſaid he— 
But, ſince I'm convinc'd that it cannot be ſo, 
(For his journey reſembles our journey below) 
Like the ſects in religion, I heartily pray 
That each, as he pleaſes, may have his own way, 
Let Snip, and the captain, adventure by land, 
The ſailor by ſea—he can reef, ſteer, and hand; 
Let the Frenchman ſet out in a gaudy balloon, 
(He'll either be there, or be dead, very ſoon,) 
For my own part, I'm fond of the Burlington boat, 
But ſtill, if you're willing, I'll put it to vote: 
The hint was ſufficient he put it to vote. 
And fate bade us go with the Burlington boat. 
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IX. The Pas$SAaGE to Burlington, 


THE morning was fair, and the wind was- at weſt, 

The flood coming in, and the ladies were dreſt; 

At the ſign of the Billet we all were to meet, 

And Snip was the firſt that appear'd in the ſtreet; 

He ftrutted along with a mighty briſk air, 

While Sam and Snipinda walk'd flow in the rear. 
Dreſs'd, booted, and button'd, and “ cutting a ſhine” 

The captain came next, with his loaded carbine; 

Then handed on board the milliner's maid : 

The barber and ballad-man longer delay'd 

For one had his ballads to ſing and to play, 

And the other ſome beards to take off by the way: 

At laſt they arriv'd, and the ſailor along, 

(But he was beſotted—his dram had been ſtrong—) 

The lawyer, Ezekiel, was laſt to appear, 

With a cane in his hand and a quill at his ear. 
But, juſt as we all were prepar'd to embark, 

The wind came a-head, and the weather look'd dark: 

So, whilſt they were buſy in hoiſting the ſails 

And trimming cloſe aft' to encounter the gales, 

Our ſeaman advis'd them to take in a reef 

As the veſſel was light—but the ſkipper was deaf: 

„His boat was his own''—and he knew to a hair 

The © worth of her freight,” and the, ſail ſhe could bear.” 
Then a ſtorm coming on, we ſtow'd away inug, 

Some link'd with a lady, and ſome with a jug : 

Snipinda and Sam were inclining to ſleep, 

And the lawyer harangu'd on the riſques of the deep. 

O'Bluſter was buſy in looking for ſqualls, 

And Cynthia diſcours'd upon dances and balls, 

And while the poor ballad-man gave us a ſong 

The Frenchman complain'd that his ſtomach felt curong. 
Arriving, at length at the end, of this ſtage, 

We quitted our cabbin (or rather our cage) 

To the ſign of the Anchor we then were directed, 

Where captain O'Keef a fine turkey diſſected; 

And Bryan O'Bluſter made love to egg-nog, 

And pelter'd the ladies to taſte of his grog : 

Without it (ſaid Bryan) I never can dine, 

Tis better, by far, than your balderdaſh wine, 

It braces the nerves and it ſtrengthens the brain, 

A world—and no grog—is a priſon of pain, 

And man, the moſt wretched of all that are found 

To creep in the duſt, or to move on the ground! 

It is, of all phyſic, the beſt I have ſeen 

To keep out the cold, and to cut up the ſplecn— 

Here, madam—miſs Cynthia—'tis good— you'll confoſc— 

Now taſte—and you'!! wiſh you had bcen in my mot 
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With grog I'm as. great as a king on his throne; 
Ine worit of all countries 15—where there is none, 
Neu Holland, New Zeland—thoſe iſlands accurs'd— 
Here's à health to the man that invented it firſt. 


X. Vexations and Diſaſters. 


CIOP'D up in a waggon, the curtains let down, 

At taree in the morning we drove out of town: 

A morning more dark I ne'er ſaw in my life, 

An1 the fog you might almoſt have cut with a knife, 
It was a fit ſeaſon ſor murders and rapes, 

For drunken adventures and narrow eſcapes :— 

So, with ſomething to think of, but little to ſay, 

The driver drove on, looking out for the way, 

Fill we came to the brow of a horrible hill, 

Six miles ou our road. when the cattle ſtood ſtill 
Are you ſure ycu fa ve took the right road? —queried Sx1p ;— 
Jan ſaid the driver—and crack'd with his whip. 
Then away ran tze horſes, but took the wrong road, 
And xavay ww. the waggon, with all its full load ; 
Down, deep in a valley, roll'd over and over, 

Feil the flying-machine, with its curtains and cover, 
Where ſhattc:'d and ſuiver'd—no glimpſe yet of day, 
A mals of deſtruction, together we lay! 

Then howlings were heard, that would frighten a ſtone, 
And ſcreeching, and ſcreaming, and many a groan, 
The bruifing of heads, and the breaking of ſhuns, 
Contrition of heart, and confeſſion of hns,— 

Fich roſe from his ruins tall captain O' Keef, 

And gall'd to Ezekiel, and begg'd for his Brzer®* 
A writ lie dem:.nJed, as ſoon as 'twas day, 

Aud aX'\ his advice. if a fut would nat lay? 

Thea felt for his ſword, but chanc'd on a cane, 

And ruch'd at the ſtageman, to cleave him in twain. 
As fortune would have it, the ſtageman had fled, 
And Sn » tae whole vengeance receiv' on his bead; 
Ine ſtaif 111 been whic,'d with ſo deadly a ſweep. 

Poor Vill in a moment was all in a heap: 

Tnere was room to ſurmiſe that his ſenſes were hurt, 
For, in ſpite of our bruiſes, he made us ſome {port : 
His hend, he conceited, was made of new cheeſe; 
And afk'd, if the ſexton would. give up his fees *— 
Then, rolling away on the fide of the hill, 

Writ his head in a horſe-pond, he lay very ſcill: 
At lau he bald out- I' ck at my. heart?! 

Cone hither, companions, and fee me depart ! 

Sipin!r, Supi „ala, I u leave hen — 

dud all, for beate ef tris Dillaineus WEA UE, 


AL. ove con pe; in which he notes down the hee, of arguments . 


* 
. „ 
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o never would give me a moment of r ef? | 

'Till I left my dear ſbop- board, and thus am aiftreft ! 

But a time <vill arrive (if I deem not amiſ; ) 

Il hen SLENDER, the weaver, will ſuffer for this 

May his breeches, be always tos big for his wear, 

Or / narrow and ſcant as to torture his reay ; 

May his waiſtcoat be ever too long or too ſhort, 

And the ſcirts of his tunic not both of a fort 5— 

Ani, when from this forrowful jaunt you return, 

Te. Doctor Sangrado tis needleſs to mourn: 

Ab! tell bim 1 firmly believ'd I was going 

Where people no longer are wed-ding and wooing, 

Where white linen flockings will ever be clean, 

And ſiey-men are clad in the beſt of nankeen : 

| Where with old Continental our debts wwe can pay, 

| And a ſuit of beſt broad-cloth will laſt but a day; 

| Where with pretty braſs thimbles the greets are all pav'd. 

Ard a remnant—if not a whole piece—ſhall be ſav'd, 

| Where cloth may be cabbag*d—and that without fear— 
Aud journeymen avork——thirteen months to the ' and 4 

Sx1P1NDA was mov'd at ſo diſmal a yell, 

and groping about to find where he fell, | . 

Exclaim'd, I have got a ſad hruiſe on one hip, ; 

| But matters, I far, are much worſe With pee Snip. 
Ves, yes—antwor'd Snip— I' preparing to go— 

Be ſpeedy, Snipinda, my pulſe is % low ! | 
Then ſhe went where he lay, and took hold of his head, 

And whiſper'd the captain. how much he has bled | 

(For ſhe thought, as he lay with his noſe in the puddle, 

That the water was blood, that had flow'd from his noddle, 
4 ewhere is the doctor, to give him a pill; 

Ant whe. e is the Lawyer, to write his laſt-will ? 

Ezekiel! Exehiel! attend to his xworads ; | 

If I am his widow, I muſt have my thirds ! 

But can you—and here ſhe reciin'd on his breaſt— 

Aud can you r:flve to forſake me diſtreſt, | 

Ii it thus cu would quit me, my joy and my love, 

4nd leave me alone for the ſhip. Gard. above : 

{s it thus veu confron me to trouble and woe? — 


\ 
4 


Mien you are departed; ab! where /hall I go? | 
Hall then be a wilow—forſaken and h 

114 here ſhall I find ſuch another ſweet lad? | 
WW then ill afford me a mint-water dram, | 


Gallant me do meeting —and who will flog Sam? HE 
x By this time the ſtory was currently ſpread, 
And moſt were convinc'd that the taylor was dead. 
7 he taylor is dead Beyond all relief! 
taylor is dead, crr'd captain O' Keef: 
7% fetch up a ſnr/hins, or trump up a whim, 
Net a bright of the (himbi; ava egunl ts him! 
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The taylor is dead”—(the lawyer exclaim'd) 
God ſeed him !—tis better to die than be main d- 
If life is a race, as the learned pretend, 
God help him bis racing is fron at an end: 
His anchor is caſt, and his can vas is furPd'; 
A creature he was, ſo attach'd to the world, 
So eager for money—(T fayit with grief) 
Ile never conſider d the ** fall of the leaf. 
He is come (ve may ſay) to the end of his tether | 
Where the maid and her maſter Mall lay down together 
For the place where he's gene may abe alſo prepare, 
Where the ux p, when admitted, ſhall reft from her care, 
And fiddies—the fineſt that e ver avere ſeen, 
Shall play, fin his comfort, a briſk Boany Jean. 

Ihe taylor is dead” (ſaid the company round) 
„The taylor is dead”—the dark foreſts reſound.— | 
He is dead!“ —blubber'd S4, with a counterfeit fig 
When the ſailor bawl'd out—by vin. ful it's a lie! 

Te fellow has only a mind fer ſome fun, 

Fis blood is not cold, and his race is not run, 

His head. it is true. may have had a ſmall ſhock : 
TI bind it tavell only be ſirapping a block : 
Here, hand me  neck-ciorh, a naþ+ii, a clout ! 
INozw—heave 1; 1s no.idie, and frap it about ! 
Succeſs to the foal! that can bear a good ,irk— 

T hey only have damag'd his ginger-6rcad ework, 

The matter turn'd out as he ſa d and he ſwore, 

And the taylor threw open his peepers once more. 


XI. Conciufon of the Journey, 


WHEN the morning appear'd, it is horrid to tell 
What miſchiefs the moſt of our crew had befel: 
A bundle lay here, and a budget lay there; 
The Frenchman was fretting and pulling his hair, 
The horſes were feeding about on the hill, 
And Snip, with his head on a haſſock lay ſul, 
The driver beſeech'd us the fault to excuſe, 
The nigbi had been dark—and *©* he Joft both his fhocs)) — 
Then he rais'd up his waggon, rejoicing to hind 
That, by leaving the top and the curtains behind, 
We ſtill migat procced—for the body was ſound, 
And the wheels, upon ſearching, uninjur'd all 'round. 
But dull and diſhearten'd we travell'd along, 
Our waggon diſinantled, our harneſs all wrong: 
The lawyer was vext that we went a ſnail's pace, 
And Cyathia was fure ſhe had loſt half her LACE; 
Wh le Brvan O'Biuiter, who >nip had rcſtor'd, 
Tertt, that ip was the Jonas on board, 
And Otten declar“], in his moments of glee, 
At He would 1. cit % Pu, if he nad him at ſea.“ 


2 — —-— 
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At length, we arriy'd, with the marks of our fall, 
And halted to dine at the town of Roay-Hair : 
Honeſt David has always a dith of the beſt, 

But Snipinda dectar'd there was nothing awell dre. 
Ard Snip (he exclaim'd) I awould aſt him to eat, 

But I know! that he never could reliſh roaſt-meat : 

| think it avere better to get him ſome TEA, 

[le always vos fond of flop dinners, like me, 

But then he could never endure your Bobea— 

Ia] madam, is this the beſt tea that you keep? 

By the taſte and the ſinell, you have purchas'd it cheap?! 
| Vo Hyſon or Congo to give a fick ranger ! 

Pur an Jiu no doubt but bis life is in danger / 


©: No door like Neptune for people like him, 
Cuoth O'Bluſter)—his illneſs is merely a whim ; 
If ; had him at fea, with the reſt of our crew, 
He hould dance to the tune of a bowl of Bargoo!“ 


„From all that appears (ſaid captain O'Keef) 
| | in ge he might venture to taſte the roaſt beef, 
Ny think | can gueſs, from the caſt of his eye, 
lle longs to have hold of the gooſeberry pye!”? 


Lay captain (ſhe cry'd) would jou kill the poor finner N 
Vi cannot have tea, he ſhall go without dinner 

At length to the Ferry we ſafely arrive, 

Eich thanking his genius he ſtill was alive: 

Poor Cynthia complain'd of abundance of harms, 
Tae black on her face and the blue on her arms: 
Snipinda exclaim'd that the wanted a patch, 

For Snip, in his ravings, had give her a ſcratch; 
The corpſe of the captain was merely a wreck, 
And the ſailor complain'd of a kink in his neck, 
Hie had a contuſion, beſide, on his thigh; 

And the ballad-man talk'd of a bruiſc on his eye, 

| Jait adding, “how muck he was vext at the heart 
That no one regarded the ſong-ſinging art: 

| Yet the town was in love with his muſic (he ſaid) 

| But never conſider'd he liv'd by the trade; 

That aFronts and negle& were forever his lot, 
And the lovers of muſic reſpected him—not ; 

He had ſung tor the nymphs, and kad ſung for the ſwains, 
But they were unwilling to purchaſe his ſtrains, 
When he put up his ballads and call'd for his pay, 
The ſhepherds funk off, and the nymphs ran away.“ 


do, we ſaid what we could to encourage poor Bos, 
And pitied his fortune, —to live by the mob: 

> Adv1s'd him to cobble, cut throats, or dig ditches 
If ne wiſh'd to advance to perferment we riches; 
Laat the time had arriv'd, when a ſycophunt race 

Of poets are only pro:nv'ed to place 
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HIS TRESTT Tr 


Hearn to the Muſe!—and fill the glaſs, — + T 
Heaven grant her ſoon ſome better place; 

Than earthen floor and fabric mean, 

Where diſappointment ſhades the ſcene: 


There as I came, by rumour led, 

I figh'd, and almoſt wiſh'd her dead; 
Her viſage ſtain'd with many a tear, 
No HaLLam and no Henxy here! 


But what could all their art attain ?— 
When pointed laws the ſtage reſtrain 
The prudent Muſe obedience pays 

To ſleepy {quires, that damn all plays. 


Like thieves they hang beyond the town, 
They ſhove her off—to pleaſe the gown ;— 
Tho? Rome and Athens own'd it true, 
The ſtage might mend our morals 7. 


See, Mepſus all the evening fits 

O'er bottled beer, that drowns his wits ; 
Were PLars allow'd, he might at leait 
Bluſk—and no longer act the beaſt. 


See, Marcia, now from guardian free, 
Ketailing ſcandal o'er her tea; 
Might ſhe not come, nor danger fear 
From Hamlet's ſigh, or Fuliet's tear. 


* of 


The world but act the Players) parte 

(50 ſays the motto of their art) 

That world 1n vice great lengths is gone | To 
That fears to ſee its picture drawn, | ; 2 


Mere vulgar actors ne'er can pleaſe ; 
The ftreets ſupply enough of theſe ; 
And what can wit or beauty gain 
When ſleepy dullneſs joins their train? 


A State betrays a homely taſte, 

By which the ſtage is thus diſgrac'd, 
Where, dreft in all the flowers of ſpeech, 
True virtue might her precepts teach. 


© Totus Mundus age Hiſt/ ioncm. 
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Let but a dancing bear arrive, 

A pig, that counts you four or five— 
And Cato, with his moral ftrain 

Shall ſtrive to mend the town in vain. 


T N 


| Oo On 


ROM SxzLBuRNE's boaſted town, o'er Fundy's bay 
(To put himſelf in madam Fortune's way) 
A ScoTi1TE came, as hungry as a ſhark, 
Maſter and owner of a crazy barque: 
FrisH, and fiſh only, were her weighty load, 
With fiſh was every hole and cranny ſtow'd; 
Even in the cabbin, where he made his bed, 
Bundles of fiſh were for his covering ſpread, 
In every corner heaps on heaps lay ſlain, 
"Twas fiſh on fiſh—and cut—and come again. 

At length, to BosTox's well-known port arriv'd, 
There many a ſcheme, to run them, he contriv'd, 
For there, by law (we hardly need to ſay) 

All foreign fiſh a heavy impoſt pay. 

To fave the puTY was the captain's wiſh, 

And land, unſeen his long impriſon'd fiſh: 
Vain were his ſchemes—no plan could he deviſe 
To cheat old Argus, with his hundred eyes, 
(That bawk who ceaſeleſs waits the coming tides, 
Peeps in the hold, or through the cabbin glides) 
Vain were his plans, the unlucky ſequel ſhews, 
Striving to cheat the Cuſtoms of their dues, 

Ere he was able to complete his with, 

The port-colle&or ſeiz'd them—every fiſh ! 

*Sblood, death, and wounds! (the angry captain ery'd) 
What vile, ungrateful wretches here reſide! | 
May I be &—4 ! (this dreadful oath he ſwore, 

And ſtamp'd, indignant, on his cabbin floor) 
May I be 4—4, if at ſome future day, 
When famine marks theſe Yankees for her prey, 
When pinching wants their growling guts aſſail, 
4 prayers or tears ſhall Per my N pre vai 

tar ve and be -d, ſhall be the word-—that”s plain, 
Shelburne, nor 1, will grant relief again! 
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PRUDENT PHILOSOPHER. 


Wurd from a Dower, where lawyers ſpoke, 


Iſſued the mingled flame and ſmoke, 
Flereila at her window fate, 

Gazing towards the House of STaT&— 
That coſt the labourer many a tear— 

That ne'er would be rebuilt—that's clear 
And thrice the ſigh'd, and ſmote her breaft 
To ſec their ſquireſhips ſo diſtreſt 

To ſee in ſuch a little while 

To aſhes turn'd ſo fine a pile! 


Meanwhile, avoiding pamp and pail, 
(For what could ne man's help avail ?) 
Fearing to hurt his tender hand 

Should he amongſt the vulgar ſtand, 
Where buckets fly an:l engines play, 
Where ſlaves mut work, and maſters may; 
Rinaldo to her chamber came, 

Thus comforting the tearful dame: 


« Behold, (ſaid he) my lady fair, 
How vain theſe mortal buildings are! 
Tis madneſs—madneſs—all things ſhew 
To ſet our hearts on things below ; 
(Thank heaven for all its ſtores of grace, 
My TRrEeasuReE's in a /aftr place: ) 
But thus the pride of man ſhall bend; 
The gods ſuch fabrics only /end; 
Whether contriv'd of brick or ſtone, 
They hardly can be calld our own: 
V hat time might ſpare the flame deſtroys, 
To them ſach ca/#/zs are but toys; 
In vain to heaven our ſpires we raiſe: 
Soone; or later, all muſt blaze; 
And. ve ourſelves, with years oppreſs'd, 
In time, {hall nk among the reſt. 


. Ah! lovely nymph—no longer figh— 
Lie true, the flames are mounting high— 
But oh !—forbear that trickling tear, 
For thus the world ſhall diſappear ; 
And temples of ſtupendous ſize, 
'n empty vapour thus mall riſe, 
When Nature droops her weary wings 
To give a ſad account of things; 
When time has run his idle round, 
And you and I ars under ground, 
* 
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«© In ſuch a view, Florella tair, 
How beautiful theſe blazes are ! 
From ſuch a view of human things 
Philoſophy her comfort brings, 
Inſtructing us when miſchiefs come, 
When folks are burnt from houſe and home; 
When public buildings burn, or fall, 
To bear it with—no grief at all!“ 


Kind moraliſt (the nymph replied) 
Your doctrines ſhall not be denied ; 
And” tho' you make things mighty clear, 
I'm almoſt vex'd to ſee you here : 
A fate like this impends o'er all 
(Even high-heeld ſhoes at laſt muſt fall) 
But, whether preach'd in proſe or rhyme, 
'Tavould better ſuit another time. 


How can we juſtly blame the fire 
That gives us © much to admire l 
If people ſkulk when temples burn, 
How can they but to aſhes turn ?— 
Such fire as this /ome water claims 
Theſe are, indeed, no common flames— 
So leave me, Love, to ſigh and pout— 
You——run—and help to put them out! 


—— — 
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As Southward bound to Indian iſles 
O'er lonely ſeas he held his way, 

A ſongiter of the feather'd kind 
Approach'd, with golden plumage gay : 


By ſympothetis feelings led 

Atul grieving for her ſad miſchance, 
Thus I'nv8r>15 to the wanderer fad, 
Az circling in her airy dance. 


Sud pi!grim on a watery walle, 
N = : SE 
What cruel tempeſt has compell'd 
To leave to lar your native grgve, 

Yo perich on this liquid feld! 
Not bich a diſmal ſwelling conc 


— 


(Dread Nepiunc's ud uniucl:l ſea) 
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But cryſtal brooks and groves of green, 
Dear rambling bird, were made A thee, 


Ah, why amid ſome flowery mead 

Did you not ſtay, where late you play'd : 
Not thus forſake the cypreſs grove 

That lent its kind protecting ſhade. 


In vain you ſpread your weary win 
To ſhun the hideous gulph below ; 
Our barque can be your only hope 
But man you juſtly deem your foe. 


Now hovering near, you ſtoop to lodge 
Where yonder lofty canvas ſwells— 
Again take wing—refuſe our aid, 

And rather truſt the ruthan gales. 


But Nature tires! your toils are vain— 
Could you on ſtronger pinions riſe 
Than eagles have—for days to come 
All you could ſee are ſeas and ſkies. 


Again ſhe comes, again ſhe lights, 

And caſts a penſive look below 

Weak wanderer, truſt the traitor, MAN, 
And take the help that we beſtow.” 


Down to his ſide, with circling flight, 

She flew, and perch'd, and linger'd there; 
But, worn with wandering, droop'd her wing, 
And life reſign'd in empty air. 
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L 'D by vaſt depths that ſwell on either fide 

Where Cheſapeake intrudes his midway tide, 

Gay MarYLAND attracts the admiring eye, 

A tetile region with a temperate ſky. 

In years ela2$'d, her heroes of renown 

From Brivih Auna nam'd one favourite town:“ 

But, loft her commerce, though ſhe guards their laws, 

Proud Erro that envied commerce draws. 
Few are the „ears ſince there, at random plac'd, 

Some wre:iched huts her quiet-port diſgrac'd 

$.\fe from all winds, and cover'd from the may, 

There, at his eaſe, the thoughtleſs native lay. 


© > NNAPOLIS, 
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Now, rich and great, no more a flave to ſloth, 

She claims importance from her towering growth— 
High in renown, her ſtreets and domes arrang'd, 

A groupe of cabbins to a city chang'd. 


Though rich at home, to foreign lands they ſtray, 


For foreign trappings trade their wealth away. 
Politeſt manners through their towns prevail, 

And pleaſure revels. though her funds ſhould fail; 
In each gay dome, ſoft muſic charms its lord, 
Where female beauty ſtrikes the trembling chord ; 
On the fine air with niceſt touches dwells, 

While from the tongue the according ditty ſwells: 
Proud to be ſeen, 'tis their's to place delight 

In dances meaſur'd by the winter's night, 

The evening feaſt, that wine and mirth prolong, 
The lamp of ſplendor, and the midnight ſong. 
Religion here no gloomy garb aſſumes, 
Exchang'd her tears for patches and for plumes : 


The blooming belle (untaught heaven's beaus to win) 


Talks not of ſeraphs, but the world ſhe's in: 
Attach'd to earth, here born, and to decay, 
She leaves to better worlds all finer clay. 

In thoſe, whom choice or different fortunes place 
On rural ſcenes, a different mind we trace; 
There ſolitude, that ſtill to dullneſs tends , 
To ruſtic forms no ſprightly action lends ; 
Heeds not the garb, mopes o'er the evening fire; 
And bids the maiden from the man retire. 
On winding floods the lofty manſion ſtands, 


That caſts a mournful view o'er N lands; 


There the ſad maſter ſtrays amidſt his grounds, 
Directs his negroes, or reviews his hounds ; 

Then home returning, plies his paſteboard play, 
Or dreams o' er wine, that hardly makes him gay: 
If ſome chance gueſt arrive in weary plight, 

He more than bids him welcome for the night; 
Kind to profuſion, ſpares no pains to pleaſe, 
Gives him the product of his fields and trees; 

On his rich board ſhines plenty from her ſource, 
The meaneſt difli of all—his own diſcourſe. 
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THE 


HAPPY PROSPECT. 


appear, 
HOUGH clad in winter's gloomy dreſs all Natare's . 
Vet other proſpects riſe to bleſs the new returning year: 
The active ſail again is ſeen to greet our weſtern ſhore, 
Gay plenty ſmiles with brow ſerene, and wars diſtract no more. 


No more the vales, no more the plains an iron harveſt yield; 
Peace guards our doors, impells our ſwains to till the grateful field: 
From diſtant climes, no longer foes (their years of miſery paſt) 
Nations arrive, to find repoſe in theſe domains at laſt. 


And, if a more delightful ſcene attracts the mortal eye, 

Where clouds nor darkneſs intervene, behold, aſpiring high, 

On Fart pom's ſoil thoſe An RIS plann'd, on wirtue's baſis laid, 
That make ſecure our native land, and prove our tails repaid. 


Au niTious Alus and pride ſevere, would you at diſtance keep, 
What wanderer would not tarry here, here charm his cares to ſleep! 
O, ſtill may health her balmy wings o'er theſe fair fields expand, 
While commerce from all climates brings the products of each land. 


Through toiling care andlengthen'd views, that ſharealike our ſpan, 
Gay, ſmiling hope her heaven purſues, the eternal friend of man: 
The Bab. of the days to come ſhe brightens with her ray, 

And ſmiles o'er Nature's gaping tomb, when ſickening to decay ! 


ZZ t. .. 
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ORIGIN of WARS. 


I* early time, when man was bleſt 
With conſtant ſpring and ſummer join'd, 
Nature his ſimple banquet dreſs'd ; 

I ong life was his, and health, combin'd. 


In innocence (thęir ſole defence) 

Thev ſpent their days, and paſs'd their nights: 
In rural haunts they pitch'd their tents— 
None ole their ſweets, or feiz'd their rights. 


From ſuch a ſcene, no care, no pain, 
O'er lands, o'er ſeas, through woods they ſpread: 
No place was found on earth's vaſt round 


Where men were not, by millions, bred, 
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Jove ſaw the vaſt abounding race, 

And fear'd a change in Nature's plan, 
That the wide world would find a place, 
In one age more, for nought but MAR. 


Then thus of gods and men the fire 

In Vurcan's ear his mind exprefs'd— 
«© Wars muft be had—go, fetch that fire 
Which kindles rancour in the breaſt : 


«© This once infus'd, the ſeeds of ſpite, 
And rage, and hate to ftrength ſball pro, 


Man ſhall no more with man unite ; 


But each ſhall be to each a foe. 
« Yon" oaks, which now their boughs diſplay, 


Te jhield his race from winds and rain, 
When touch'd, ſhall ſprint mate hate away, 
And waft his thunders over the main. 


« Thoſe flores of death, which now, at reſt, 
In caves profound unnotic'd lie, 

Explor'd, ſhall burſt, create a bla, 

And bid contending nations die!“ 


The god ſupreme then ſeiz'd the flame 
That Vulcan brought, at his command; 
Deep in the breaſt 
This curſe impreſs'd, 
And ſlumbering man through all his frame 
Firſt felt the fatal, feveriſh brand! 
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5 | E that would with to rove a while 
n foreſts green and gay, 


From Charleiton bar to Catharine's iſle 
Might ſigh to find the way ! 

What ſcenes on every fide 2ppear, 
What pleaſure ſtrikes the mind, 

From Folly's train, thus wandering far, 
To leave the world behind, 
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The muſic of theſe ſavage groves 
In fimple accents ſwells, 

Ard freely, here, their ſylvan loves 
The frather'd nation tells; 


An iſland on the ſca-coait cf Georgia 
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The panting deer through mingled ſhades 
Of oaks forever green 

The vegetable world invades, 

That ſkirts the watery ſcene. 


Thou ſailor, now exploring far 

The broad Atlantic wave, 

Crowd all your canvas, gallant taf, 
Since Neprune never gave | 
On barren ſeas ſo fine a view 

As here allures the eye, | 

Gay, verdant ſcenes that Nature drew 4 
In colours from the ſky. | 


Ye weitern winds! awhile delay 

To ſwell the expecting ſail— 

Who would not here, a hermit, ſtay 

In yonder fragrant vale, 

Could he engage what few can find, 

That coy, unwilling gueſt 

(Ail avarice haniſh'd from the mind) 

ConTENTMEST, in the breaſt! | 


« s 
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MARCELLA in a CONSUMPTION. 


Curr by the glance of thy bright eyes 
When I, Marcella, fondly gaze, 

Strange feelings in my boſom riſe _ 
And paſſion all my reaſon ſways : 

Worlds I would baniſh from my view 
And quit the gods—to talk with you. 


The ſmile that decks your fading cheek 
To me a heavy heart declares ; 

When you are filent I would ſpeak, 

But cowardice alarms my fears: 

All muit be ſenſe, that you do prize, 
All that I ſay, be grave and wile. 


When wandering in the evening ſhade 
I ſhar'd her pain and ſooth'd her grief, 
A thouſand tender things I ſaid, 

But all I ſaid gave no relief; 

When from her hair I bruſh'd the dew 
She ſigh'd—and ſaid, I'm not for you / 


When drooping, dull, and almoft dead 
With fevers brought from ſultry clunes, 


And ſalmon fat, that came belore their time? 


As to be captur'd in our ſains: 
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She would not hold my fainting head, 
But recommended, me ſome rhymes 
On patience and on fortitude, 

And other things, leſs underſtood. 


When aiming to engage her heart 
With verſes | Soo the muſes” ſtock, 
She ſate, regardleſs of my art, 

And counted ſeconds by the clock : 
And thus (the cry'd) ſhall verſe decay, 
And thus the world ſhall paſs away. 


When languiſhing upon her bed, 

(No longer pleas'd with India gowns) 
I came—and while ConsTaxT1a read 
Of chryſtal ſkies and coral crowns, 

She bade me at a diſtance ſand, 

And lean'd her head upon her hand. 


So drooping hangs the fading roſe 
When ſummer ſends the driving ſhower, 
So to the grave Marcella goes 

Her whole duration but an hour : 

Who fhall controul the fad decree, 

Or what, fair maid, recover thee ? 


What virtue in that ſpirit dwells,— 
What fortitude amid ſuch pain— 
And now with pride my boſom ſwells 
'To think I have not liv'd in vain ; 
Since, ſlighting all the ſages knew, 

J learn philoſophy from you. 


1 , may rome . 
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Written in 2 ſevere February on 1 SnAD, &c. caught in 2 mild January. 


\ \ HERE now are all our 1*nuary ſhad, 


Alas! they're fled to ſome leſs rigorous clime | 
Where ſuns, that never ſquint, ſhall make them glad. 


Ladies, no more for ſalmon ſet your caps; 
Some weeks, the fiſh-5:rls ſay, muſt now elapſe 
Till ſnad once more ſhall be ſo void of brains 


Then, pray don't ſob and pout ; 

If ablent from our ftream 

There's only one to blame, 

WinTER, that crabbed knave *tis—koeps them our. 
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TO A 


DECEASED DOG. 


6 all the world mourns for the loſs of a friend, 


And even in ſtanza their virtues commend, 


Why, Sancno, ſhouldſt thou by the green turf be preſt, 
And not have a ſtanza along with the reſt? 


The miſer, that ne'er gave a farthing away, 
Xantippe, that ſcolded throughout the long day, 
The drunken young Quixote, that died in his prime, 
In their graves never fail to be Hlaitcr'd with rhyme. 


There 1s an old adage our poets have read, 

That “ nothing but good ſhould be Jpoke of the dead: 
Hence, the prieſt and the ſexton alike we defy, 
When we write of the dt a p—they allow us to lie. 


But I, my dear Dog, will a poem compoſe 


41 


That ſhall break half the hearts of the belles and the beaus; 


To the view of each reader your viIR Tus ſhall ſhine 
In verſes, that HAN NAU will fancy divine. 


The Stoics, of old, were forbid to complain 

At loſſes and croſſes, vexation and pain; 

When the day I recall, that depriv'd me of you, 
I find, my dear Saucho, I'm not of their crew. 


How oft in the year ſhall I viſit your grave 

Amid the long foreſt, that darkens the wave ! 

How often lament, when the day's at the cloſe, 
That a mile from the church is your place of repoſe 


Ah here (I will ſay) is the path where he run; 

And there ſtands the tree where a ſquirrel he won; 
And here, in this ſpot where the willow trees grow, 
He dragg'd out a rabbit that lurk'd in the ſnow. 


If abſent, awhile, on the ocean I ſtray'd, 
I ſtill had in view to reviſit this ſhade— 
But alas! you corſider'd the profpeR as vain, 
Or how could you die, till I ſaw you again? 


A country there is— tis in vain to deny 

Where monkies and pappies are ſent when they die, 
But you—and old Minos ſhall grant you a paſs, 
Muſt rank with the dogs ef the gentleman claſs. 


The boatman of Jh ſhall a paſſage prepare, 
And the Dog, at the portal, ſhall welcome yor there; 
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With the cynics of hell you ſhall walk a grave pace, 
Where Doctors with dogs” is no more a diſgrace. 


With tears, I inſcribe theſe poetical groans: 
If a tombRone of wood ſerves a ſoldier. tis clear 


E7 

On the bark of this beech- tree, that ſhadows your bones, 1 
| 

This tree may preſerve all your fame—for a year. 


For the ſquirrel you tree'd, and the duck from the lake, 
Theſe ſtanzas are all the return I can make: 

But theſe, unaffected, my friendſhip will ſhew, 

And the world will allow—:that I give you your due. 


ERR: 
On Farprtnrick the ſecond, late king of Pruſſia. 
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[From THE FRENCH] 


ERE reſts a King—his mortal journey done— 
Through life a tyrant to his fellow man: 

Who bioody wreathcs in bloody battles won, 
Nature's worſt ſavage ſince the world began. 


Millions were doom'd beneath his ſword to die: 
No art, no care his blaſting breath could ſhun— 
Did he o Max, for all this walte, ſupply ?— 
No!—te!l the world, RE NEVER GAVE IT ONE !® 


* Alluding to his having never married; and being not even the reputed 
father of a child, 
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SHADRAC HAN DUV WHIFFLE. 


Ya \DRACH 1—(faid WL. eager to reproach) 
Way ride you in that ancient crazy coach? 

Hark, how it cracks ;—freighted with you and madam— 
Many ſuppoſe t once velong'd to Adam— 

So looſ-. fo weak, your Driver makes R. fort, 

\ You 1:1que, each nour, 2 tumble in the dirt.“ 
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« WHIFFLE (ſaid SyHapracn) though it be a wreck, 
And threatens oft' the fracture of my neck; 

Yet, to the laſt, this coach I vow I'll ride in if 
Which twenty years my grandſire did confide in: 
will alſo prove—pray, take it in good part 
[ had this coach when you had ſcarce a cart.“ 
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MEMORY of a LADY. 
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O the dark grave, where filence reigns, 
And death his ſhadowy hoſt detains, 
Of life bereft, and quench'd us fires, 
Marcella in her bloom retires. 


Ws YE EY 


Inclos'd in that obſcure abode, 

The boſom cold, with life that glow'd, 
No more we trace its wonted charms, 
No more the gentle ſpirit warms. 


Bleſt form! tho' mouldering into duft, 
This is not all thy doom, we truſt; 
To other worlds the active mind 

Some new perfection goes to find: 
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From height to height advancing ſtil, 
To HIM that doth creation fill, 

The power that mcaſured out our ſpan, 
And planted reaſon, firſt in man. 


„ 


Compos'd of Nature's fineſt clay, 
To Nature ſhe her debt did pay, 
Who ſympathizing, mingles Kore, 
The riſing ſigh, the melting tear. 
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In her, whoſe memory ne'er ſhall fade, 
Each milder virtue was diſplay'd, 

The breaſt of ſentiment refin'd, 

And beautics, native to the mind. 


To make her image all complete, 
How many of her ſex muſt meet! 
Virtues in them but thinly ſown, 
In her conjoin'd, were all her own : 
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She (doom'd to ſhine in honour's page, 
A model to the coming age) 
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Was grat'd with all that could impart 
Affection to the coldeſt heart. 


Remov'd from hence ſo far away, 

What ſhall your penſive poet ſay ? 

BY friendſhip led, and prief ſincere, 
e drops his pen—and ſheds a tear ! 


TO A 
D O G: 
Occafioned by putting him on ſhore at the iſland of Savor a, for thefe 


Oince Nature taught you, Tray, to be a thief, 
What blame %$ave you, for working at your trade? 
What if you ſtole a handſome round of bref; 
Theft, in your code of laws, no crime was made, 


The ten commandments you had never read, 

Nor did it ever enter in your head: 

But art and Nature, careful to conceal, 

Diſclos'd not even the £1G6HTH—T ou Halt not Real, 


Then to the green wood, caitiff, haſte away: 
There take your chance to lige —for Truth muſt ſay, 
We have no right, for theft, to hang up Tray. 
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A PANDSOME SHOP-KEEUPER. 


URS'D as a beggar's brat is he, 
The unlucky man, that deals with thee, 
Who ſtill behind the counter fit 
To catch our caſh, and ſhew your wit. 


Whate'er you prais'd—with fly defgn— 
What e'er you rouch'd-—I wiſ'd it mine; 
And e Loom traſh from Nabby's paws, 
In your fair hands, was Engliſh gauze. 


'Twas this that ran Pirallo mad 
At times, and made him look ſo ſad: 


„ <0  b oags 
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For, ere he well could count the coſt, 


with India filks their ſhoes were bound, 
he news went all the country round: 


E With conſtant duns his doors were vext, 
li, houſe with ſheriffs was perplext: 
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His caſh was gone, his credit loſt. 


His girls grew vain—thelir dreſs and ſhaw 
Alas! ſoon brought his pockets low: 


His barber's bill he could not pay, 
He blunder'd,—broke, and ran away. 


— 


T O. 


„„ Wh i OP . + 


Tur bermit's wiſh—a cell be mine, 
In ſylvan ſhades to find repoſe; 

To pleaſe che eye that taſk be thine; 
And hourly kill a thouſand beaus, 
Whoſe eaſy chirms, ſo like your own, 
With jealouſy you gaze upon. 


You aſk'd me, CYxTuwu1a, how. I came 

To ſhun the will tempettuous deep, 

And diſappointing Neptune's. aim 

Oa his cold buſom ſhun long ſleep ?— 
'Twas chance, 'zwas luck—1I ſcarce can tell 
What genius play'd my cards fo well. 


Yes! Neptune frown'l—ſo heaven decreed— 
Yet life might be preſerv'd at leaſt, 

Since cruel! muſt he be, indeed, 

Who rob: a church, and kills the prieſt: 
Then, Cynthia, ow ſome pity ſhew, 

Ner be the ſus more dind than qou. 


—_— 
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Fond of wailing with @ very lang Cans. 


N ATURE, in all her works, obſerves 

A fit proportion, juſt and true: 

Man, only, from her great example ſweryes, 
In this we indance rou. 
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Who bade you bear this huge Cyclopean beam, 
Yourſelf an inſect at its foot, 

Which, if it fell, would end your mortal dream, 
And put your day-light out ! 


Rival to oaks, no hedgeway ſhrub we ſee ; 

No dwarf-iike buſh with pines is claſs'd; 

No branch grows greater than the mother tree, 
No ſhallop wants an admiral's maſt. 


Goliah's ſelf, that huge unwieldy beaſt, 

With ſuch a ſtaff had ſhunn'd his fate. 

This CANE might be your Liberty-pole, at leaſt, 
And ftreamers wear on days of ſtate. 


Thus, at Henduras, frequent, have I ſeen 

Monkies, attach'd to cedars tall: 

There chac'd, they climb to ſhun the hoſtile train 
What uſe to you, who ne'er could climb at all! 


A ſtaff, like this, from hickory foreſts come, 
Mongſt cudgelfing lads might rule the roaſt ! 
Might ſwing the main gate of the Federal Dome, 
Potowmack's future—royal—bo aſt ! 


Ah! take advice—this lofty ſtick forego— 

With cooper's hoop-pole rather 3 to range; 
Or, if your pride ſhould deem ſuch canes too low, 
Advance !—and take my pipe-ſtem in exchange. 


T NS 


RURAL BACHELOR. ; 


UIT TING the town, and gay abodes of men 
Chance led my footſteps to a lonely den 
Around whoſe walls no lively flowerets grew, 
Dull was its aſpect, and its doors were few: 
The crowing cock was all its morning bell 
Mix'd with no pleaſant voice of Nan or Nell; 
No blooming trees, no flowering ſhrubs were nigh, 
Nothing to cheer the heart or pleaſe the eye: 
One weep n@&-willow rais'd its baleful head, 
lvy and mint were through his garden ſpread— 
Diſguſte with the ſcene, when drawn more near | 
I ſmote my breaft, and af d“ What beaſt lives here? — 


Ne milk-maid here the ſelfiſn wight allows, 
But forth he walks himſelf to milk his cows; 


* 
eln 


POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 367 


(In hand a ſtaff, on either arm a pail, 

Pity he had no diſh-clout at his tail) 

Cows, that have given him many a hearty kick 
And only fear him for his walnut ftick ; 
Humbled they ſtand, a penſive, pin.ng crew, 
And ſee their calyes defrauded of their due. 


None but himſelf the juicy curd may ſqueeze 


None like himſelf can change the milk to cheeſe 
Cheeſe that appears at every flender treat, 

And fate foredoom'd that he alone mutt eat; 
'The refuſe of his ſtore, the very cheeſe 

That, if to market ſent, the clerk would ſeize. 


Tir'd as I am with travelling this long road, 
Much as I want, this night, ſome ſaug abode, 
Something whereon to reſt my aching head, 
Someching, at leaſt that bears the name ot bed; 
Tho' many a mile, perhaps, may intervene 


Ere y2t again the haunt of man 1s ſeen, 


Onward 1 jog—nll Sol the light reſtores. 


Rather than lodge with him—lodge out of doors. 


fr ũ %KmK—u——u—.8ͤ'ͤT.——.. 
B A L o N 


Perdomita tellus, tumida ceſſerunt freta, 
Inferna noltros regna ſenſere impetus - 

Immune calum eſt, dignus Alcidæ labor, 
In alta mundi fpatia ſablimis ferar. 
| Senec. Herc. furens. 


Assist me, ye Muſes, (whoſe harps are in tune) 
To tell of the flight of the gallant BarLoon | 

As high as my ſubject permit me to ſoar 

To heights unattempted, unthought of beſore, 


Ye grave learned Doctors, whole trade is to ſigh, 
Who labour to chalk out a road to the ſky, 
Improve on your plans—or I'll venture to ſay, 

A genius of Paris will ſhew as the way. 


The earth, on its ſurface, has all been ſurvey'd, 
The fea has been travell'd—and deep in the ſhage 
The kingdom of Pluto has heard us at work, 
When we dig for his metals, wherever they lurk : 


But who would have thought that invention could riſe 
To contrive a machine that would ſoar to the ſkies, 
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And pierce tz bright regions, which ages aſſign'd 
To ſpirits unbodied, and flights of the mind. * 


Let the gods of Olympus their revels prepare 
By the aid of ſome pounds of inflammable air 

We'll viſit them ſoon—and forſake this dull ball 
With a ftreamer diſplay'd, and no fear of a fall. 


How France is diſtinguiſh'd in LIBER T's reign ! 

What cannot her genius and courage attain ? 

Throughout the wide world have her arms found the way, 
And art to the ſtars is extending her ſway. 


At ſea let the Britiſh their neighbours defy— 
The French ſh1!l have frigates to traverſe the ſky, 
In this navigation more fortunate prove, 

And cudgel your Fredericks and Brunfwicks above, 


If the Engliſh ſhould venture to ſea with their fleqt, 
A hoſt of Balloons in a trice they ſhall meer. 

The French from the zenith their wings will diſplay, 
And ſouſe on theſc ſea-dogs, and bear them away! 


Te ages, who travel on mighty deſigns, 

To meaſure equators and longitude lines— 
Inſtead of a veſlel, to traverſe the ſeas, 
Conſtruct a Balloon—and you'll do it with eaſe: 


And ye, who the heaven's broad concave ſurvey, 
And, aided by glaſſes, its ſecrets betray, 
Who gaze, the night through, at the wonderful ſcene, 
Yet ſtill are complaining of vapours between, 


A Woe od; 


N 


Ah, ſeize the conveyance, and fearleſſly riſe 
To peep at the /anthorns that light up the ſkies, 
And floating above, on our ocean of atr, $ 
Inform us, by letter, what people are there. # 


mo 


In Saturn, adviſe us if ſnow ever melts, 1 
And what are the uſes of Jupiter's helts; ] 
And (Mars being willing) pray ſend us word, greeting, : 
If his peaple are fonder of fighting than eating. | 


That Venus has horns we've no reaſon to doubt, | 

(I forget what they call him who firſt found it out) \ 5 
And you'll find, I'm afraid, if you venture too near, 1 
That the ſpirits of cuckolds inhabit her ſphere. 73 


Ovr folks of good morals it woefully prieves, 

That Mercury's people are villains = thieves : 3 
You'll ſee how it is—but I'll venture to ſhew - 
For a dozen among them, twelve dozens below, | 


EE 
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From long obſervation one proof may be had 
That the men in the moon are incurably mad; 
However, compare us, and if they exceed 
They mult be ſurprizingly crazy indeed. 


But now, to have done with our planets and m00ng 
Come, grant me a patent for making balloons— 
For | find that the time is approaching—the day 
When horſes ſhall fail, and the horſemen decay. 


Poſt-riders, at preſent (call'd Centaurs of old) 

Who brave all the ſeaſons, hot weather and cold, 

In future, ſhall leave their dull pozeys behind, 

And travel, like ghoſts, on the wings of the wind. | 


The ſtagemen, whoſe gallopers ſcarce have the power 
Through the dirt to convey you ten miles in an hour, 
When advanc'd to balloons, ihall ſo furiouſly drive 
You'!l hardly know whether you're dead or alive. 


The man who at Ben ſets out with the ſun, 

If the wind ſhould be fair, may be with us at one, 
At Gurpozuder Ferry drink whiſkey at three, 

And by fix be at Edentoven, ready for tea. 


| 


The machine ſhall be order'd, (we hardly need ſay,) 
To travel in darkneſs as well as by day 
At Charleftcn by ten he for ſleep ſhall prepare, 

And by twelve the next day be—the 1 knows where, 


When the ladies grow ſick of the city in June, 
What a jzunt they ſhall have in the flying balloon?! 
Whole mornings will ſee them at toilets preparing, 
And forty miles high be their afternoon's airing. 


Yet more with its fitneſs for commerce I'm ſtruck ; 
What loads of tobacco ſhall fly from Kentucke, 
What packs of beſt beaver—bar-iron and pig, 

What budgets of luci from Conocochcague } 


If Britain ſhould ever diſturb us again, ; 
{As they threaten to do in the next George's reign) 
No doubt they will play us a ſet of new tunes, 

And give vs a bla! from their fighting balloons, 


To market the farmers fall ſhortly repair g . 
With their hogs and potatoes, wholeſale, thro the air, 
Skim over the water as light as a feather, 


Themiclves and their poultry converſing together. ö i 
1 | 
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Such wonders as theſe from Balloons ſhall ariſe— 
And the giants of old, that aſſaulted the ſkies 
With their Offa on Pelion, ſhall freely confeſs 


That all they attempted was nothing to this. 
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Hor. dry winds forever blowing, 
Dead men to the grave-yards going ; 
Conſtant herſes, 
Funeral verſes ; 1 
Oh! what plagues— there is no knowing! 


Prieſts retreating from their pulpits !— 

Some in caves, and ſome in coal-pits A 
Snugly hiding, J 
There abidin 

'Till the town is rid of culprits. 


Doctors raving and diſputing, 
Neath's pale army ſtill recruiting 
What a pother 
One with t'other! 
Some a-writing, ſome a- ſhooting. 


Nature's poiſons here collected, 
Water, earth, and air infected 
O, what pity 

SUCH A CITY 
Was in ſuch a place erected! 


CCC 
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SOLDIERs PROGRESS. 


Luz by ſome Captain's ſmooth aldreſs, 
His ſcarlet coat: aud roputth face, 

One HALP-4a-J0E on drum-head laid, 

A tavern-treat—and reckoning paid; | { 
See yonder ſimple lad conſign'd 1 
To ſlavery of the baſeſt kind. F 


With only Hill to drive a plough 
A muſquet he muſt handle now ; 
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Muſt twirl it here and twirl it there, 
Now on the ground, now in the air; 
Its every motion by ſome rule 
Of practice, taught in Frederick's ſchool, 
Muſt be direted—nicely true 
Or he be beaten black—and blue. 

In ſhoes, 


A ſergeant, rais'd from cleani 
May now this country lad abuſe :— 
On meagre fare grown poor and lean, 
He treats him like a mere machine, 
Directs his look, directs his ſtep, 
And flogs him into decent ſhape, 
From aukward habit frees the clown, 
Erects his head—or knocks him down. 


Laſt Friday week to Battery-Green 
The ſergeant came with this MaCHINE— 
One motion of the firelock miſs'd— 
The TUTOR thump'd him with his fiſt : 
I ſaw him lift his hickory cane, 
I heard poor Fefery's head complain. 
Yet this—and more—he's forc'd to bear; 
And thus goes on from year to year, 
Till deſperate grown, at ſuch a lot, 
He drinks deſerts— and ſo is ſhot! 


* The Pruſſian manual exerciſe. 
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WRITER of PANEGYRIC: 


{Occationed by certain fulſome congratulatory verſes 
on the election of a Hicn ConsTABLE,—) 


B: advise 4 by s friend, who adviſes but rarely, 
Be cautiou: of praiſmg 'till praiſe is earn'd fairly: 
There was a ſage Ancient this truth did bequeath, 
*« That merit is only determin'd by death.“ 


Paregyric I'm ſorry to ſee you engage in— 
Old Acro, at firſt, was a Titas, or J. rajan c 
The Indians of Siam bow down to a Loo, 
And Egypt is ſaid to have worſhip'd a Dog.® 


If you will be throwing your jewels to fwine, 
No wonder they rend you—whenever they dine 


* Axum1S—=2nc of the tutelar deittes of ancient Egypt - 
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Pray, leave it ts puppies to cry up their worth, 
And to dunces, to honour the day of their birth. 


Whoever the road to perferment would find, 

With the eyes of a Dutchman mutt look at mankind ; 

From the baſeſt of motives, cry, cowards are brave, 
And lauga in his fleeve—when he flatters a knave. 


ſong n————_______«_w—__—_——____—___— Py 
FANGITIS EAMB LE 


(av 22 that over ſleep preſides, 


And Reaſon's wakeful reign divides; 
Fancy, thou, the Muſes' queen, 
Miſtreſs of the poets' vein, 

How many charming ſcenes you paint, 
Traverſe the globe, without conſtraint, 
And viſions to the foul diſcloſe 

Jo entertain her night's repoſe. 


She on her golden pinions brings 
The images of abſent things; 
'Fhrough the labyrinth of the brain, 
Night after night, ſhe walks unſeen, 
Noble fabrics doth ſhe raiſe 
In the woods, or on the ſeas, 

On ſome high, ſteep, pointed rock 
'Trembling to the ocean's ſhock, 
Where the dreary tempeſts ſweep 
Clouds along the uncivil deep. 


Now ſhe views Arcadian groves 
Were the harmleſs hepherd roves, 
And while yet her wings ſhe ſpreads, 
Sees chryſtal ſtreams and flowery meads ; 
By the full-moon light doth ſhew 
Foreits of a diky hue, 

Where, upon ſome moity bed, 
Innocence reclines her head. 


Swift, ſhe ſtretches o'er the deep 
To Hecla's high and ſmoky ſteep: 
Canvas on the covering maſt 
Could not travel half fo faſt 
Swifter than the eagle's flight, 

Or inſtantancous rays of light 
Lo! contem ative ihe francs 
On Nerweoia's frozen lands; 
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Lofty mountains, bare and brown, 
Where the ru.v ved winters frown, 
Or impell the ocean ſurge 

To Caledonia's gloomy verge, 
Where che winds tutnuituous roar, 
Vext, thai an ſings no more. 


Then, ſhe roves to ſouthern iſles 
Where the ſoften'd winter ſmiles ; 
To Gre: ada's orange ſhades 
Or Au xonia's fœntile glades— 

To tu dient dreary Cape, “ 

Fatal ' muy a gallant ſhi 

The cupe, wnere mountain billows roll 
Daching from che ſouthern pole, 
Loy41ed with eternal inows ; 

Where no pleaſant harveſt grows, 

But icy cliffs forever riſe 

Shrouding their ſummits in the ſkies, 
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Lo! ſhe leads me wide and far 
O'er the earth and through the air, 
Orer rock and over reef 
To the proud Canarian cliff, + 
Where the ſun-beam loves to abide 
When ſet to half the world beſide.— . 

Thence ſhe takes her roving aim, 
And BriTain ſeeks, of ancient fame, 
Stretching far her proud command— 
Shackled by ſome tyrant band : 

Since to Cæſar firſt ſhe bow'd 
Of fetters, vain—of ſlavery, proud! 
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Now, ſhe wanders far away 


"4 

3 In the eaſt to meet the day : 

F Travels over Ganges? ſtreams, 

| Viſits Cina, in her dreams, 

; O'er the vaſt Pacific ſtrays, 

3 And a thouſand iſles ſurveys 

X Where the happy Indien dwells, 

; Stranger, yet, to Europe's ſails— 

F. Now, though late, returning home , | 


Lead me to Marcella's tomb, 5 é it 
To behold a moment there | | 
All that once was good and fair— | 
12 doth here fo loundly fleep— | 
Shall we breuk this >riſon deep ?— 
Fancy can but pierce the ſhade, 
Haut the tomb, wae-'e thou art laid 

* Cape Horn, + I cnerifte, 
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Gather flowers of pallid hue, 
And quit the world, to dwell with you. 
But muſt thoſe eyes in darkneſs ſtay 
That once were rivals to the day ?— 
Like heaven's bright lamp, beneath the main 
They are but ſet, to riſe again. | 
fc  ——————————————————————— — —— 
ON THE 


DEMOLITION of a LOG--COLLEGE. 


N New-Year's eve, the year was eighty-nine, 
All clad in #/ack, a back-woods' college crew 
With crow-bar. ledge, and broad axe did combine 
To level with the duſt their antique hall, 
In hopes the Preſident would build a new: 
Yes. yes, (ſaid they,) this ancient pile ſhall fall 
And laugh no longer at yon' cobler's ſtall. 


The clock ſtruck ſeven—in ſocial compact join'd, 
They pledg'd their ſacred honors to proceed: 
The number ſeventy-five this feat delign'd : 

And firſt ſome oaths they ſwore by candle light 
On Euclid's Elements—no bible did they need : 
One muſt be true, they ſaid, the other might 
Beſides, no bible could be found that night. 


Now darkneſs o'er the plain her pinions ſpread, 
Then rung the bell an unaccuſtom'd peal : 

Out ruſh'd the brave, the cowards went to bed 

And left the attempt to thoſe that felt full bold 

To pull down halls, where years had ſeen them knee. 
Where Wheelock oft at rakes was wont to fcold, 

Or ſung them many a pſalm, in days of ald. 


Advancing then towards the tottering hall 

(That now at leaſt one hundred years had ſtood) 
They gave due notice that it ſoon ſhould fall— 
Leſt there ſome godly wight might gaping ſtand; 
(For well they knew the world wants all its good 
To fright the ſturdy ſinners of the land, 

And ſhame old Satan, with his ſooty band.) 


The reverend man that college gentry awes 
Hearing the bell at this unujual hour, 

Vext at the infringement of the college laws, 
With Indian ſtride out- ſilly'd from his den, 

And made a ſpeech (as being a man in power) — 
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Alas1 it was not heard by one in ten— 
No time to heed his ſpeeches, or his pen. 


« Ah, rogues, ſaid he, ah whither do ye run, 

«« Rent on the ruin of that antique pile— 

« That, all the war, has brav'd both ſword and gun? 
Reflect, dear boys, ſome reverend rats are there 

« That now will have to ſcamper many a mile, 

« Foy whom paſt time old latin books did ſpare, 

« And attic greek, and manuſcripts moſt rare. 


« Relent, relent! to accompliſh ſuch deſigns 

«« Folks bred on college fare are much too weak; 
For ſuch attempts men drink your High- proof wines, 
«« Net ſpiritleſs ſwitchel“ and vile hogo drams, 

« Scarcely ſufficient to digeſt your Gre 

«« Come, let the college ſtand, my dear black lambs— 
© Befides—l ſee you — no battering- rams.“ 


Thus he—but ſighs, and tears, and prayers were loſt— 
So, to it they went with broad-axe, ſpade, and hammer— 
One ſmote a wall, and one diflodg'd a poſt, 

Tugg'd at a beam, or pull'd down pigeon-holes 
Where Indian lads were wont to ſtudy grammar— 
Indeed, they took vaſt pains and dug like moles, 
And work'd as if they work'd to ſave their ſouls. 


Now to its deep foundation ſhook the dome: 
Farewell to all its learning, fame, and honor ! 
So fell the capitol of heathen Rome 

By Goths and Vandals level'd with the duſt— 
And fo ſhall die the works of Neal O' Connor, 
(Which he himſelf will even outlive, we truſt:) 
But now our ſtory's coming to the worſt— 


Down fell the Pile !—aghaſt theſe rebels ſtood 

And wonder'd at the miſchiefs they had done 

To ſuch a pile, compos'd of red-oak wood; 

To ſuch a pile, ſo antique and renown'd, 

Which many a prayer had heard and many a pun— 

So, three huzzas they gave, and fir'd a round, 

Then homeward trudg'd—half drunk—but ſafe and ſound. 


* A mixture of molaſſes and water. 
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P EN NST LN ANIX& 
[A FRAGuRENT] 


OrRAD with ſtupendous hills, far from the main 
Fair Pennſylvania holds her golden reign, 

In ſertile nelds her wheaten harveſt grows, 

Charg'd with its freights her favorite Delaware flows; 
From Ez1eg's Lake her ſoil with plenty teems 

To where the Schuylkill rolls his limpid ſtreams— 
Sweet ſtream! what pencil can thy beauties tell 
Where, wandering downward through the woody vale, 
Thy varying ſcenes to rural bliſs invite, 

To health and pleaſure add a new delight: 

Here Juniata, too, allures the ſwain, 

Aad gay Cadorns roves along the plein; 

Sweetara, tumbling from the diitant hill, 

Steals. through the waſte, to turn the ininftrious mill 
W here'er thoſe floods through groves or mountains ftray 
That God of Nature ſtill directs the way, 

With fondeſt care has trac'd each river's bed 

And mighty ſtreams thro” mighty forets led, 

Bade agriculture thus export her freight, 

The ſtrength and glory of this favour'd STaTz. 


She, fam'd for ſcience, arts, and poliſh'd men, 
Admires her FRANKLIN, but adores her PENN, 
Who, wandering here, made barren foreſts bloom 
And the new ſoil a happier robe aſſume: 

He plana'd no ſchemes that virtue diſapproves, 
He robb'd no Indian of his native groves, 
But, juit to all, beheld his tribes increaſe, 

Did what he could io bind the world in peace, 
And, far retreating from a ſelſiſh band, 

Bade Freedom fiourith in this foreign land. 

Gay towns unnumber'd ſhine through all her plains, 
Here every art its happieſt height attains : 

The graceful ſhip, on nice proportions plann'd, 


Here finds perfection from the builder's hand, 


To diſtant worlds commercial viſits pays 
Or war's bold thunder o'er the deep conveys. 


© # © x # # ® 
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OccAs NED BY THE 
B I L L 


Propoling a taxation upon News-Papers. 


«? F 

IS time to tax the News, ( Sangradb cries) 
Subjects were never good that were too wiſe : 
« In every hamlet, every trifling town, 
« Some fly, defigning fellow fits him down, 
« On ſpacious folio prints his weekly meſs, 
« And ſpreads around the poiſon of his Preſs. 
« Hence, to the WORLD the flreams of ſcandal flow, 
« Diſclofinz ſecrets, that it ſhould not know, 
Hence courtiers ſtrut with libels on their backs 


« And ſhall not news be humbled by a tax! 


Once (tis moſt true) ſuch papers did ſome good, 


« When Britiſh chiefs arriv'd in angry mod: 

« By them enkindied, every heart grew warm, 

« By them excited, all were taught to arm, 

« When 1, retiring to Britannia's clime, 

« Sat brooding oer the vaſt events of time 5 

« Doubtful which fide to take, or what to ſay, 

« Or who auculd win, or who would loſe the day. 


t Theſe times are paſt 5 (and paſt experience ſhews, ) 
« The wwell-born fort alone, ſhould read the news, 
© No common herds ſpould get behind the ſcene 
* To view the movements of the ſtate machine 
« One paper only, fill with courtly tuff, 
One paper, for one country is enough, 
& Where incenſe effer'd at Pompoſo's ſhrine 
&« Shall prove his houſ:-=dog and himſelf divine.” 


— n — 
JACK STR AW: 


0 % 2 1 


FOREST BEA U. 


Wed ſirſt to feel Love's fire Jack STRaw begins 
He combs his hair, and cocks his hat with pins, 

Views in ſome ftceam. his face, with fond regard, 
Plucks from his upper lip the briſtiy beard, 

With ſoag and ſand his homely viſage ſcowers 

(Rough from the jolut attacks of ſun and ſhower:) 
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The ſheepſkin breeches ſtretch'd upon his thighs, — 
Next on his back the homeſpun coat he tries; | 
Round his broad breaſt he wraps the jerkin blue, 
And ſews a ſpacious ſoal on either ſhoe. 

Thus, all prepar'd, the fond adoring ſwain 

Cuts from his groves of pine a ponderous cane ; 

In thought a beau, a ſavage to the eye, 

Forth, from his mighty boſom, heaves the ſigh ; 
Tobacco is the preſent for his fair, 

This he admires, and this beſt pleaſes her— 

The bargain ſtruck - few cares his boſom move 

How to maintain, or how to lodge his love ; 

Cloſe at his hand the piny foreſt grows, 

Thence for his hut a ſlender frame he hews, 

With art, (not copied from Palladio's rules,) 

A hammer and an axe, his only tools, 

By Nature taught, a haſty hut he forms 

Safe in the woods, to (ſhelter from the ſtorms:— 
There ſees the ſummer paſs and winter come, 

Nor envies Britain's king his loftier home. 


by 


2 
SQ 


E N T HN II A 


[ HROUGH Jerſey groves, a wandering ftream 
That ſtill its wonted muſic keeps, 
Inſpires no more my evening dream. 
Where Cynthia, in retirement, fleeps. 


Sweet murmuring ſtream! how bleſt art thou . 
To kiſs the bank where ſhe reſides, 5 
Where Nature decks the beechen bough Y 
That trembles o'cr your ſhallow tides. 


The cypreſs-tree on IIermit's height, : 
Where love his ſoft addreſſes paid 5 
By Luna's pale reflected light 4 
No longer charms me to its ſhade ! j 


To me, alas! ſo far remov'd, 

What raptures, once, that ſcenery gave, 5 
Ere wandering yet from all I lov'd b 
I ſought a deeper, drearier wave. 


Your abſent charms my thoughts employ ; 
T ſigh to think how ſweet vou ſung, 7 
And half adore the painted toy 

Tit near my careleſs heart you hung. 
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Now, fetter'd faſt in icy fields, 
In vain I looſe the ſleeping fail; 
The frozen wave no longer yields, 


And uſeleſs blows the favouring gale. 


Yet, ſtill in hopes of vernal ſhowers, 
And breezes, moiſt with morning dew, 
I paſs the lingering, lazy hours, 
Reflecting on the 2 you. 


r _——____——__—___—_— — 


T HE 
AMERICAN SOLDIER. 
[4 Picture from the Life.] 


Dez? in a vale, a ſtranger now to arms, 
Too poor to ſhine in courts, too proud to beg. 
He, who once warr'd on Saratoga's plains, 

Sits muſing o'er his ſcars, and wooden leg, 


Remembering ſtill the toil of former days, 

To other hands he ſees his earnings paid. 
They ſhare the due reward be feeds on praiſe, 
Loſt in the abyſs of want, misfortune's ſhade. 


Far, far from domes where ſplendid tapers glare, 

Tis his from dear bought peace no wealth to win, 
Remov'd alike from courtly cringing *ſquires, 

The great-man's Levee, and the proud man's grin, 


Sold are thoſe arms which once on Britons blaz'd, 
When, fluſh'd with conqueſt, to the charge they came ; 
That power repell'd, and Freedom's fabrick rais'd, 

She leaves her ſoldier—faemnine and a name / 


(790. 
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To THE KEEPER OF THE 


KING's WATER-WORKS, 


Near Rocx-Fok r, in the iſland of Jamaica; on being 
refuſed a puncheon of water.— 


(Car HE, that o'er Two InDizs holds the ſway, 
Where'er the ocean flows, whoſe fl-ets patrol, 

Who bids Hibernia's rugged ſons obey, 

And at whoſe nod (you lay) ſhakes either pole 


Can he, whoſe crown a thouſand jewels grace 
Of worth untold can he, ſo rich, deny 

One wretched puncheon from this ample vaſe, 
Begg'd by his ꝓνα,mm ſubjett—water-dry ? 


: 1 
9 


* * 9 


Vaſt are the ſprings in yonder cloud-capt hill : 
Why ihen confne the free-bora flowing wave; : 
Where hogs, and dogs, and keepers drink their fill, J 


May I not ſomewha: from ſuch bounty crave ? 


Keeper! muſt I with empty caſf: return: 


Juit ſee the limpid eam, that runs to waſte— þ 
Denied the wave, chat flows from Nature“ urn, 4 
By locks and b ts ſecur'd from vulgar taile? F 


Well! if I mu". "ey the royal car, 

Poor are ſome & 125 that ſtilt in Britin live; | 
Tei! him, that d ture is no niggard here, \ 
Tell im, THaT HEQWET H-HOLDS WHAT BEGGARS GIVZ. 


-_ 4 * 


RRR w— — .... ͤ . K EST 3 7 
1 N — r 9 
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[A Fracuzit.] 


V in extent, Vigil x14 meets my view, 

With fireams immenſe, dar!: groves, 23d mountaius biue ; 
Firſt in provincial rank ſhe long was ſcen, 

Built the firſt town, and firſt ſubdued the plain: 

This was her pratie—but wiat can years avail 

When times ſucceed ing ſee her eforts fail ! 

On northern felds wore v igorous arts diſplay, 

Where pleaſare holds 7.0 uni verſal i; ay 3 ; 

No herds of ſlaves Para: their ſooty band 

From the rough ploug! to iave the tepiine's hand, 
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Where urgent wants the daily pittance aſk, 
Compell to labour, and complete the taſk, 

A race of ſlaves, throughout their country ſpread, 
From different ſoils extort the owner's bread ; 
Averſe to toil, the natives ſtill rely 
On the ſad negro for the year's ſupply ; 

He, patient, early quits his poor abode, 

Toils at the hoe, or rorEs fome ponderous load, 
Sweats at the axe, or, penſive and forlorn, 

dighs for the eve, to parch his ſtinted corn! 
With watcnful eye maintains his much-lov'd fire, 
Nor even in {immer lets its ſpark expire 

At night returns, his evening tolls to ſhare, 
Lament his rags, or ſleep away his care, 

Bind up the recent wound, with many a groan ; 
Or tha il; his gods that SUNDAY is his own. 

To these far c'imes the ſcheming Scotchman flies, 
Quits his bleak als to court Virginian ſkies ; 

R/ nova trom oat- meal, ſour-crout, debts, and duns, 
Pruven:, he haites to bak in kinder ſuns; 

Marks well the native—views his weaker fide, 

And heaps up wealth from luxury and pride, 

®:ports the produce of a thouſand plains, 

Nor fears a rival, to divide his gains. 

Deep in their beds, as diſtant to their ſource 
Here many a river winds its wandering courſe : 
Proud of he: bulky freight, through plains and woods 
Ma mes the tall ſhin, majeſtic, o'er the floods, 

Where Jamebs firength the ocean brine repels, 

Or, like a ſea, the deep Potowwmack (wells : 

Tet here the ſailor views with wondering eye 

impoveriſh'd fields that near their margins lie, 

Mercantile towns, where languor holds her reign, 

And boors inactive, on the exhauſted plain. 
0 


eee 


— — — — 


Side of the world, in prime of days 
Conſtantiu took a ſeriqus fit— 

Reſolv'd to ſhun all balls and plays 
And only read what ſaints had writ 
To Convent Hal! ſhe would repair 
And bea peuive Ger there. 


2 ET 


A ſailor, loiteriag from his crew, 
-» Chance world have it, paſs'd along 
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She told him what ſhe had in view, 


And he reply'd—* Fair maid, you're wrong, 


« Let faded nymphs to cloiſters go, 
„Where kiſſes freeze and love is ſnow. 


„The Druids' oak and hermits' pine 
«« Aﬀerd a gloomy, ſad delight; 
But why that bluſh of health reſign, 
The mingled tint of red and white? 
In cloiſter'd cells the flowers expire 
«« That, on the plain, all eyes admire. 


« With ſuch a penſive, pious train 
Who, but a hermit, could agree 

«« Ah, rather ſtay to grace the plain, 

«« Or wander on the wave with me: 

« For you the painted barque ſhall wait 
4% And 1 would die for ſuch a freight.” 


No wandering ſeaman (ſhe replied) 
Can tempt me to forego my plan ; 

No barque that wafts him o'er the tide, 
Nor many a better looking man : 


Go, wanderer, plough your gloomy ſea, 
Conſtantia muſt a fiſter be. 


To gain ſo fair a flower as you, 


(The Tar return'd) who would not plead ?— 


Nor ſhall you, Nymph, to convents go 
While love can write what you muft read: 
Come, to yon* meadow let us ſtray, 

I have ſome handſome things to ſay''— 


Love has his wiſh when reaſon fails— 
In vain he ſigh'd, in vain he ſtrove: 

«« Forfake (ſaid ſhe) thoſe ſwelling ſails 
If you would have me—think of love: 
Great merit has your ſailing art, 

But abſegce would diſtract my heart,” 


What elſe was ſaid, we ſecret keeß 
The Tar, grown fonder of the ſhore, 
Neglects his proſpects on the deep, 

And ſhe of convents talks no more 
He ilylv quits the coaſting trade; 

She pities her—that dics a magd ! 


1 __ 1 way wy ak 
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MASSACHUSETTS 


ERE, in vaſt flocks, the fleecy nation ſtrays, 
Here, endleſs herds the upland meadow graze, 
Here, ſmiling plenty crowns the labourer's pain 
And blooming beauty weds the induſtrious ſwain : 
Were this thy ALL, what happier ſtate could be 
But Avarice drives the native to the ſea, 

Fictitious wants all thoughts of eaſe controul, 

Proud independence ſways the aſpiring ſoul, 

Midſt foreign waves, a ſtranger to repoſe, 

| Thro' the moiſt world the keen adventurer goes; 
Not India's ſeas reſtrain his daring fail, 

Far to the ſouth he ſeeks the polar whale: 

From thoſe vaſt banks where frequent tempeſts rave, 
And fogs eternal hrood upon the wave, 

There (furl'd his fail) his daring hold he keeps, 
Drags from their depths the natives of thoſe deeps ; 
Then to ſome diſtant clime explores his way, 

Bold Avaiice ſpurs him on—he muſt obey. 


Yet, from ſuch aims one great effect we trace of 
That holds in happier bonds this reſtleſs race ; | 
Like ſame deep lake, by circling ſhores compreſs'd, 
Ma::'s nature tends to univerſal reſt : 

Unfed by ſprings, that find ſome ſecret paſs 
To mix their current with the mightier maſs, 

Unmov'd by moons, that ſome ſtrange impulſe guides 

To lift its waters, and propel its tides, 

Unvext by winds, that ſcowl acroſs its waſte, 

Tear up the wave, aud diſcompole its breaſt, 

Soon would that lake (a putrid nuiſance grown, 

Loſe all its virtue, prais'd or priz'd by none: 

Tius, avarice lends new vigour to mankind, 

Not vainly planted in the intemperate mind 

With her, avn1T10N link'd, they proudly drive, 

Rule all our race, and keep the world alive. 


* a "Je 
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Here firſt, to quench her once lov'd Freedom's flame, 
With their proud fleets, Britannia's warriors came; 
Here, ſure to conquer, ſhe began her fires, 

Here, ſent her lords, her admirals, and her ſquires ;—- 
All, all too weak to effect the vaſt deſign 

For which we ſaw half Europe's arms combine, 
Uncounted navies rove from main to main, 

Threats, bribery, treachery—try'd and try'd again; 
Mandate on mandate, edit, and decree, 

To rivet fetters, and enſlave the free! 


ky 4 9 a 1 
* N F 9 F o r 6 9 


9 7 122 e 


334 POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


Long, long from Bos rox's hills ſhall ſtrangers gaze 
On thoſe vaſt mounds that magic ſeem'd to raiſe; 
Stupendous piles that haſten'd Britain's flight, 
Extended hills, the offspring of a night !— 

In that devoted town they hop'd to ſtay 

And, fed by rapine, ſleep ſoft years away: 

Vain hopes, vain ſchemes—the unconquer'd ſpirit roſe 
That ſtill ſurviv'd thro? all ſucceeding woes ; 
Impriſon'd crowds, in cruel durance held, 

Diſarm'd, reſtrain'd from honor's earlieſt field; 
Impriſon'd thouſands, worn with poignant grief, 
Now, half adoring, met their guardian chief, 

Whoſe conquering ſtandard bade the foe retreat, 
Diſgrace their portion, and their rout complete ! 


FEDERAL HALL 


y } ITH eager ſtep and wrinkled brow, 
'The buſy ſons of care 
(Diſguſted with leſs ſplendid ſcenes) 
To FEDERAL HALL repair. 


In order plac'd, they patient wait 

To ſeize cach word that flies, 

From what they hear, they ſigh or ſmile, 
Look cheerful, grave, or wiſe, 


Within theſe walls the doctrines taught 
Are of ſuch vaſt concern, 

That all the world, with one conſent, 
Here ftrives to live—and learn. 


The timorous heart, that cautious ſhuns 
All churches, but its own, 

No more obſerves its wonted rules ; 
But ventures here, alone. 


Four hours a day each rank alike, 
(They that can walk or craw]) 
Leave children, buſineſs, ſhop, and wife, 


And ſtcer for Federal Hall. 


From morning taſks of mending ſoals 
The cobler haſtes away; 

At three returns, and tells to Kate 
The buſineſs of the day. 


The debtor, vext with early duns, 
Avoids his hated home; 


>: 
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Aud here and there dejected roves 
„Till hours of CONGRESS come. 


The birder, at the well-known time 
Fort:kes his bzarded man, 

And jeaves him with his lather'd jaws, 
To trim them —as he can. | 


The taylor, plagu'd with ſuits on ſuits, 
Neglects Sir Fopling's call, 

Throws by his gooſe—ſlips from his board, 
And trots to FEDERAL HALL. 


TO M E M M I U 8. 


\ \ HOEER at Cova would hope to cut a daſh, 
He mult go loaded with ſome useFvur. traſh, 
Something, ſage DurLxuss, to prolong your reign; 
All fancy—ſtuff—all ornament is vain! 

Happy the man who plans, by force of ſteam 

To drive his boat twelre knors againſt the ſtream; 

Still happier he, who, born to build a bridge, 

Schemes mighty matters on fome river's edge: — 5 

Such to the world the nobleſt light impart, e = 

The /ir/t in genius, and the % in art! 

Hence, then, ye bards, from our wiſe court refrain; 

Wiſeacres have foreſtall'd the preſent reign: 

No empty ſcribblings we endure at court”? 

{ Cries Publius, poring o'er a dull Rerorr; ) 

Nothing but . projects ws require, 

{ Cries a new-fangled, felf-important *ſquire ) 

Even CuURCaMAN, With his chart, will juſt but dg, 

** Who to the pole will new all art purſue: 

For foreign courts have ſail'd our men of ſong, 

And truit mg, bards, the Muſes went along; 

Since that bRght morn they ſtept on oY their brig, 

No Muſes here— no Muſes are with pig; 

*« Nor *till their barque thall heave in fight, once more, | 

Shall ove true Muſe grow pregnant on this ſhore ! ”?. | 

Fe Now, had not wayward Fortune fix'd me Gaſt, 

Firm to a point, that never ſhall be paſſ'd; | 

Did I the {miles of Fortune Rill bed wy 

Aud, Memmiu . wich to riſe in fame, like you, 

Were this my icheme, I'd quit at once the ſail, | 

And hafte to court with eompaſſes and ſcale, 

it all the Fi the baer arts beſtow, | 

Ine Rowere of ian. and —n0o rRKurs that 2r0W; 
Aa 
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Indulge that powerful ſomething in the ſcull 

That makes us wealthy while it keeps us dull, 

Jo the beſt place enſures a certain claim, 

THE ROAD TO FORTWNE, AND THE ROAD TO FAME. 


==7 
NEVERSINEKE, 


| HESE Hn1t1s, the pride of all the coaſt, 
To mighty diſtance ſeen, 
With aſpect bold and rugged brow, 
That ſhade the neighbouring main: 
Theſe heights, for ſolitude Lehgn'd, 
This rude, reſounding ſhore — 5 
Theſe vales impervious to the wind, | b 
Tall oaks, that to the tempeſt bend, q 
Half Druid, I adore, N 


From diſtant lands, a thouſand ſails 
Your hazy ſummits greet — 

You ſaw the angry Briton come, 

You ſaw him, laſt, retreat! 

With towering creſt, you firſt appear 
The news of land to tell; ; 

To him that comes, freſh joys impart, 
To him that goes, a heavy heart, 
The lover's long farewell. 


'Tis your's to ſee the ſailor bold, 
Of perſevering mind, | 
To ſee him rove in ſeatch of care, 
And leave true bliſs behind; 
1's ſee him ſpread his flowing fails 
To trace a tireſome road, 

By wintry ſeas and tempeſts chac'd 
To ſee him o'er the occan haſte, 
A comfortleſs abode ! 53 


Your thoiiſ;nd ſprings of waters blue 9 
What luxury to fip, 5 
As from the mountain's breaſt they flow 2 
To moiſten Flora's lip! P 
In vaſt retirements herd the deer, bY 
Where foreſts round them riſe, ; 
Dark groves, their tops in ther Joſt, 

That, haunted till by Huddy's ghoſt, 

The trembling ruſtic flies. 
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Proud heights! with pain ſo often ſeen, 
( With joy beheld once more ) 

On your firm baſe I take my ſtand, 
Tenacious of the ſhore ;— 

Let thoſe who pant for wealth or fame 
Purſue the watery road ; — 


Soft ſleep and eaſe, bleſt days and nights, — 


And health, attend theſe favourite heights, 
Retirement's bleſt abode ! 


Z, O 1 I. U 8, 


[A sEveRE CriTic.] 


One ſheets compos'd, ſtruck off, and dry, 
The work may pleaſe the world (thought 1)— 
If ſome impell'd by ſpleen or ſpite, 

Refuſe to read, then let them write : 

] too, with them, ſhall have my turn, 

And give advice—to tear or burn: 


Now from the binder's, hurried home, a NS 
In neat array my leaves are come: _ 
Alas, alas! is this my all? 

The volume is ſo light and ſmall, 
That, aim to ſave it as I can, 
"Twill fly before Myrtilla's fans 


Why did I no precautions uſe ? 

To curb theſe frolics of the Muſe ? 

Ah! why did I invoke the nine 

To aid theſe humble toils of mine— 
That now forebode through every page 
The witling's ſneer, the critic's rage. 


Did J, for this, ſo often riſe 

Before the ſun illum'd the fries, 

And near my Hudſon's mountain ſtream 
Invoke the Mules* morning dream, 
And ſcorn the winds that blew ſo cool 
I did—ard 1 was more the fool. 


Yet ſiender tho' the book, and ſmall, 
And harmlefs, take it all in all, 
[ ſee a monſtrous wight appear, 
A quill ſuſpended from his ear; 


— — — = 


a 
It ate depends on his decree, 
1:4 what he ſays, ma!t facred be! 


brute of ſuch terriſe mien 

At wild Sarduſki ng er was ſeen, 

And in the dark Kertackey groves 

No benſt, Ake this, for plunder roves, 
Nor dwells in Brit1in's lowering elime 
-\ re;.tile, 1d ſevere on rhyme. 


he monſter comes, ſevere and flow, 
His eyes with arrowy lightnings glow, 
Jakes up the book, ſurveys it o'er, 


claims, © damn'd fluff!” —but lays no more ; 


The book is damn'd by his decree, 
And what he ſays mult goſpel be! 


But was there nothing to his tafte ?— 
+ a5 gil my work a barren wafte— 
Was not one bright idea ſown, 

und not one image of my own ?— 
Its doom was juſt, if this be true: 
But Z01:.v5 {hall be ſweated too. 


Give me a cane of mighty length, 
taff proportion'd to my ſtrength, 
Like that, by whoſe deitructive aid 
he man of Gath his conqueſts made; 
Juke tat, which once oa Etua's ſhore 
he Repherd of the mountain bore: 


For vit traduc' at ſuch a rate 

"io other worlds Pl ſeod him, ſtraight, 
nere all the paſt ſhall nothing ſeem, 
iu be 1mag'd, like a dream; 
nere new vexations. are deſign'd, 
% dull g tat for the mind! 


Ame wits a Raff of inch a fize 
Who would not ſmite this min of hes : 


ere, icribbler, help me! ſeige that pen 


With which he blaits all rhyming men: 
His oG0te-quill muſt not ich him go 
Lo perſecute the bards kciow.— 


How vaſt a change an hour may bring! 
How abject lies nis Inarling t.ing! 
No longer wit to ien mall bew, 

Jo Aim the word Þ vothing now 3 
And all he writ, and all he at 


Is, with himſelf, in inne ld! 
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Dead tho' he be- (not ſent to reſt) 

No keen remorſe torments my breat:: 
Yet, ſomething in me ſeems to tell 
might have let him live, as well ;— 
Twas his to ſnarl, and growl, and grin, 
And life had, elſe, a burthen been. 


T 0 
SHYLOCK AP-S HENKIN: 


[Ax anBusive Count WraTeR, ] 


\ } HEN round the barque the howling tempeſt raves, 
Toſs'd in the con ict of a thouſand waves, 
The lubber landſmen weep, complain, and figh, 
And on the pilet's ſkill, or heaven, rely; 
Lurk in their holes, aſtoniſhi'd and aghaſt, 
Dreading the moment, that mui be their laſt: 
The tempeſt done their terror all» ceaſes, 
And up they me, and ſhew their ſhameleſs faces, 
At once fecl bold, ani tell the nilot, : ho, 
He did na more than they ernſel des con do. IS. 


A For To Traaxrs ! one your heatt-reflores, 
There is a tyraut that your foul adores,, 
And every frothy line too plainly ſhews 
Your heart is hoſtile to that tyrant's focs. 


What potent madneſs urg'd your brain, 10 dull, hs 
With fr2ign wreathes to ſhade a Hr feuil 7 
So utter darkneſs unvton claims with light, 
So oil and water in one mais unite : l 
No more your rage in pilfer'd flanuas' vent. 
Sneak into proſe ; rere be your vengennce ſpent. 
M patriot's fame to diſtant vears ſhall Jaſt 
V hen Shy lock's poems to the ground are exit, 
Where cold oblivion fpreads her ſable wines, 
Left in the jumber of forgotten things; 
And none thult a, nor with to know, nor care 
Who writ ſuch tral, or s hen he lir'd, or where. 


— —— —— — — 
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TO AN 


ANGRY Z EA LOT: 


[In ANSWER TO SUNDRY VIRULENT CHARGES.) 


I. of RELIGION I have made a ſport, 
hen why not cite me to the Bis nor's Couxr? 
Fair to the world let every page be ſet, 
And prove your charge from all I've faid and writ ;— 
What if this heart no narrow notions bind, 
Its pure good-will extends to all mankind : 
Suppoſe I aſk no portion from your feaſt, 
Nor heaven-ward ride behind your pariſh prieft, 
Becauſe I wear not Shylock's Sunday face 
Muſt I, for that, be loaded with diſgrace ? 

The time has been. —the time, I fear, is now, 
When holy phrenzy would erect her brow, 
Round ſome poor wight with painted devils meet, 
And worſe than Smithfield blaze through every ſtreet ; 
But wholeſome laws prevent ſuch horrid ſcenes, 
No more afraid of deacons and of deans, 
In this new world our joyful ys AL u we fing 
THAT EVEN A BISHOP IS A HARMLESS THING! 


T 0 


M Y Sg: 0 VU #4 


Urner Volume - doom'd by fate 
To meet with unrelenting hate 

From thoſe who can their venom ſpit, 

Yet condeſeend to fteal your wit: 

While Shylock, with malicious ſpirit, 
Allows you not a grain of merit, 

While he an idle pomp aſſumes, 

Let him return his borrowed plumes, 

And you will find the inſect creeping, 
With not a feather worth the keeping- 
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T 0 
REN t. 


A Sucar-PLANnTER in the interior parts of Jamaica, 


I. there exiſts a HeLL—the caſe is clear 
Sir Toby's ſlaves enjoy that portion here: 
Here are no blazing brimſtone lakes—'tis true, 
But kindled x uu full often burns as blue,“ 
In which ſome fiend (whom Naruke mult deteſt) 
Steeps Tos 's name, and brands poor Cupjoz's breaſt. 
Here, whips on whips excite a thouſand fears, 
And mingled howlings vibrate on my ears: 
Here Nature's plagues abound, of all degrees, 
Snakes, ſcorpions, deſpots, lizards, centipees— 
No art, no care @apes the buſy laſh, 
All have their dues, and all are paid in caſh: 
The lengthy cart-whip guards this tyrant's reign, 
And cracks like piſtols — the fields of cans. 
Ye pOowERS that form'd theſe wretched tribes, relate, 
What had they done, to merit ſuch a fate ? 
Why were they brought from Emoe's ſultry waſte 
To ſee the plenty which they mult not tafte— 
Food, which they cannot buy, and dare not fteal, 
Yams and potatoes !—mapy a ſcanty meal! 
One, with a jibbet wakes his negro's fears, 
One, to the wind-mill nails him by the ears ; 
One keeps his ſlave in diſmal dens, unfed, 
One puts the wretch in pickle, ere he's dead; 
This, from a tree ſuſpends him by the thumbs, 
That, from his table grudges even the crumbs ! 
O'er yon” rough hills a tribe of females go, 
Each with her gourd, her infant, and her hoe, 
Scorch'd by a ſun, that has no mercy here, 
Driven by a devil, that men call Overſeer: 
In chains twelve wretches to their labour haſte, 
Twice twelve I fee with iron collars grac'd:— 
Are theſe the joys that flow from vaſt domains! 
Is wealth thus got, Sir Toby, worth your pains — 
Who would that wealth, on terms like theſe, poſſeſs, 
Where all we ſee is pregnant with diſtreſs; 
AxGcora's natives ſcourg'd by hireling hands, 
And toil's hard earnings ſhivp'd to foreign lands? 
Talk not of bloſſoms and your endleſ ſpring — 
No joys, no ſmiles, ſuch ſcenes of miſery bring! 


This paiTige has a reference to the cuſtom of branding the Naves in the 
Hands, Hz 1 1141 k of oropert — 
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Though Nature here has every bleſſing ſpread, 
Poor is the labourer — and how meauly fed! 
Here, Stygian paintings all their ſhades renew. 
Victures of woe, that VirGrL's pencil drew: 
de larly Charons make their annual trip, 
Av louis arrive in every Guinea ſhip 

o ind what heils this weſtern world affords, 
Piutovian ſcourges, and Tartarian lords;— 
Waere they who pine, and languiſh to be free 
Nuit climb the tall cliffs of the Licvanee, 
Beyond the clouds in ſculking haſte repair, 

And nardly ſafe from brother butchers there! 


_ * Alluding to the independent Negroes in the Blue-Mountains; who, for 2 
ſtipulated reward deliver up every fugicive that falls into their hands. 5 


„ 5 AM 


r 


| * 
To SHYLOCK : AP-SHENKIN. 


Lone have I ſate oa this diſaſtrous ſhore, 
-. And, ſighing, fought to gain a paſſage o'er 
To Europe's coyrts, where, as eur travellers ſay, 
Poses may fourth, or—perhaps— they may: 
But, ſuch abuſe has from your coarſe pen fell, 
Perhaps — I may defer my voyage, as well 
Why ſhould I far, in ſearch of patrons, roam, 
And Shylock leave to triumph here, at dome? 
Should Shylock's poems ſtyle you all that's bafe, 
Abuſe your ſtature, and malign your fc, 
Make you the worſt and vileſt of your kind, 
With not one ſpark of virtue in your mind; 
Would vod to Shylock's rancorous page reply, 
So fam'd for ſcandal, and fo prone to lic? 
Still may thoſe bag-pipes of fedition play: 
(For fools muſt write, and knaves muſt have their day:;) 
Still from that page let c:.amorous bards de famæ, 
And madneſs rage, and malice take her aim: 
May ſcribes on ſcribes in verſe and proſe combine, 
And fiend-like Sawney roar throngh every line; 
Long may they write, unqueſtion'd and unhurt, 
And all their rage diſcharge, and all their dirt, 
Night-owls mult ſcreech, by heaven's ſupreme decree, 
Aud wolves muſt howl, or wolves they would not be. 
From empty froth theſe ſcribbling inſects roſe — 
lat honeſt man but counts them for his foes ? 
Yo they are lafl'd, may dunce with dunce condole, 
lo nonſenſe from the tortured ſoul; 
n thev are deid, and in ſome dungcon cramm'd 
{ oor die they Wilt, ard all their werks be damn'd) 
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When they have belch'd their laſt departing groans, 
May dogs and dottors barbecue their bones, 

And, the laſt horrors of their ſouls to calm, 

Shylock, their bard, conſole them with — a pſalm! 


| To a PERSECUTED- PHILOSOPHER. 


S ARI8TiPPpUs Once, with weary feet, 
Purſued his way through poliſh'd ATaz x4” ſtreet, 
Minding no buſineſs but his own; 

Out ruſh'd a ſet of whelps 

With ſun-burot ſcalps, 

(Black, red, and brown,) 2 

That nipt his heels, and nibbled at his gown: 


While, with his ſtaff, he kept thom all at bay 
Some yelp'd aloud, ſome howl'd in diſmal ſtrain, 
Some wilh'd the ſage to bark again: 

Even little Shylock ſeem'd to 2 

„ Anſwer us, fir, in your beſt way: — 

« We are, 'tis true, a ſnarling crew, 

e But with our jaws have gain'd applauſe, 

« And—ſir—can worry ſuch as you.” 


The ſage beheld their ſpite with ſteady eye, 
And only itopp'd to make this ſhort reply: 
„Hark ye, my dogs, I have not learn'd to yclp, 
Nor waſte my breath on every louſy whelp; 
Much leſs, to write, or ſtain my wholeſome page 
In anſwering puppies— burſting with their rage: 
Hence to your ſtraw !— ſuch conteſt I diſdain: 
Learn this, (tis not amiſs) 
For Men I keep a pen, 
For dogs, a cane! 


| 
| | | 
| 


1 + 


SHYLOCK AP-SHENKIN, 


Vun as they are, this title- hunting crew 

Seem viler ſill, when they are prais'd by you: 

By you adorn'd, in yellow robes they ſhine, 

Sweat through your verſe, and ſtink in every line. 
True child of dullneſs! eldeſt of her tribe, 

Whenzcg came the dream, that you was worth a 5:6 ? 
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IIl-fated ſcribbler, with a clumſy quill, 
Retract the threat you dare not to fulfil, 
And round your neck the hangman's necklace” twine, 
The juſt reward of thefts ſo baſe as thine: 
Have I from you purloin'd one ſhred of wit, 
Or did I imitate one line you writ ? 
Peace to your works! *twere mean to wrong the dead, 
The clay-cold offspring of a ſhallow head. 
Shylock, retire ! what madneſs would it be 
To point a cannon at a mite like thee : 
Such noxious vermin, creeping from the ſhell, 
By ſquibs and crackers might be kill'd as well. 
But, if you mult torment the world with rhymes, 
(Since thou wert ſent to ſcourge us for our crimes) 
In ſleepy odes indulge your ſmoaky wit 
(Dull lyrics would your happy genius fit) 
With your coarſe white-waſh daub ſome godlirg's face, 
Inſects in power, as inſolent as baſe: 
To gain in nortal praiſe I leave you free, 
G0 — ſcratch and ſcribble, uncontroul'd by me: 
Haſte to the realms of nonſenſe and deſpair— 
The ghofts of murdered rhymes ſhall meet you there, 
Like rattling chains provoke inceſſant fears, 
And with eternal jinglings ſtun your ears. 


CD _____—__w 
TY 
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Orvxx years are now elaps'd, dear rambling volume, 
Since, to all knaviſh wights a foe, 

I ſent you forth to vex and gall 'em, 

Or drive them to the ſhades below: 

With ſpirit, ſtill, of pxMocrRaric proof, 

And ſtil! deſpiſing Shylock's canker'd hoot : 

What doom the fates intend, is hard to tay, 
Whether to live to ſome far-diſtant day, 

Or ſickening in your prime, 

In this bard-baiting clime. | 
Take pet, make wings, ſay prayers, and flit away. 


« Virtue, order, and religion, 

« Haſte, and ſ:ek ſome other region; 

« Your plan is laid, to hunt them down, 

« Dettroy the mitre, rend the gown, 

« And that vile hag, Philoſophy, reſtore“ 
Did ever volume plan fo much before? 


. ———— — 
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For ſeven years paſt, a hoſt of baſy foes 

Have buzz'd about your.noſe, 

White, black, and grey, by night and day ; 

Garbling, lying, ſinging, fighing : 

Theſe eaſtern gales a cloud of inſets bring 

That fluttering, ſnivelling, whimpering—on the wing 
And, wafted FS as diſcord's demon guides, | 
Flock round the flame, that yet ſhall ſinge their hides. 


Well !—let the fates decree whate'er they pleaſe : 

Whether you're doom'd to drink oblivion's cup, 

Or Praiſe-God Barebones eats you up, 

This I can ſay, you've ſpread your wings afar, 

Hoſtile to garter, ribbon, crown, and ſtar; 

Still on the people's, ſtill on Freedom's fide, 

With full determin'd aim, to baffle every claim 

Of well-born wights, that aim to mount and ride. 

. ⁵ ⁵ ⁵ ⁵ ³⁵— 
ä 


P U B E I C. 


HIS age is ſo fertile of mighty events, 
That people complain, with ſome reaſon, no doubt, 
Beſides the time laſt, and beſides the expence, 
With reading the papers they're fairly worn out : 
The paſt is no longer an object of care, 
The preſent conſumes all the time they can ſpare. 


Thus grumbles the reader, but ſtill he reads on 

With his pence and his paper unwilling to part : 

He ſees the world paſſing, men going and gone, 
Some riding in coaches, and ſome in a cart: 

For a peep at the farce a ſubſcription he'll give,— 
Revolutions muſt happen, and printers muſt live : 


For a ſhare of your favour we aim with the reſt : 
To enliven the ſcene we'll exert all our ſkill, 
What we have to impart ſhall be ſome of the beſt. 
And Mus Tum in PaRxvo our text, if you will; 
Since we never admitted a clauſe in our creed, 
That the greateſt employment of life is—to read. 


The king of the French and tke queen of the North 
At the head of the play, for the ſeaſon, we find: 

From the ſpark that we kindled, a flame has gone forth 
To atonith the world and enlighten mankind : 

With a code of new doctrines the univerſe rings, 

And Paix E is addrefling ſtrange ſermons to kings. 
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Thus launch'd, as we are, on the ocean of news, 
In hopes that your pleaſure our pains will repay, 
All honeſt endeavours the author will uſe 
To furnith a feaſt for the grave and the gay: 

At leaſt he'!i eſſay ſuch a track ts purſue 


That the world thall approve—and his news ſhall be true. 


—— — — 


* 


TO A 


J 


With Mx. PAIN e's RICHTS or MAN. 


[ HUS brie - cerc! dtp iicred RicuTs of Max, 
How inconſitent 9 cl, hy ROYAL PLAN! 
Which for itſc!t 8 was WO ets craves, 
Where ſome arc maſters horn, und millions ſlaves. 
With what contempt muh cvery cye look down 
On that baſe, childiſh baviiie call'd a crown, 
The gilded bt, that lures zue crowd, to come, 
Bow dowy their necks, and n. eet a lla viſh doom; 
The ſource of half the miſeries men endure, 
The quack that kills them, while it ſeems to cure. 
Rous'd by the Reasox of lis manly page, 
Once more iha!! Parts A Viteni. © world engage: 
From Real..n + Harce, bold reform he brings, 
In raving up u, he pulls down ie, 
Who, ſource of diſcord, pat rens of: itt wig 
On ol and murder have b2cu fed (oo IG: 3 
Hid from the worid, and tutor'd to be baſe, 
The curic, the feu: urge. the ruin of our race, 
'Their's was the ta E, a dull deägning few, 
To ſhiehie beings that they ſcarcely knew, 
Who made this globe thę reſidenee of flaves, 
And built their thrones on ſyſtems form'd by knaves—+ 
Advance, bright years, 80 work their fing! 5:1}, 
And latte the period that hill ernſh them all. 
W ho, chat has read and ſcann'd the hiſtorig page 
But glows, at every line, with kindling rag, 
To ſee by them the rights of men pers d. 
Fre dom reftruin'd, and Nature's aw rev 7. 4, 
Men, rank'd wich beaſts, by movarch's <wii'd ie h 
An bound voune Fools, or midmen to hey: 
Now driven to wars, and no oppreſs'd at home, 
CompelFd in crowds cor 1321 teas to roam. 
From India's elimes the plun lered prize to bring 
To giad the tripe, or to glut the king. 


4 K 246 12 * 
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Co!,uU:B11, hail! immortal be thy reign? 
Witnout a king, we til the ſmiling plain; 
\With aut 4 King, We trace the unboundad ſea, 
andet ic round the globe, through each degree; 
Each foreign chme our honour'd flag reveres, 
Which as no monarch, to ſupport the sT ARS: 
Without a 412g, the Laws maintain their ſway, 
While hunour bids each gencrous heart obey. 
Re our's the taſk the ambitions to reſtrain, 
And this great leſſon teach —that kings are vainz 
That warring realms to certaut ruin haſte, * 4 
That kings ſublil by war, and wars are waſte: 
So) mall our nation, form'd on Vartue's plan, 
Remain the gnardp:in of the Rights of Man, 
A vai Republic, fam'd through every chme, 
Without a king, to ſee the end of time. 


* — — 
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To SHYLOUCK AP-SHENKIN, 


Oixcs the duy I attempted to print a gazette, 
This Shylock-Ap Shenkin does nothing but fret: 


Now preaching and ſcreeching, then nibbling and ſcribbling, 


Remarking and barking, and whining and pining, 


And ſtill in a pet, 


From morning ' till night, with my hamble gazette. 


Inlead of whole columns our page to abuſe, 
Your readers would ratacr be treated with News: 


While wars are a-brewing, and kiugdoms undoing» 
Waile monarchs are failing, and princeſſes ſqualling, 
While France is reforming, and Iriſhmen ſtorming — 


In a glare of ſuch ſplendour, what folly to fret 
At ſo humble a thing as a poet's Gazzrrzg! 


No favours I aik'd from your friends in the gasT: 


On your wretched ſoup-meagre I left them to feaſt; 


So many baſe lies you have ſent them in print, 
that ſcarcely a man at our paper will ſquint:— 
And now you begin (with a grunt and a grin, 
With che bray o an aſs, and a viſage of brats, 


With a quill in your hand and a Li in your mouth ) 
To play the ſame trick en the men of the 60UTH [ 
* 


One Printer for CON GN EZs (ſome think) 15 enou 


To fatter, aud lie, to palaver, yd puff. 
To DIGaC! urn in favour of mUgarens and titles, 


Au Sarto, ind rieband,, te preßg en dur vitale! 
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Who knows but Pompoſo will give it in fee, 

Or make mifter Shenkin the Grand Patentee! ! ! 
'Then take to your ſcrapers, ye Republican Papers, 
No rogue ſhall go ſnacks — and the News-Paper Tax 
Shall be puff d to the ſkies, as à meaſure moſt wiſe— 
So, a ſpaniel, when maſter is angry, and kicks it, 
Sneaks up to his ſhoe, and ſubmiſſively licks it. 


rn 
To CRACOVIUS PUTRIDUS.* 


| HE Sailor, toſs'd on ſtormy ſeas, 
Implores his patron-god for eaſe 
When Luna hides her paler blaze, 
And ftars, obſcurely, dart their rays: 


For eaſe the VAN EK EE, fierce in war, 

His ſtores of vengeance points afar: 

For eaſe, the toiling Dutchman ſighs, 
Which gold, nor gems, nor purple buys! 


No treaſur'd hoards, from India trade, 
No doctor's, or the lawyer's aid 

Can eaſe the tumults of the mind, 

Or cares to gilded roofs aſſign'd. 


The end of life nz, beſt, completes 
Whoſe board is ſpread with frugal treats, 
Whoſe fleep no fears, no thirſt of gain, 
Beneath his homely ſhed, reſtrain. 


Why, then, with waſling cares engage, 
Weak reptiles of ſo frail an age — 

Why, thus, to far-off climates run, 
And lands beneath another ſun *? 


4 
3 
For, though to Cu1na's coaſts we roam, . 
Ourſelves we ne'er can leave at home: 8 4 
Care, ſwift as deer —as tempeſts ſtrong, * x 


Aſeends the prow, and fails along. 


* 
* 2 my = ks * TY 
a. 


The mind that keeps an even ſtage, 
And all the future leaves tc fate, 

In every ill ſhal! pleaſure ſhare, 

As every pleaſure has it's care. 


Fate early feal'd MonT6o0MEryY's doom, if 
In youth brave Lavrers found a tomb; *. 


* imitated from Lerace. 
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While Arnold ſpends in peace and pride 
The years, that heaven to them denied. 


A hoſt of voTes are at your call; 
A ſeat, perhaps, in ConcRess-HALL ; 
And veſtments, ſoak'd in Stygian dye, 
Where'er you go, alarm the eye: 


On me, a poor and ſmall domain, 

With ſomething of a poet's vein 

The muſe beitow'd—and ſhare of pride 
To ſpurn a ſcoundrel from my fide. | 


r ——Z— — ——— —2 


To MessiEuRs 


FUNGUS, FROTH, and Co. 


Au ye, that joy in Shylock's rhymes, 
Come, now, and take your fill: 

The muſes, in theſe favour'd climes, 

Join ſtreams, to turn his mill. 


Moſt learnedly ke did deſcant 

In verſe as well as proſe; 

And words, that for his mouth were meant, 
Came thundering through his noſe. 


In epic ſtrain, he Dullman's deeds 
Moſt movingly can tell: 

The muſes? train, tis ſaid he lead. 
By ſound of pumphin ſhell. 


All ye that joy in Shylock's verſe, 
Advance, and take your fill 
Poems are now no longer ſcarce— 
He grinds them in his mill. 
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(A Virite-HuxTeEnR.) | 
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] IS nonſenſe (ſaid I) to be waſting my time, 
When Shylock, as well, may amuſe them with rhyme, 
Spectators, new poems, and eſſays ſublime : 
His jibes and his jeers, his ſatires and ſneers, 
His tricks, and his fancies are ſo very fine, 
By the foul of aint Patrick, I wiſh they were mine! 


Now, mend me a pen, and I'll new you ſome fun: 
'Tis a folly to dance when the muſic is done 
Where nothing is ventur'd no laurels are won; 
Tho? Shylock was dead, as the newſpaper ſaid, 

It was folly to pay for his funeral bell, 

For here he returns, to inſult us, from hell. 


Spectator he gave us, by way of new lecture, 

But it raniſh's ſo quick, we are apt'to.conjeture 
Inſtead of Spectator it ſhould have been pere. 

Its life was a day, and it vaniſh'd away 

To thoſe horrid retreats that diſhonour-the ground, 
Where Sertle, and Tibbald, and Blackmore are found. 


What a ſplutter he makes with a daſh of his quill ! 
What a grinding he kceps on his poetry-mill! 
From morning to midnight it never ſtands ſtill: 
Lord bleſs us—ſaid I (with a fob and a ſigh) 

I'his poet of poets, imported ſo late, 

Will kill his dear ſelf for the good of our ſtave ! 


Ye men of aſſembly, his Lectures attend, 

Your wiſeft proceedings he knows how to mend, 
He'll give his advice, like a true-hearted friend; 
Zoung widows he'll kill, with a ſtroke of your B1LL5 
For the ſike of yourſelves, let it never be ſaid 

You lighted his countels for three-pence a head. 


Now a war with the Spaniards he threatens—O ves ! 
Here! beat up to arms and reheve his diſtreſs, 

In a month we ſhall end it, ex vhs knows but leſs ? 
Ry the aid of his ſong we'll muſter ſo trong 

Flat Congreſs ſhall own their Remonſtrance 15 vain, 
And make him their Captain to conquer NTW-SPAIx. 


never would charge my artillery high 
When there's nothing to vex but the buzz of a fly, 
When monkic> and puppies ste only to die: 
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His head and his hand are both at a Rand 


What traſh to invent that may drive me away, 
What ſatire to write, or what engine to play, 


So often attack'd, ſhall I never reply ? 

Muſt Shylock forever all ſatire defy ? 
Away with your comfort, and leave me to figh ! 
The ſun's in the weſt, and I am oppreſe'd 

With a creature attempting to likes my muſe 
Who hardly has genius to blacken my ſhoes. 


But when I reflect thay I have for a foe, 

A ſhadow departed full twelve days ago, 

With a letter of licence return'd from below : 

To his ſcreeches and bawling, and ſuch catterwauling 
Alas! it were madneſs in me to reply ; 


And fo, miſter Shylotk, I bid you—goad b'ye. 


A 
MATRIMONIAL DIALOGUE: 
HUMALY INSCRIBED TO MY 
L O AD 83 N 4A K B. 


(xz Sabbath-day morning ſaid SY TOS to SUE 

I have thought and have thought that a T1TLE will do: 

Believe me, my dear, it is ſweeter than ſyrup 

To taſte of a title, as cook'd up in — 1 

„Maur ladyſhip” here and © your ladyſhip“ there, 
« Sir knight,” and your grace,” and his worſhip the mayor!” 
But here, we are nothing but vulgar all over, | 

And the wife of a cebler ſcarce thinks you above her: 

Wiat a country is this, where madam and m7 

Is the higheſt addreſs from each vulgar-born cur, 

l Ang I—even I—am but MISTER and 77% x6 


Your £QUAL-RIGHT. gentry I ne'er could abide 


And Harlcab and Paine ſhall preach it in vain, 
Took even at brutes, and you'll ſee it confeſt 
That ſome are intended to manage the reſt; 
= Ton” ag of the manger, how ſtately he ſtruts! a 
Lou may iwear him goell-Bern, from the ſize of his guts; 
Not a better-born whelp ever ſnapp'd at his foes, 

il he wants, is a GLASS TQ BE STUCK ON Ms NQ$E4 


And then, my dear Sue, between me and you, 
B b 


That all are born equal, by uE is denjed: | — 


— —— 
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He would look like the man whoſe name I forget, 
Who lives in a caſtle and never pays debt.“ — 


My dear (anſwer'd Suſan) tis ſaid, in reproach, 
That you climb like a bear when you get in a coach: 
Now, your nobies that ſp:ing from the nobles of old, 
Your earls, and your knights, and your barons, ſo bold, 
From Nature inherit ſo handſome an air 

They are noblemen born, at firſt glance we may ſwear : 
But you, that have cobbled, and I, that have ſpun, 

*T'is wrong for our noddles on T1TLEs to run: 
Moreover, you know, that to make a fine thow, 

Your people of note, of arms get a coat; 

A boot or a ſboe would but ſneakingly do, 

And would certainly prove our nobility NEW," 


«« No matter (ſaid Shylock) a coach ſhall be bought: 
Though the low-born may chatter, I care not a groat; 
Around it a group of devices ſhall ſhine, 

And mottoes, and emblems—to prove it is mine; 

Fair Liberty's ca, and a STAR, and a STRAP; 

A DAGGER, that ſomewhat reſembles an Awr, 

A pumpkin-fac'd coppess ſupporting a STALL: 

All theſe ſhall be there—how people will ſtare ! 

And envy herſelf, that our I1TLE would blaſt 

Shall ſmile at the motto—THE F1RST SHALL BE LAST.“ 


Qui primus fuit, nunc ultimus. Motto on a certain coach. 


| a 


TO A 


NOISY POLITICIAN. 


QOixcs Shylockt's Book has walk'd the circles here, 
What numerous bleſſings to our country flow | 
Whales on our ſhores have run aground, 

Sturgeons are in our rivers found; 

Nay, ſuips have on the Delaware ſail'd, 

A iight moſt new! 

Wheat has been ſown, harveſts have grown, 

nd $5;!:c& held ſtrange dialogues with Sue. 


On conches, now, gay coats of arms are wore 
By Some, who vardiy had a coat before: 
Silk gowns inſtead of homeſpun, now, are ſeen, 
And, fir, 'tis true ('twixt me and you) 
Thas ſore hive grown prodigicus fat, 
That weie prodigious lean! 
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T 0 


SHYLOCK AP-SHENK N. 


[1n REPLY TO BIG LOOKS AND MENACES.] 


Becausk ſome pumpkin-ſhells and lobſter claws, 
Thrown o'er his garden walls by Crab-tree's duke, 
Have chanc'd to light within your meagre jaws, 

(A doſe, at which all honeſt men would puke:) 


7 agg ſome treaſury-luncheons you have gnaw'd, 
Like rats, that prey upon the public ſtore : 

Muſt you, for that, your crude ſtuff belch abroad, 
And vomit lies on all that paſs your door! 


To knavery's tribe my verſe ſtill fatal found, 

Alike to kings and coblers gives their due : 

Spruce tho” you be, your heels may drum the ground, 
And make rare paſs-time for the ſportive crew. 


Why all theſe hints of menace, dark and ſad, 
What is my crime, that thus Ap-Shenkin raves ? 
No ſecret-ſervice-money have I had | 
For waging two years? war with fools and knaves. 


Abus'd at court, unwelcome to the GREAT 
This page of mine no well-born aſpect wears: 
On honeft yeomen I repoſe its fate, 
Clodhopper's dollar is as good as theirs. 


Why wouldſt thou then with ruffian hand deſtroy 

A wight, that waſtes his ink in Freedom's cauſe: 
Who, to the laſt, his arrows will employ 

To publiſh Freedom's rights, and guard her laws! 


O thou! that haſt a heart ſo flinty hard 

| Thus oft, too oft, a poet to rebuke, 
From thoſe that rhyme you ne'er ſhall meet regard; 
Of CaAB-TAEE's dutchy—you ſhall be no DUKE. 


TO THE 


GRAND MU FTI. 


W wm Shylock's dull deluded muſe 


in doleful train her note began, 4 


The ſhepherds boded diſmal news, 
And o'er the plains, affrighted, ran: 


- C 
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Flerinda woula not venture near, 
The muſic did ſo pain her ear. 


He told the nymphs, in heavy rhyme, 

« That they muſt ſhortly quit the plain, 
Seek ſweet hearts in the heavenly clime, 
Where babes of grace are born again“ 
The nymphs replied, Dear fir, we long 
For frmething more than Gabriel's fong, 


Like him that ſleeps in yonder tomb, 
(Whoſe bones will never make a tir) 
He labours in eternal gloom, 

And is a dry philoſopher, 
Who gave the beſt advice he had 

To mend the world—or make it mad. 
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To him creation was a ſhade : 

So much his head on tombſtones ran, 
That Roſalinda, ſmiling, ſaid 

He is the ſexton's journeyman :—- 
Then let him ſigh, and ſob, and fing, 
His autumn ſhall not have a ſpring. 
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Though every thing look'd blithe and gay, 

And Nature tun'd a cheerful ſong, 

You would have thought (to hear him play) 

That all the world was going wrong: 

Thus birds of night bode weather foul, 
Thus nightly fings the blinking ow. 


—— ́ Ü— — — wo 07 
T 0 
SHYLOCK AP-SHENKIN. 


N fhal!ow caves, with ſhrill voic'd conehs hung round, 
And pumpkia- helle, reſponding all they hear, 
A bard, call'd Shy lock, catches every ſound, 
Governs thetr tone, pricks up his lengthy ear: 
In patrid ink chen dips his pen of lead 
And ſeribbles down what learn'd Pompoſo ſaid. 


Bird of the !-1gthy ode! whoſe knaviſh paw 

Ne'er touch d the helm, befprent w th odious pitch“ 
'Twas hetten far. you knew, to practice Law, 
Whine at the church, or in the court-houſe ſcreech: 
No ſoul had ou to face the wintry blaft, 

Combat tae Vorm, or climb the toctering maſt. 
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Then why ſo wroth, thou bard of narrow ſoul, 
If wavering Fortune bade me ſeek the bring: 

I drank no nectar from your leaden bowl, 

Nor from your poems filch'd a fingle line: 
When I do that—then publiſh from your caves, 
Who robs @ bezgan—ts the worſt of knaves / 


e 
SHYLOCK AP-SHENKIN. 


| HE ſage that took the wrong fav by the ears, 
And independence claim'd for Vermonteers, 
Who from twelve numbers down to eight decreas'd, 
Is now your ſcribhler, and may ferve for prieſt: 
To him apply, dear Shylock, in diftreſs, 
From him aſk favours, and to him conf? ; 
He'll pardon all your fins—aye, more than once, 
And will forgive you—even for being a dunce. 
When firſt that ſlave of ſlaves began to write, 
Truth curs'd his pep and reaſon took her flight, 
Dullneſs on him her choiceſt opiates ſhed, 
Dosming whate'er he writ ſhould ne er be read: 
Him on her ſoil Hibernia could not bear, Ing 
The viper ſicken'd in that purer air, 
Then ruſh'd abroad, a jeſuit in diſguiſe, 
Borne on the wings of malice, rage, and lies; 
To this new world à nuiſance a peſt, 
To curſe his betters, and abuſe the beſt. 
Thou motly maſs of inſolence and dirt, 
With all the will, but not the power to hurt, 
Whoſe barren ſoul each grovelling line reveals 
(Lines only decent where he clips and ſteals) 
What charm, what magic can your fall proleng. 
Or ſave this victim to the yowER or $OKG! 
Bear me, ye winds, to ſome ſequeſter*d- place, 
Far from the malice of this rhyming race : 
Remove me far from all the ſnarling kind, 
(Dullneſs with inſolence forever join'd) 
To ſome retreat of ſolitude and reft—- - 
Nor ſhall another pang diſturb my broaſt, 
When, from this page, I give the world to know 
I had to combat with ſo bafe toe. 
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T O | 3 
SHYLOCK AP-SHENKIN. 


[ox unis FAREWELL, ] 


Smock Ix x, thank heaven! is all the blood you ſpill. 
Health to the driver of the grey- gooſe quill: 
Such war ſhall leave no widow in deſpair, 
Nor curſe one orphan with the public care! 
'Tis the worſt wound the heart of man can feel 
Thus to be wounded by an aſs's heel: 
With generous ſatire give me all my due, 
Nay give me more—and call me ſcoundrel too 
Make me as black as night's remoteſt gloom, 
But ſtill to genius let me owe my doom; 
By Jove's red lightenings 'tis no ſhame to bleed, 
But by a grovelling ſwine—is death indeed! 
Now, by the laurels of your louſy crew, 
I felt no ſhame till I engag'd with you: 
But ſuch an odour ſcented from your ſong 
I ſtopt my noſe, and quickly paſs'd along. 
Bluſh'd for the wretch that could ſuch filth diſplay, 
His maw diſgorging in the public way. ; 
Arm'd as Fand. unuſnal tumults riſe, 
And all my ſoul comes ſwelling through my eyes, : 
To think, that in the ſkirmiſh of a day 2 
This bard muſt periſh and his fame decay: 
So quick retire to black oblivion's clime, 
Turn'd, chac'd, and routed by the power of rhyme! 
I wiſh'd him ſtill unhandled and unhurt, 
I wiſh'd no evils to this man of dirt; 
I thought to leave him ſweltering in his den, 
Not with ſuch rotten {raſh to ſtain my pen: 
B t his baſe labours wrought his utter woe, 
And his own efforts, now, ſhall lay him low : 
Before his eyes the ſexton's ſpade appears, 
And bells unceaſing jingle in his ears; 
Already is his ſpan of being fled, | 
Senſe, wit, and reaſ-n, all, proclaim him DEAD; 
In his own lines he toll'd his funeral knell, 
And wher: Je could not fing—he ſtunk FAREWELL 
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MIS FORT UN E. 


[RE Goddeſs of the hag ard brow, 
Misfortune ! at that ſhrine CY | 
Where forms uncouth pourtray thee ſtill, 
A leaky ſhip, a doctor s bill: 


A poem damn'd, a beggar's prayer, 

The critic's growl, the pedant's ſneer, 
The urgent dun, the law ſevere, 

A ſmoky houſe, rejected love, 

And friends that all but friendly prove. 


Foe ta the pride of ſcheming man 
Whoſe frown controuls the wiſeſt plan, 
To your decree we ſtill ſubmit _ 

Our views of gain, our works of wit. 


Untaught by you the feeble mind. 
A dull repoſe, indeed, might find ; 
But life, unvext by ſach controul, 
Can breed no vigour in the ſoul. 


The calm that ſmooths the ſummer ſeas 
May ſuit the man of ſloth and eaſe : 
But ſkies that fret and ſtorms that rave 
Are the beſt ſchools to make us brave. 


On Heckla's heights who hopes to ſee 
The blooming grove, the orange tree 
Awhile on hope may fondly lean 
Till fad experience blots the ſcene. 


If Nature acts on Reaſon's plan, 

And Reaſon be the guide of man; 

Why ſhould he paint fine proſpects there, 
Then figh, to find them diſappear ? 


For ruin'd ſtates or trade perplext 
Tis almoſt folly to be vext: 

The world at laſt will have its way 
Aid we its torrent muſt obey. 


On other ſhores a happier gueſt 

1 he mind muſt fix her heaven of reft, 
Where better men and better climes 
Shall ſoothe tac cares of future times. 
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SHADRACH and POMPOSO: 
ABA: Kc 


As at his country houſe Pompoſo ſat, | 

Vo'umes on volumes round him pil'd, 2 
STEPHEn Bo-ETius, and the lord knows what, 
(Enough eto make a man look wild) | 

' A wight approach'd his door with ink and pen, 
One of your ſly deſigning men | 
T1TLEs, to whom, and wealth are every ching, 
Subject of all their dreams, of every deed the rug. 


Pompoſo look'd, with inſolent diſdain, 
With puff'd-up face and tranſatlantic grin, 
And wondered what the ſtranger-man could mean, 
Whether he thought ſome tewentycpbence to win, 
Or, like ſome fool, he only came to ſtare; 
(For well he knew that none but fools 'came there, 
That fondly hop'd by ſneaking arts to rife, 
Dunces of every rank, puppies of every fize.) 


What want you, friend? (Pompoſo Ioutly ety'd) 
What is your errand? tell me "whence you fprung”” — 
Are you WELL-BORN ?——if ſd. come to my fide, 

If not- keep off, thou ſimple man of dung 
No wulgar creatures ſhall my door diſgrace, 
1I'1l have you know I am of SnENEKIN's race! 


#4 The man, rebuff' d, ſtept back a yard, or fo, 
| | And gave the porter ſomething neatly penn'd , 
| 
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Then, ſoftly, bade him to Pompoſo go, 
Preſent the book, and ſay, he was bis friend, 
A man that much had writ, and much had read, 
And had ſome noble notions 1 his head. 


Now, reader, not to keep you in the dark, 
This book was written in Pompe/e's praiſe 
L.uding him high beyond the common mark, 
By far the greateſt man” of modern days; 
One who had penn'd a handred books 
[Sold long ago to paſtry-cooks ; ] 
Had written, too, a dull Defence, 
Contriv'd at M. chia dels expence, 
In which, ſo much on Balances was ſaid, 
| That FxEeDbom's SELF, we thought, was to be weigh'd, 
| And ſo d—to bleſs the courT1ER's trade 
In ſhort, the flattery was laid on fo thick 
It would have made even Indian Harry ſickx.— 
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„ G1LLUM !—(faid he) who's this that warress $0 wes | 
That ſa n cn 14 Gn. 
„Some handſome things have from his quill | 

« He is, no doubt, a fellow of good — | 
« Reward, from us, ſuch REAL MERITS claim 

Go, porter, go, and quickly bring his name:; 

10 Well give him ſomet ing, if venture near, 

« A quarter dollar or a quart of b | 


% Nay” —ſays the wight—(approaching with a ſmile) 
« Your honour's ſlave expects ſome better boon ; 

* Something at leaft that may appear in ſtyle, 

«« Something to put my ſqueaking pipes in tune: 

«« Such panegyric claims a nodler fate; | 
Come, let me wriggle into ſomething great.“ 


Have you a Printing-preſs ?”—(Pompoſo-cry'd)} 
] have not no- the gaping wight reply'd— 

But if you'll promiſe work, I can with eaſe, 

Provide a preſs, and play what tune you pleafe. 


„Here! GiLLUM—take this key! ( Fompoſo ſaĩd ) 

% You'll find, among my manuſcripts are laid 

Tin voLUMEs of enchanting ſtuff, 

Comments on Davi—La ! ſure that's enough !— 

Take theſe—and when you've worried through the taſk, 

Ten MORE are at your ſervice—if you ak 

B , 
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Occaſioned by Lord Bettamoftrt's, Lady Hav, and other 
Skeletons, being dug up in Fort George (N. V.) 1790. 


O ſleep in peace when life is fled 
Where ſhall our mouldering bones be laid—, 
What care can ſhun—(I aſk with tears) 

The ſhovels of ſucceeding years ! 


Some have maintain'd, when life is gone 
This frame no longer is our own: 

Hence doors to our tombs repair 

And ſeize death's flumbering victims there. 


Alas] what griefs muſt Man endure! 
Not even in Fo&Ts he reſts ſecure ;— 
lime dims the ſplendours of a crown, 
And brings the loftieſt rampart down. 
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The breath, once gone, no art recalls ! 
Away we haſte to vaulted walls: 
Some future whim inverts the plain, 
And ftars behold our bones again. 


Thoſe teeth, dear girls—ſo much your care— 
With which.no ivory can compare) 
ike zbeſe (that once were lady Hay's) 

May ſerve the belles of future days. 


Then take advice from yonder ſcull; 
And, when the flames of ife grow dull, 
Leave not a TOOTH in either jaw, 
Since dentiſts ſteal-and fear no law. 


He, that would court a ſound repoſe, 
To barren hills and deſer:s goes: 
Where buſy hands admit no ſun, 
Where he may doze, till all is done. 


Yet there, even there tho' ſlyly laid, 
»Tis folly to defy the ſpade: 
Potterity invades the hill, 

And plants our relics where ſhe will, 


But O! forbear the riſing ſigh! 

All care is paſt with them that die: 
Jove gave, when they to fate reſign'd, 
An opiate of the ſtrongeſt kind: 


Death is a ſleep, that has no dreams: 
In which all time a moment ſeems— 
And ſkeletons perceive no pain 

Till Nature bids them wake again. 


L I N E 8 


Occaſioned by a Law paſſed by the Corporation of New-York 
in 1790. for cutting down the trees in the ſtreets of that city, 
previous to June 10, 1791. 


Tut LanDLORD?'s SOLILOQUY. 


MAN that own'd ſome trees in town, 
And much averſe to cut them down) 
inding the Lam was fall and plain 
No trees ſhould in the ſtreets remain, 
One evening ſeated at his door, 
Thus gravely taik'd the matter o'er : 
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« 'The fatal px, dear trees, draws nigh, 


When you muſt, like your betters, die, 
Muſt die! —and every leaf ſhall fade 
That many a ſeaſon lent its ſhade, 

To drive from hence the ſummer's heat, 
And make my porch a favourite ſeat. . 


Thrice happy age, when all was new 
And trees untouch'd, unenvied grew, 
When yet regardleſs of the axe, 

They fear'd no law, and paid no tax! 
The ſhepherd then at eaſe was laid, 

Or walk'd beneath their cooling ſhade ; 
From ſlender twigs a garland wove, 

Or trac'd his god within the grove ; 
Alas! thoſe times are now forgot, 

An iron age is all our lot: 

Men are not now what once they were, 
To hoard up gold is all their care: 
The buſy tribe old Plutus calls 

To pebbled ſtreets and painted walls; 
Trees now to grow, 15 held a crime, 
And THESE muſt periſh in their prime 


„The trees that once our fathers rear'd, 
And even the plundering Briton ſpar'd, 
When ſhivering here full oft he ſtood, 

Or kept his bed for. want of wood— 
Theſe trees, whoſe gently bending boughs 
Have witneſs'd many a lover's vows, 
When half afraid, and half in jeſt, 

With Nature buſy in his breaſt, 

With many a ſigh, beſtow'd in vain, 
Beneath theſe boughs he told his pain, 
Or coaxing here his nymph by night 
Forſook the parlour and the light, 

In talking love, his greateſt bliſs 

To iqueeze her CEE or ſteal a kiſs— 
Theſe trees that thus have lent their ſhade 
And many a happy couple made, 

Theſe old companions, thus endear'd, 
Who never tattled what they heard, 

Muſt theſe, indeed, be kill'd ſo ſoon— 

Be murder'd by the tenth of June! 


«« But if my harmleſs trees muſt fall, 
fortune that awaits us all, 
(All. all muſt yield to Nature's ſtroke, 
And now a man, and now an oak) 
Are those that round the churches grow 
In this decree included too? 
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Muſt theſe, like common trees, be bled? 
Is it a crime to ſhade the dead ? 

Review the /aw, | pray, at leaſt, 

And have ſome mercy on the prieſt 

Who every Sunday ſweats in black 

To make us ſteer the ſkyward track: 
The church has loſt enough, God knows, 
Plunder'd alike by friends and foes— 

T hate ſuch mean attempts as theſe— 
Come—let the parion keep his trees! 


Vet things, perhaps, are not ſo bad— 
Perhaps, a reſpite may be had : 

The vileſt rogues that cut our throats, 

Or knaves that counterfeit our notes, 
When, by the judge their ſentence paſe'd, 
The gallows proves their doom at laſt, 
Villains and pefts of every kind; 

For weeks and months a reſpite find; 

And ſhall ſuch nuiſances as they 

Who make all honeſt men their prey 
Shall they for months avoid their doom, 
And you, my trees, in all your bloom, 
Who never 1njur'd {mall or great 

Be murder'd at ſo ſhort a date 


« Ye men of law, the occaſion ſeize 
And name a counſel for the tree 
Arreſt of judgment, firs, I pray ; 
Excuſe them till ſome future day : 
Theſe trees that ſuch a nuiſance are 
Next New-YEar we can better ſpare, 
To warm our ſhins, or boil the pot 
The Law, by ther, will be forgot.” 


— 


r 


ON THE 


DEMOLITION of FORT GEORGE, 
Is New-YorRk={ 2! 790.) 


As giants once, in hopes to riſe, | 
Heap'd up their mountains to the ſkaes ; 


With Pelton pil'd on Offa, ſtrove 
To reach the immortal throne of Jove ; 


So here the hands of ancient days 
Their fortreſs from the carth did raiſe, 
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On whoſe proud heights, proud men to pleaſe, 


They mounted guns and planted trees. 


Thoſe trees to lofty ſtature grown— 
All is not right!—they muſt come down, 
Nor lovger waſte their wonted ſhade 
Where Coden ſlept, or Tryon ſtray'd. 


Let him be ſad that plae'd them there,— 
We ſhall a youthful race prepare ; 
Another grove ſhall bloom, we truſt, 
When this lies proſtrate in the duſt. 


Where Dutchmen once, in ages paſt, | 


Huge walls and ramparts round them caſt, 


New fabrics rais'd, on new deſign, 


Gay /treets and palaces ſhall ſhine. 


To foreign kings ro more a flave 
(Dilgrace to Freedom's pailing wave) 
No flags we rear, we feign no mirth, 
Nor prize the day that gave them birth. 


While time degrades Palmyra low, 
Auguſta lifts her lofty brow— 

While Europe falls to wars a prey, 
Her monarchs here, can boaſt no ſway 


Another GEORGE ſhall here reſide, | 
While Hudſon's bold, unfetter'd tide 
Well pleas'd to ſee this chief ſo nigh, 
With livelier aſpect paſſes by. 


Along his margin, freſh and clean, 
Ere long ſhall belles and beaus be ſeen, 


Through moon-light ſhades, delighted, ſtray, 


To view the iflands and the bay. 


Of evening dews no more afraid, 
Reclining in ſome favorite ſhade, 

Each nymph, in rapture with her trees, 
Shall ſigh to quit the weſtern breeze. 


To barren kills far ſouthward ſhov'd, 
Theſe noiſy guns ſhall be remov'd, 
No longer here a vain expenie, 


Where time has prov'd them no defence. 


Advance, bright days! make haſte to crown 
With ſuch fair ſcencs this honor'd town.— oh 


Freedom ſhall find her charter clear, 
Aud plant her feat of Commerce here. 
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BE i a 0 - 


The PnILADPLTIAHIA Houvsz-xIZrEx, to NABBY, 
her friend in New-York. 


One WEEKS my dear miſtreſs has been in a fret 
And nothing but Coxcarss will do for her yet: 
She ſays they maſt come, or her ſenſes ſhe'li loſe, 
From morning till night ſhe is reading the news, 
And loves the dear feilows that vote for our town 
4 (Since no one can reliſh New-Yorx but a clown, 
Where your beef is as lean, as if fatten'd on chaff, 
And folks are too haughty to worſhip—a carr) 
| She tells us as how ſhe has read in her books | 
That God gives them meat, but the devil ſends cooks; 
And Grumbleton told us (who often ſhoots flying) 
That fiſh you have plenty—but ſpoil them in frying ; 
T hat your ſtreets are as crooked, as crooked can be, 
Right forward three perches he never could ſee 
But his view was cut ſhort with a houſe or a ſhop, 
That ſtood in his way—and _ him to ſtop. 
Thoſe Speakers that wiſh for New-York to decide. 
*Tis a pity that talents are ſo miſapplicd ! 
My miſtreſs declares ſhe is vext to the heart 
That genius ſhould take ſuch a pitiful part: 
For the queſtion, indeed, ſhe is daily diſtreſt, 
And Gexxy, I think, ſhe will ever deteſt, 
Who did all he could, with his tongue and his pen 
To keep the dear Congreſs ſhut up in your Den. 
She inſiſts, the expence of removing 15 ſmall, 
And that zavo or three thouſands will anſwer it all, 
If that is too much, and we're ſo very poor— 
\ The paſſage by water is cheaper, be ſure; 
j If people object the expence of a team, 
Here's Fitch with his wh-rry, will bring them y eam: 
And, Nabby !—if once he ſhould take them on board, 
The nonovR will be a ſuſſicient reward. 
But, as to myſelf, I vow and declare 
I wiſh it would ſuit them to ſtay where they are; 
I plainly foreſee, that if once they remove 
Throughout the long day we ſhall drive, and be drove, 3 
My madam's red rag will ring like a bell, 2 
And the hall and the parlour will never look well; 
Such ſcowering will be as has never been ſcen, 
| We ſhall alwavs be cleaning,.and never be clean, 
| And threats in abundance will work on my fears 
| Of blows on the back and of cutfs on the cars— 


| Occaſioned by the intended removal of the Supreme Legiſlature of the Unitec 
States from Neiw- York to Philadelphiz—32 meaſure much 2gitated at the tine 
de above waswrittoo—2790 . EN 
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Two trifles, at preſent, diſcourage her paw, 

The fear of the Lord, and the fear of the law— 
But if Congreſs arrive, ſhe will have ſuch a ſway: 
That goſpel and law will be both done away. — 
For the ſake of a place I muſt bear all her din, 
And if ever ſo angry, do nothing but grin 

So Congreſs, ¶ hope in your town will remain 

And Nanny will thank them again and again. 


V 
The New-Yorx Houſe Keeper, to NANNY, 


her friend in PHILADELPHIA. 


W ELL, Nanny, I am ſorry to find, fince you writ us 
The Congreſs at laſt has determin'd to quit us; | 
You now may begin with your bruſhes and brooms. 
To be ſcowering your knockers and ſcrubbing your rooms; 
As for us, my dear Nanny, we're much in a pet, 

And hundreds of houſes will be to be let; 

Our ſtreets, that were juſt in a way to look clever, 

Will now be neglected and naſty as ever; 

Again we mult fret at the Dutchify'd gutters 

And pebble- ſtone pavements, that wear out our trotters.— 
My mater looks dull, and his ſpirits are ſinking, 

From morning till night he is ſmoking and thinking, 
L:ments the expence of deſtroying the fort, 

And ſays, your great people are all of a fort— 

He hopes and he prays they may die in a ſtall 

If they leave us in debt—for FEDERAL HALL— 

Ad 5TRAP has declar'd, he has ſuch regards, 

Hie will go, if they go, for the ſaks of their beards. 

its Letty, poor lady, is ſo in the pouts, 

She values no longer our dances and routes, 

And fits in a corner, dejected and pale 

4s dull as a cat, and as lean as a rail !— 

Poor thing, I am certain ſhe's in a decay, 

And all—becauſe Congreſs Ref/ve—not to ftay |— 

This Congreſs unſettled 18, ſure, a ſad thing, 

Seven years, my dear Nanny, they've been on the wing; 
My matter would rather ſaw timber, or dig, 

Tarn ſee them removing © Conegocheague, TOE: 
Where the houles and ki.chens are yet to be fram'd, 

The trees to be fell'd, and the ſtreets to be nam'd ; 

Of the two, we had rather your town ſhould receive em — 
So here, my dear Nanny, in haſte I muſt leave em, 

I'm a dunce at inditiag—and as I'm a ſinner, 


The beef is half raw—and the bell rings for dinne: 
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ON A 1 
LEGISLATIVE ACT, 


Prohibiting the uſe of Spirituous Liquors to Paison EAS 
in certain jails of the United States.— 


Give to the wretched, drink that's ſtrong, 
(Said David's Son) but we, more wiſe, f 
With Cyder, from the hogſhead, rough, 
Molaſſes-Beer, and ſuch dull ſtuff, 

The miſeries of the impriſon'd hoſt prolong. 


«« Shut up in jail from day to day 
(Methinks 1 a Debtor fay) 

Victims to public rage and private ſpite, 

% All that we had to keep our ſpirits up 

Was glowing wine that fill'd the cheering cup, 
„This baniſh'd care, and check'd the riſing ſigh 

« Chac'd grief from every heart, gave joy to cvery eye. 


« And will ye not this only comfort leave, 
* Ye men that frame the public laws ?— 
% Parted from children, friends, and wives, 
«« How heavily the moments rell ; 
„What comfort have we of our lives 
If you deny this cordial of the foul ? 
5 Tis this that kills the tedious hour, 
«« Puts miſery out of fortune's power, 
„ 'Tis this that to the dial's hand lends wings. 
Gives to the beggar all the pride of king?, 
„ Sheds joy throughout our gloomy cage 
And bids us ſcorn the little tyrant's rage. 


« They that are unconfin'd drink what they will 
Who gave the right to limit men in jail ? 
*« Becauſe misfortune ſent us here 
„„ Mutt we for that be drench'd with“ table beer,“ 
Or, in its ſtead, wich Adam's ale ?— 
„ Relent—retent ! contrive ſome other plan; 
* Wine is the deareſt, choiceſt friend of man— 
«« Thcy that are ozt of jail, of all degrees, | 
„Can ſpend thei ivifure as they pleaſe, 
We, that are 1, muſt paſs it as we can.” 
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Ox Sied DEATH or Docrox 
BENJAMIN FRANKLIN. 


[ HUS, ſome tall tree that long hath ſtood 
The glory of its native wood, 
By ſtorms deſtroy'd, or length of years, 
Demands the tribute of our tears, 


The pile, that took long time to raiſe, 
{ Ts duſt returns by ſlew decays : 

© But, when its deſtin'd years are o'er, 
Me mult reg the loſs the more. 


The world laments your exit made; 
So long befriended by your art, 
Philoſopher, 'tis hard to part !— 


3 
3 So long accuſtom'd to your aid, 
* 
F 


When monarchs tumble to the ground 
Succeſſors eaſily are found: 

But, matchleſs Fa AN KLIN I what a few 
Can hope to rival ſuch as you, 

Who ſeiz'd from kings their ſceptred pride, 
And turn'd the lightaing's darts aſide!“ 


Exit uit carlo fi lmen, regibus ſceftrum |! 


i —_— — 


by E P I 8 T L E 
From Dr. FranxLin (deceaſed) torts poetical Panegyriſts. 
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Dean Poets, why ſo full of pain, 
Why fo much grief for Doctor Ben ? 
Lose for your tribe I never had, 

No: wrote three ſtanzas, good or bad. 


* 1 Ne. 
D I 4 too 
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&* tarcrals, ſometimes, grief appears, 
Where legacies have purchas'd tears; 
"T's nortenſe to be fad for nought, 
From me you never gain'd a groat. 


»„— 


To beter trades I turn'd my views, 

And n ver meddied with the muſe; 
Great things I did for riſing States, 

And kept the lightning fro. ſome pates. 


* 
* : a 4 
Bad 55 RATES So | TH 2 Jen 4 


This grand discovery, you adore it, 
Zut ne'er will de the better for it; 
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You ſtill are ſubject to thoſe fires, 
For poets? houſes have no ſpires. 


Philoſophers are fam'd for pride ; 

But, pray, be modeſt—when I died 

No “ ſighs diſturb'd old ocean's bed“ 
No“ Nature wept” for Franklin dead! 


ng 


q 


That day, on which I left the coaſt, 
A beggar-man was alſo loſt: 

If Nature wept,“ you muſt agree 
She wept for him—as well as me. 


y 5 2 n * 2 a X Cent” at. nana "©" 7 
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There's reaſon even in telling lies 
In ſuch profuſion of her ſighs”? 
She was too ſparing of a tear 

In Carolina, all was clear: 


3 


| 
1 
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And, if there fell ſome ſnow and ſleet, 
Why muſt it be my winding ſheet? 

Snows long have cloath'd the wintry plain, 
Have melted, and will melt again. 


* * 
— 
„ 1 os Wo 


Poets, I pray you, go to ſchool— 

Dame Nature is not quite a fool; 

When to the duſt great men ſhe brings, 

Make HER DO—SOME UNCOMMON THINGS.” 


r — 


ä 


BERGEN PLANTER, 


Ar ACH'D to lands that ne'er deceiv'd his hopes, 
This ruſtic ſees the ſeaſons come and go, 

His autumn's toils return'd in ſummer's crops, 

While limpid ſtreams, to cool his herbage, flow; 

And, if ſome cares intrude upon his mind, 

They are ſuch cares as heaven for man deſign'd. 


He to no pompous dome comes, cap in hand, 

Where new-made *ſquires affect the courtly imile : 
Nor where Pompoſo, midſt his foreign band 

Extols the ſway of kings, in ſwelling ſtyle, 

With tongue that babbled when it ſhould have huſh'd, 
A head that never thoutht—a face that never bluſh'd. 


He on no party hangs his hopes or Wars, 

Nor ſeeks the vote that baſeneſs mutt procure; 
No ſtall- fed Mammon, for his gold, reveres, 
No ſplendid offers from his chelts allure. 
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While ſhowers deſcend, and ſuns their beams diſplay, 
The ſame, to him, if Congreſs go or ſtay. 


He at no levees watches for a glance, 

Slave to e diſtant forms and modes) 

He ds not the herd at Bufo's midnight dance, 
Dullman's mean rhymes, or Shylock's birth-day odes: 
Follies, like theſe, he deems beneath his care, 

And TiTLEs leaves for ſimpletons to wear, 


Where wandering broeks from mountain ſources roll, 
He ſeeks at noon the waters of the ſhade, 

Drinks deep, and fears no poiſon in the bowl 

That Nature for her happieſt children made: 

And from whoſe clear and gently-paſſing wave 

All drink alike—the maſter and the ſlave. 


The ſcheming ſtateſman ſhuns his homely door, 
Who, on the miſeries of his country fed, 

Ne'er glanc'd his eye from that baſe pilfer'd ore 
To view the ſword, ſuſpended by a thread— 

Nor that hand-writing,” grav'd upon the wall, 
That tells him—but in vain—“ the ſword muſt fall.” 


He ne'er was made a holiday machine, 

Wheel'd here and there by *ſquires in livery clad, 
Nor dreads the ſons of legiſlation keen, 
Hard-hearted laws, and penalties moſt ſad— 

In humble hope his little fields were ſown, 

A trifle, in your eye—but all his own. 


S Oy 
ON THE 
T 
@ 7 THE 


GRAND SANHEDRIM. 


| HuvsoNn's banks, in proud array, 
(Too mean to claim a longer ſtay ) 

Their new ideas to improve, 

Behold the great SanmHEDRIM move! 


Such thankleſs conduct much we feer'd 
When Timon's coach ſtood ready geer'd, 
And He — the foremoit on the floor, 

Sat, pointing to the Delaware ſhore. 


$26 POEMS ON SEVERAL @CCASIONS. 


So long confin'd to little things, 
Taey now ſhall go where Bavius ſings, 
Waere dporus builds his ſplendid pile, 
And Bufo's tawdry Seaſons ſmile. 


New c'ap'!ains, now, ſhall ope their jaws, 
New ſalaries greaſe unworthy paws : 
So-ne reverend man, that turtle carves, 


Shall fatten, while the ſoldier ſtarves. 


Tae Yorker aks— but aks in vain — 
« What demon bids them *move again ? 
Who ver *moves matt ſuffer loſs, 
And rolling ſtones collect no moſs. 


«« Have we not paid for chaplains? prayers 
That heaven might ſmile on ſtate-affairs — 
Put ſome things up, pull'd others down, 
And rais'd our ſtreets through half the town 


«« Have we not, to our utmoſt, ſtrove 

«« That Congreſs might not hence remove — 
« At dull 4 no ſilence broke, 
And walk'd on tip-toe while they ſpoke ? 


„Have we not toil'd through cold and heat 
„To make the FEDERAL Pil complete — 
% Thrawn down our Foxr, to give them air, 
And ſent our guns, the lord knows where ? 


„Times change! but Memory til]. recalls 
«The DAY, when ruffians ſcal'd their walls — 
„ Sovereigns befieg'd by fighting men, 

Mere priſoners in the town of PENN 


Can they forget when, half afraid, 
Ahe timorous CounCcit lent no aid; 
«« But left them to the rogues that rob, 
„ The tender mezcies of the, mob? 


„ Oh! if they can, their lot is caſt; 

One hundred miles will ſoon be paſs'd — 

«+ THIS DAY the Frpzrari Dou is clear'd, 

« To Pau us'-Hook the barge is ſteer'd 

Were Timon's coach ſtands ready. geer'd !”? 
(1790. 
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THE 


COUNTRY PRINTER. 


I, 


[Deca riox of hi: Vittacs.] 


Beswe a ſtream, that never yet ran dry, 
There ſtands a Tow x, not high advanced in fame; 
Tho? few its buildings rais'd to pleaſe the eye, 
Still this proud title it may fairly claim; 

A Tavern (its firſt requiſite) is there, 

A mill, a black-jmith's ſhop, a place of prayer. 


Nay, more—a little market-houſe is ſeen 

And iron hooks, where beef was never hung, 
Nor pork, nor bacon, poultry fat or lean, 

Pig's head, or ſauſage link, or builock's tongue: 
Look when you will, you ſee the vacant bench 
No butcher ſeated there, no country wench. 


Great aims were his, who firſt contriv'd this town; 
A market he would have—but, humbled now, 
Sighing, we ſee its fabric mouldering down, 

That only ſerves, at night, to pen the cow: 

And hence, by way of jelt, it may be ſaid 

That beef is there, tho' never beef that's dead. 


Abreaft the inn—a tree before the door, 

A Printing-Office lifts its humble head 
Where buſy Bye old journals doth explore 
For news that is thro? all the village read; 
Who, year from year, (ſo cruel is his lot) 
Is author, preſſman, devil—and what net ? 


Fame ſays he is an odd and curious wight, 
Fond to diſtraction of this native place; 

In ſenſe, not very dull nor very bright, 

Yet ſhews ſome marks of humour in his face, 
One who can pen an anecdote, complete, 

Or plague the parſon with the mackled ſheet. 


Three times a week, by nimble geldings drawn 
A itage arrives; bur ſcarcely deign> to twp, 
Uniels the driver, far io liquor gore, 
Has made ſome buſineſs for the Þi:ck-fmich-hop 3 
Then comes tais printer's harven time f news, 
Welcome alike from Chriſtians, Lu. ks, or Jaws. 
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Each paſſenger he eyes with curious glance, 
And, if his phiz be mark'd of courtevus kind, 
To converſation, traight, he makes advance, 
Hoping, from thence, ſome paragraph to find, 
Some odd adventure, ſomething new and rare, 
To ſet the town a-gape, and make it ſtare. 


IT. 


ALL is not Truth ('tis ſaid) that travellers tell 
So much the better for this man of news; 
For hence the country round, that know him well, 
Will, if he prints ſome lies, his lies excuſe, 
Earthquakes, and battles, ſhipwrecks, myriads ſlain— 
If falſe or true—alike to him are gain. 


— 
— —————<— —— 


— — — — 
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But if this motley tribe ſay nothing new, 

Then many a lazy, longing look is caſt 

To watch the weary poſt- boy travelling through, 
On horſe's rump his budget buckled falt ; 

With letters, ſafe in leathern priſon pent, 

And, wet from preſs, full many a packet ſent. 


Not Argus with his fifty pair of eyes 

Look'd ſharper for his prey than honeſt Tres 
Explores each package, of alluring ſize, 
Prepar'd to ſeize them with a nimble gripe, 

Did not the poſt-boy watch his goods, and ſwear 
That village Tyr ſhall only have his ſhare. 


Aſk you what matter fills his various page! 

A mere farrago tis, of mingled things; 

Whate'er is done on madam TzRrra's ſtage 

He to the knowledge of his townſmen brings: 

One while, he teils of monarchs run away; ___— 
And now, of witches drown'd in Buzzard's bay. 
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Some miracies he makes, and ſome he ſteals; 
Half Nature's works are giants in his eyes: 
Much, very much, in wonderment he deals, — 
New-Hampſhire apples grown to pumpkin ſize, 
Pumpkins almoſt as large as country inns, 

And ladies bearing, each, —three lovely twins. 
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He, births and deaths with cold indifference viev's; 
A paragraph from him i, all they claim: 

And here the rural ſquire, amongſt the news 

Sees the fair record of ſome lordling's fame ; 

All that was good, minntely brought to light, 

All that was Ul, -concca!'d from vulgar fight! 
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III. 
THE OFFICE. 


SOURCE of the wiſdom of the country round ! 
Again I turn to that poor lonely fed 
Where many an author all his fame has found, 
And wretched proofs by candle- light are read, 
Inverted letters, left the page to grace, 


Colons derang'd, and commas out of place. 


Beneath this roof the Muſes choſe their home; 
Sad was their choice, leſs bookiſh ladies ſay. 

Since from the bleſſed bour they deign'd to come 
One ſingle cob-web was not bruſh'd away :— 
Fate early had pronounc'd this building's doom, 
Ne'er to be vex'd with boonder, bruſh, or broom. 


Here, full in view, the ink-beſpangled preſs 

Gives to the world its children, with a groan, 

Some born to hve a month—a day—ſome leſs; 
Some, why they live at all, not clearly known, 

All that are born mufl die—TYPE well Fnows that— 
The Almanact*s his longeft-hving brat. 


Here lie the types, in curious order rang'd 
Ready alike to imprint your proſe or verſe; 
Ready to ſpeak [their order only chang'd] 
Creek-Indian lingo, Dutch, or Highland erſe; 
Theſe types have printed Erſkine's Gel Treat, 


Tom Durſey's ſongs, and Bunyan's works, complete. 


But faded are their charms—their beauty fled ! 
No more their work your nicer eyes admire; 
Hence, from this wool no courtly ſtuff is read; 
But almanacks, and ballads for the Squire, 
Dull paragraphs, in homely language dreſs'd, 
The pedlar's bill, and ſermons by requeſt. 


Here, doom'd the fortune of the preſs to try, 
From year to year poor TYPE his trade purſues— 
With anxious care and circumſpective eye 

He dreſſes out his little ſheet of news; 

Now laughing at the world, now looking grave, 
At once the Muſe's midwife—and her ſlave. 


In by-paſt years, perplext with viſt deſigns, 
In cities fair he trove to gain a ſeat ; 

Rut, wandering to a not of many pines, 
In ſolitude he found his beſt retreat, 

When fick of towns, and ſorrowtul at heart, 
He to thole deſerts brought his favorite art. 
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IV. 

THOU, who art plac'd in ſome more favour'd ſpot, 
Where ſpires aſcend, and ſhips from every clime 
Diſcharge their freights—deſpiſe not thou the lot 
Ot humble TYpe, who here has paſs'd his prime; 

At caſe and preſi has labour'd many a day, 
But now, in years, is verging to decay 


He, in his time, the patriot of his town, 

With preſs and pen attack'd the royal ſide, 

Did what he could to pull their Lion down, 

Clipp'd at his beard, and twitch'd his /acred hide, 
Mimick'd his roarings, trod upon his toes, 

Pelted young whe/ps, and tweak'd the old one's noſe. 


Rous'd by his page, at church or court-houſe read, 
From depths of woods the willing ruſtics ran, 
Now by a prieſt, and now ſome deacon led 

With clubs and ſpits to guard the rights of man; 
Lads from the ſpade, the pick- ax, or the plough 
Marching afar, to fight Bargoyne or Howe. 


Where are they now?—the Village 2ks with grief, 
What were their teils, their conqueſts, or their gains ?— 
Perhaps, they near ſome State-Houſe beg relief, 
Perhaps, they fleep on Saratoga's plains ; 

Doom'd not to live, their country to reproach 

For ſeven-years* pzy transferr'd to Mammon's coach. 


Ye Guardians of your country and her laws ! 
Since to the pen and preſs ſo much we owe 
Still bid them favour freedom's {ac1ed cauſe, 
From this pure ſource, ler ſtreams unſullied flow; 
Hence, a new order grows on reaſon's plan, 
And turns the fierce barbarian into—man. 


Child of the earth, of rude materials fram'd, 
Man, always found a tyrant or a flave, 

Fond to be honour'd, valued, rich, or fam'd 
Roves o'er the earth, and ſubjugates the wave: 
Deſpots and kings this reſtleſs race may ſhare, — 
But knowledge only makes them worth yeur care ! 
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(rar things have paſs'd the-laſt revolving year; 
France on a curious jaunt has ſeen her king go,— 
Huſh'd are the growlings of the Ruſſian bear, 
REBELLION has broke looſe in St. Domingo— 

Sorry we are that Pompeys, Cæſars, Catos 

Are moſtly found with Negroes and Mulattoes. 


Diſcord, we think, muſt always be the lot 

Of this poor world nor is that diſcord vain, 

Since, if theſe feuds and fſty-cuffs were not, 

Full many an honeſt Ty E would ſtarve hat's plain: 
Wars are their gain, whatever cauſe found— 
Empires—or Cats-ſkins brought from Nootka-ſound. 


The Turks, poor fellows! have been ſadly baiſted— 
And many a Chriftian deſpot ſtands, contriving 

Who next ſhall bleed—what country next be waſted— 
This is the trade by which they get their living: 
From Pruſſian Frederick, this the general plan 

To Empreſs Kate that burns the Rights of Man. 


The Pope (at Rome) is in a ſweat, they tell us; 

Of freedom's pipe he cannot bear the mufic, 

And worſt of all when Frenchmen blow the bellows, 

Enough almeſt (he thinks) to make a ew ſick: 
His Prieſthood too, black, yellow, white, and grey, 

All think it beſt to keep the good old way. 


Britain, (fame whiſpers) has unrigg'd her fleet——- 
Now tell us what the world will do for thunder ?: 
Battles, fire, murder, maimiog, and defeat 

Are at an end when Engliſhmen knock under: 
Sulphur will now in harmleſs ſquibs be ſpent, 
Lightning will fall—full twenty five per cent, 


1 


ADDRESSED TO A 


POLITICAL SHRIMP, 


OR, FLY UPON THE WHEEL. 


[ HE man that doth an Elephant purſue 


hee capture gains a mighty price, 
Amid? the chace, heeds not the barting crew, 
Or lefler game of cats and mice. 
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On ocean's waſte who chace the royal flag 
Stop not to take the privateer ; 

Who mean to ſeize the ſteed, neglect the nag; 
No ſquircel-hunter kills a deer. 


Reptile! your venom ever ſpits in vain— 
To honour's coat no drop adheres : 
To court!—return to Britain's tyrant reign, 
White-waſh her 4ing, and ſcowr her peers. 


Some ſcheming knaves, that ſtrat in courtly guiſe, 
May vile abuſe, through you, impart— 

But they that on no Treaſury lean, deſpife 

Your venal pen—your canker'd heart. 


FFF 
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(Ox THE FOLLY or welTING Pogr av.) 


Or all the fools that haunt our coaſt 
The ſcribbling tribe 1 pity moſt: 
Their's is a ſtanding ſcene of woes, 

And their's no proſpect of repoſe. 


Then, SYLv1vs, why this eager claim 
To light your torch at CL1o's flame? 

To few ſhe ſhews ſincere regard, 

And none, from her, ſhould hope reward. 


A garret high, dark diſmal room, 

Ts {till the penſive poet's doom: 

Hopes rais'd to heaven muſt be their lot, 
Yet bear the curſe, to be forgot. 


Hourly they deal with Grecian Jovs, 
And draw their bills on banks above: 
Yet ſtand abaſh'd, with all their fire, 


When brought to face ſome country ſquirs. 


To mend the world, is ſtill their aim: 
The world, alas! remains the ſame, 
And ſo muſt ſtand to very age, 


Proof to the morals of the page! 
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The knave that keeps a tippling inn, f 
The red-nos'd boy that deals out gin, þ 
If aided by ſome paltry {kill | 

| May both be ſtateſmen when they will. | 


| The man that mends a beggar's ſhoes, 

| The quack that heals your negro's bruiſe, 

The wretch that turns a cutler's ſtone, | 1 
| Have wages they can call their own: 


—— H— 
* 


The head, that plods in trade's domains, 
4 ger ſomething to reward its pains ; 

© But wiT—that does the world beguile, 

| Takes for its pay—an empty ſmile ! 


ee EEE Re. oe es 


yet each preſumes his works ſhall riſe, 14 
And gain a name that - never dies; 

From earth, and cold oblivion freed, 

| Immortal, in the poets? creed! 


— — — 
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Can Reaſon in that boſom reign 
Which fondly feeds a hope ſo vain, 
When every age that paſſes by 
Beholds a crowd of poets die 


* 
— —— — — 
— — 


Poor Sappho's fate ſhall Miltor know 
His ſcenes of grief and tales of woe HE 
No honours, that all Europe gave, | 
No merit—ſhall from ruin ſave. | 

4 


To all that write and all that read 

Fate ſhall, with haſty ſtep, ſucceed |! | 
Even SHAKESPEARE'S page, his mirth, his tears 1 
Shall ſink beneath this weight of years, | | | 


Old SrexsER's doom ſhall, Pope, be thine 
The muſic of each moving line 
Shall bribe an age or two to ſtay, . 
Admire your ſtrain—then flit away. i 


The people of old CyHavcer's times | 
ere once in raptures with his rhymes; | | 
ut Time—that over verſe prevails, 1 
To other ears tells other tales. | 


Why then ſo ſad, dear rhyming friends 4 

ne common fate on both attends, '1 
The bard, that ſooths great Cæſar's car, | | 
And him—who finds no audience there. if 


Mere ſtructures form'd of common earth, 1 
Nat they from heaven derive their birth, | [ 


— — — — . — . 
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Or why through life, like vagrants, paſs 
To mingle with the mouldering maſs ?— 


Of all the ſouls, from Jove that came 
To animate this mortal frame, 

Of all the myriads, on the wing, ; 
How few can taſte the Muſes' OM 


SrjAN us, of mercantile ſcill. 

Without whoſe aid the world land: ftill, 
And by whoſe wonder-working play 
* The ſun goes rowid=(his flatterers ſay) 


Sejanus has in houſe declar'd 
«« Theſe States, as yet, can boaſt no bard, 
And all the ſing-iong of our clime 

Is merely nonſenſe, tring'd with rhyme.” 


With ſuch a hold, conceited air 
When Rz aſſures the critic's chair, 
Low in the duſt is genius laid, 
The muſes with the man in trade. 


Then, Sylvius, come —let you and. 
On ocean's aid, once more, rey: 
Perhaps the muſe may ſtill impart 
Her balm to eaſe the aching heart. 


Though cold might chill and ſtorms diſmay, 
Vet Zoilus will be far away: 

With me, at leaſt, depart and ſhare 
No garret—but reſentment there, 
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On the rejection of his Petition to the Congreſs of the United 
States, to enable him to make a voyage to BArFIN's Bay, 
to aſcertain the truth of his Variation Chart. 


(Cuvncihtax! methinks vour ſcheme is rather wild 


Of travelling to the pole 

Where ic; billov:s roll, 

And porl and peaſe 

Are ſaid to freeze | 
Even at the inſtant they are boil'd. 


Rejected, now, your humble, ardent praver 
For casu, to {peed your way 


To Bafhn's frozen bay, 
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'Tis your own fault if you repine! 
You ſhould have mention'e ſome rich goldem mine 
Not VartaTion CaxrTs, that claim no care. 


AvaRICE, alone, would ſooner bid you go 
Than all the inducements Art can ſhew : 

The M£n, whom you petition for ſome dollars, 
Tho! willing to be thought prodigious ſcholars, 
Yet care as much for variation charts 

As x1NG of ſpades, and KNAVE of hearts. 


Cuuxcuman! *tis beſt to quit this vain purſuit: 
This VARIATION 1s a Common thing ! 

Rather attach yourſelf to C5 aR's wing 

You'll find it better—better, fir, by half, 

To ſooth Pompoſo's ear—or make him Iaugh : 

So ſhall you, mounted in a coach and fix, 

Ride envoy to the country of the CREEKS— 

So ſhall you viſit Europe's gaudy courts, 

And ſee the poliſh'd world, at public charge; 
Return—and ſpend your life in Forts, 

Be air'd in coach, and ſail'd in large — 

Purſue this track, thou man of curious ſoul, 

Nor, like a whale, go puffing to the pole. 


2 + * 


ON 
PEST-ELI-HALT, 
Tux TRAVELLING SPECULATOR, 


Cm] had forgot the foul conſpiracy 
Of that beaſt Caliban 5 


O ſcent of game, from town to town he flew, 
The ſoldier's curſe purſued him on his way; 

Care in his eye, and anguiſh on his brow, 

He ſeem'd a ſea-hawk, watching for his prey. 


With ſoothing words the widow's mite he gain'd, 
With piercing glance watch'd miſery's ark abode, 
| Filch'd paper ſcraps while vet a ſcrap remain'd, 
$ Buuzht where he mut, and cheated where he cou'd. 


= Vat toads amaſs'd of ſcrip, and God knows what, 
Potoſt's wealth ſeem'd lodg'd within his clurch— 
Zut wealth has wings (he knew) and inſtant beagh: 
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One Sunday morn, to church I ſaw him ride 
In glittering ſtate—alack ! and who but he— 
The following week, with Madam at his fide, 
To routes they drove=and drank Imperial tea. 


In cards and fun the live-long day they ſpent, 
With ſongs and ſmut prolong'd the midnight feaſt, 
If plays were had, to plays they conſtant went 
Where Madam's top-knot roſe a foot at leaſt. 


Three weeks, and more, thus paſs'd in airs of ſtate, 
The fourth beheld the mighty bubble fail 

And he, who countleſs millions owr'd ſo late 

Stopt ſhort—and clos'd his triumphs in a Jarr. 


r 


Eteciac LINES on A 
THEOLOGICAL SCRIP-MONGER, 


Ir Scr1P® (not SCRIPTURE) he was fond to plod, 
Scrip was his prayer-book, /crip his word of God: 
Scrip was his joy, and ſcrip his dear delight 
Studied by day, and this he read by — ＋ 
When dames for comfort came, with hanging lip, 
Them he conſol d, and took his text from /crip ; 
If famine rag'd, and deacons catch'd the pip, 
He ſtood ſecure, and put his truſt in crip.— 

If he to heaven, by chance, ſhould find his way, 
Thus to ſome ſprite, methinks, I hear him ſay 
{ (In hopes his ghoftſhip might be led to dip) 
1 «© Come, miſter Gabriel, will you buy ſome ſcrip?ꝰ 
5 Now gloomy death confines him to the duſt, 
5 Life he reſigus, as all his brethren muſt, 
"0 And prieſts ſhall ſing (when they entomb old Grip} 
Striking their penſive boſoms— HERE LIESs Scare! 


* Scrip (or ſcript) a kind of paper ſecurity fo called—an object of great ffe- 
1 culation at the time the above was written. 1790. | 
N A 


WARNING t AMERICA 


Rxuov-n from Europe's feuds, a hateful ſcene 
! (Thank heaven, ſuch waſtes of ocean roll between) 
Where tyrant kings in bloody ſchemes combine, 
And each forebodes in tears, Man is no longer mine! ſ 
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Glad we recall the dar that bade us firſt 

Spurn at their power, and ſhun their wars accurk ; 
Pitted and gaff d no more for England's glory 
Nor made the tag-rag-bobtail of their ſtory. 


Something ſtill wrong in every ſyſtem lurks. / 
& _Somet ing imperfect haunts all human works—— 
Wars mult be hatch'd, unthinking men to fleece, il 

Or we, this day, had been in perfeR peace, | | 

With double bolts our Janus? temps ſhut, TW 

Nor terror reign'd through each back-woods-man's hut, 

No rattling drums aſſail'd the peaſant” s ear 

Nor Indian yells diſturb'd our ſad frontier, 

Nor gallant chiefs, gainſt Indian hoits combin'd 

Scap'd from the trap—to leave their tails behind. 


Peace to all feuds !—and come the happier day 

When Reaſon's ſun ſhall light us on our way; | | 
When erring man ſhall all his RIGHTS retrieve, 

No deſpots rule him, and no prieſts deceive, | 
'Till then, Columbia!—watch each ſtretch of power, 
Nor {1 eep too ſoundly at the midnight hour, 

By flattery won, and lull'd by ſoothing ſtrains, 

S$:/enus took his nap—and wak'd in chains— F 
In a ſoft dream of ſmooth deluſion led | 
Unthinking Gallia bow'd her drooping head ' 
To tyrants* yokes—and met ſuch bruiſes there, 
As now mult take three ages to repair; 

Then keep the paths of dear-bought freedom clear, 4 
Nor {laviſh ſyitems grant admittance here— 


— . —¼%w . — 
ON THE 


FOURTEENTH of JULY, | 


a Day ever Memorable to Regenerated France. 


* Wr * 
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rar DAY, that did to France reſtore 
What priefts and kings had ſeiz'd away, 

That bade her generous ſons diſdain 1 
The fetters that their fathers wore, '4 
The titled flave, a tyrant's ſway, 1 
That ne'er ſhall curſe her ſoil again | 


Bright day! a partner in thy joy, 
0LUMBI1A hails the rifing ſan, : 

She feels her toils, her blood repaid, ' 

When fiercely frantic to deſtroy, | 

Proud of the laurels he had won} 

| The Briton, berg, unſheath' is blade, 9 
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By traitors driven to ruin's brink 

Fair Freedom dreads united knaves, 

The world muſt fall if ſhe muſk bleed. 
And yet, by heaven! I'm proud to think 
The world was ne'er ſubdued by ſlaves— 
Nor ſhall the hireling herd ſucceed. 


Boy ! fill the generous goblet high ; 
Succeſs to France, ſhall be the tvait* 
The fall of kings the fates foredoom, 
The crown decays, its* ſplendours die 
And they, who were a nation's boaſt, 
Sink, and expire in endleſs gloom. 


Thou, ſtranger, from a diſtant ſhore, ® 
Where fetter'd men their rights avow, 
Why on this joyous day ſo fad ? 

Z:uis inſults with chains no more, — 
Then why thus wear a clouded brow, 
When every manly heart is glad? 


Some Jorg days and rolling years f 
May ſee the wrath of kings diſplay'd, 
Their wars to prop the tarniſh'd crown ; 
But orphans” groans, and widows? tears, 
And juſtice lifts her ſhining blade 
To bring the tottering bauble down, 
[1792] 
® Addreſſed to the Ariitocrats from Hiſpaniola. 


— 


ON THE. 


FRENCH REPUBLICANS 
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[ HESE gallant men. that ſome ſo much deſpiſe 
Did not. like muſhrooms, ſpring up in a night: 
By them inſtructed, France again ſhall riſe, 
And every Frenchman learn his native right. 
American! when in your country's cauſe 
You march'd, and dar'd the Englith lion's jaws, 
Cruſh'd Heſſian ſlaves, and made their hoſts retreat, 
Say, were you not Republican—compicte ? 


Forever baniſh'd, now, be prince and king, 

To Nations and to Laws our reverence due: 
And let not language to my memory bring, 

A word that might recall the infernal crew, 
Monarch !—henceforth | blot it from my page, 
Monarchs and ſlaves too long diſgrace this age; 
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But thou, Republican, that Sous diſclaim, 
Shalt ſave a world, and damn a tyrant's fame. 


Friends to Republics, croſs the Atlantic brine, 
Low in the duſt ſee regal ſplendour laid : 
Hopeleſs forever, ſleeps the Bourbon line 
Long practis'd adepts in the murdering trade! 
With patriot care the nation's will expreſſing 
Republicans ſhall prove all Europe's bleſſing, 
Pull from his height each bluſtering Noble down 
And chace all modern Tarquins from the throne. 


ON T-HE 
O LE CA EST 


Of Louis and ANTOINETTE, in the SeEnNaTE CHAMBER, 


Discnancn by France, no more the royal pair 

Claim from a nation's love a nation's care : 

Their ſplendid race no more a palace holds,— 

While Louis frets, AnToOx1ETTA ſcolds ; 

Folly's ſad victims, fortune's bitter ſport, 

They take their ſtand among the common ſort,” . y 
Doom'd through the world, in ſad reverſe, to roam, nk 
Perhaps—without a ſhelter or a home! 


To ſhew our pity for their ſhort-liv'd reign 
What ſhall we do, or how expreſs our pain! 
Since for their perſons no relief is found 
But cruel mobs degrade them to the ground, 
To ſhew how deeply we regret their fall 
We hang their portraits in our SEN ATE HALL! 


RBL. t. 
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On his preparing to leave the town. 


(Jax love of fame the gentle muſe inſpire 

* ere he that hoards the moſt has all the praiſe; 
Where avarice, and her tribe, each boſom fire, 
All 1cap the enormous ſtore for rainy days; 
Proving by ſuch perpetual round of toil 


8 : 
dat man was born to grovel on the ſoil ? 
D d | 


a — 


434 POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


Expect not, in theſe times of rude renown | 
That verſe, like yours, will have the chance to pleaſe 
No taſte for plaintive Elegy is known, 

Nor lyric ode—none care for things like theſe— 

Gold, only gold, this niggard age delights, 

That honours none but money-catching wights. 


Sink not beneath the mean abuſive Rrain 

Of puny wits, dull ſycophants in ſong, 

Who, poſt, or place, or one poor ſmile to gain, 
Beſiege Mambrino's door, and round him throng 
Like inſets creeping to che morning ſun 


To enjoy his heat—themſelves poſſeſſing none. 


All muſt applaud your choice, to quit a ſtage 
Where knaves and fools in every Shows abound 3 
Where modeſt worth no patron can engage— 
Put boitierous folly walks her noiſy hg ; 
Some narrow-hearted demi-god adores, 

And Fortune's path wich ſervile ſep explores. 
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ON THE DEATH 


OF A 
REPUBLICAN PRINTER: 


[By H1s PARTNER AND SUCCESSOR. ] 


LME Sybils leaves, abroad he ſpread 
His ſheets, to awe the aſpiring crew : 
Stock-jobbers fainted while they read ; 
Each hidden ſcheme diſplay'd to view— 
Who could ſuch doQrines ſpread : broad 
So long, and not be clapper-claw'd ! 


Content with ſlow uncertain gains, 

With heart and hand prepar'd he ſtood 
To ſend his works to diltant plains, 

And hills beyond the Ohio-flood— 

And, ſince he had no time to loſe, 
Preach'd whiggiſh lectures with his news. 


Now death, with cold unſparing hand, 
(At whoſe decree even Cayers fall) 
Iron life's poor glaſs has ſhook his ſand, 
And ſent him, fainting, to the wall— 
B.cauſe he gave you ſome ſad WIPES, 

CG M.mmoa! ſeize not thou his types. 
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Wha: ſhall be done, in ſuch a caſe ? —— 
Shall I, becauie my partner fails, 

Call in his bull-dogs from the chace 

To loll their zongues and drop their tails— 
No, faith—the title-hunting crew 

No longer fly than we purſue, 
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SAR ARA Pyramidum fileat miracula Memphis; o 
Heu, male ſervili mar mora ſructa manu! 

Libera am, ruptis, Atlantias ora, catenis, 
Jadtat opus Phario marmore nobilius: 

Namgue Columbiadæ, facti monumenta parantes, 
Vulgaren ſpernunt ſumere materiam ; 

Magnanimi calum ſcandunt, periturague ſaxa 
Lud wincat, celſa de Jovis arce perunt. 

Audax inde cohor: ſtelli E LUA IZUus UNUM 
Ardua Pyramids tollit ad aſtra caput . 

Ergo, Tempus edax, guamvis duriſima ſæuo 
Saxa domas monſa, nil ibi juris habes : 

Durque polo ſolitis cognata nitoribus ardent 
Sigera fulgebit Pyramis 4lla ſuis ! 


[TRANSLATIO VI 


N O more let barbarous Mruruis boaſt 
Huge ſtructures rear'd by ſervile hands— 

A nation on the Atlantic coaſt 

Fetter'd no more in foreign bands, 

A nobler Pyx amd diſplays 

Than Egypt's marble e'er could raiſe. 


The Lat'n verfos were written by Mr. Jon Cangy, formerly of Philadelphia, 


436 POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


ColLumnra's ſons, to extend the fame 
Of their bold deeds to future years 
No marble from the quarry claim, 
But, ſoaring to the ſtarry ſpheres, 
Materials ſeek in Jove's blue ſky 

To endure when braſs and marble die! 


Arriv*d among the ſhining hoſt, 

Fearleſs, the proud invaders ſpoil 

From countleſs gems, in æther loſt, 

TRESE STARS, to crown their mighty toil z 
To heaven a PYRAMID they rear 

And point the ſummit with a ſlar. 


Old waſteful Trug! though ftill you gain 
Dominion o'er the brazen tower, 

On THIS your teeth ſhall gnaw in vain, 
Finding its ſtrength bans their power : 
While kindred ſtars in zther glow, 

Tris PYRAMID WILL SHINE BELOW ! 


Do — CL DE — . — — — — 


HIGH-LAND S AWN E X, 
OR, THE | 


EMIGRANT BEAU. 


N prime of life, a merry lad, 

He dreſs'd him in a ſuit of plaid 

From houſe to houſe he boldly ran 
And made ſweet love to Nell and Nan. 


He !earn'd no art, he knew no trade— 
Thus bleſt was he while ſummer ſtay'd, 
No morning plague, no evening Care, 
For every day was warm and fair. 


1 ſaw him clad in jerkin blue, 

And fiiken ſtrings were in his ſhoe ; 
Fine ruſfes o'er his knuckles fell 

And Moll the milk-maid lik'd him well. 


A ſword he girded to his waiſt 

With belt and buckles—all in taſte— 
The buttons gilt, and clouded cane, 
A neckcloth from the looms of Spain: 


A ſilver watch, and chryital ſeal 
Suſpended by a chain of Aeel; 
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Which often made the ladies ſay, 


He it too rich to run away. 


His hat was edg'd with filver lace, 
Gay diamonds did his fingers grace; 
His bonnet blue and ſtockings white 
Smit Peg, the ſpinſter, with delight. 


The neighbours ſaid—(he look'd fo gay) 


« He's only born to ſing and play: 
Was ever ſuch a happy Tad 
In Raf or In verlocty bred ?”” 


But wintry-winds began to blow, 

And round him fell the fleet and ſnow > 
His plaid was by the ſheriff ſold, 

His ſummer ſuit let in the cold: 


His belly was not over-full, 

His jerkin would not bear a pull; 
Dejectedly he walk'd along, 

His noddle-meditating ſong: 


But ſlighted were his madrigals, 

And his ſongs loitered on the ſtalls: 
Not one bawbee his purſe could ſhew— 
And Moll, the milk-maid ſaid No, No. 


His ſhoes were often out at toes 
He was too proud to darn his hoſe— 


His landlord's bill he could not pay— 


No wonder if he ran away !— 


i | 
ON THE 


APPROACHING DISSOLUTION 


of Tranſatlantic Juriſdiction in AMERICA». 


Fu Britain's graſp forever freed, 
CoLumBia glories in the deed : 
From her rich ſoil, each tyrant flown, 
She finds this fair eſtate her own. 


But ſtill o'er tracts of vaſt extent 
European ſway ſhe muſt reſent: 


Whence Game their right—what do they here 


But force old laws, to tyrants dear ? 
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How ſmall a part of that domain 

Is yet unbound fgom Europe's chain! 
Pro beneath a monarch ſighs, 

And Mexico in fetters lies! 


Throughout the wide Canadian waſte 
(In Britich bondage ſtill embrac'd) 
The native finds bis vigour broke, 
And bends beneath the galling yoke.— 


To abridge the ſway of foreign lands, 
Time, with his years, leads up new bands : 
To annul the power of Europe's kings, 

To life, once more, ſome Warren ſprings! 
Once more, ro aRMs !—PFate's herald cries— 
And other WasHinGToONs ſhall riſe ! 


Cr 


ON THE 


ANN I ERS AR--Y 
Of the ſtorming of the Ballille, at Parrs. July 14th, 1789, 


HE chiefs that bow to Capet's rcign, 
In mourning, now, heir weeds diſplay; 
But we, that icorn a monarch's chain, 
Combine to celebrate the DAY 

To Freedom's birth that put the ſeal, 
And laid in duſt the proud Baſtille. 


To Gallia's rich and fplendid crown, 
This mant) Day gave ſuch a blow 
As Fime's recording hand ſhalt own 
No former age had power to do: 
No. ſingle gem ſo ne Brutus ſtole, 
But initant ruin ſeiz'd the whole. 


Now tyrants riſe, once more to bind 

In royal chains a nation fred 

Vain hope | for they, to death conſign'd, 

Shall ſoen like perjur'd Louis bleed: 
O'er every king, o'er every queen 
Fate hangs the ſword, and guillotine. 


„ Plung*d in a gulf of d ep di breſs 

France turns her back (ſo traitors ſ.y) 
Kings, prieſts, and nobles, round her prefy, 
Reſolv'd to ſeize their deſtin'd prey: 

Thus Europe ſwears (in arms combin'd} 
To Paland's doom ii France conſigu d. 
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Yet thoſe, who now are thought ſo low 
From conqueſts that were 6a/ely gain'd, | 
Shall riſe tremendous from the blow | 
And free Two worLDs, that till are chain'd, 
Reſtrict the Briton to his iſle, | 
And Freedom plant in every foil. 


Ye ſons of this degenerate clime, 

Haſte, arm the barque, expand the fail; 

Aſſiſt to ſpeed that golden time 

When Freedom rules, and monarchs fan; 
All left to France—new powers may joing 
And help to cruſh the cauſe divine. 


Ah! while I write, dear France ALL1ED, 

My ardent wiſh I ſcarce reſtram, 

To throw theſe Sybil leaves aſide, 

And fly to join you on the main: 
Unfarl the topſail for the chace 

And help to cruſh the tyrant race! 


n 


ODE to LIBER T .“ 
O Tei, dont Paugufte lumiere!“ &. 


HOU Lis RZ Tx celeſtial light 
So long conceal'd from Gallic lands, 
Goddeis, in ancient days ador'd 
By Gallia's conquering bands . 

Thou LizexTY! whom ſavage kings 
Have plac'd among forbidden things, 
Tho” ſtill averſe that man be free, 
Secret, they bow to Liberty— 

O, to my accents lend an ear, 

Bleſt object of each tyrant's fear, 


[ORIGINAL.] 


r 


® 
O TOI, dont Paugufte lumierę 
Si long tems avait fui nos yeux 1 
| Toi, ja dis Pidole premiere 
| De mes invinciblet ayeux, 
LinerTE, gu'un tyran ſauvage, 
| A Pinftant meme qu'il outrage 
| Honore par des vaux ſecrets 5 
A mes accens prete Poreille, 


Z * From the French original, of M. Pienon. 
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While I to modern days recall 
The Lyric muſe of ancient Gaul, , 


Ere yet my willing voice obeys 
| The tranſports of the heart, 
The goddeſs to my view diſplays 
þ A tei pie rear'd in ancient days, 
| Fit ſubje& for the mule's art. 
7. ow, r.und the world I caſt my eye, 
With pain, its ruins I deſcry : 
This tempie once to Freedom rais'd 
Thermoovle] in thy fam'd ſt rait. 
I fee it to the duſt debas'd, 
And ſerviie chains, its fate! 


In thoſe fair climes, where freedom reign'd, 

Two thouſand years degrade the Grecian name, 

T {ce them {till enſlav'd, enchain'd ; 

But France from Rome and Athens caught the flame 
A temple now to heaven they raiſe 

Where nations bound in ties of peace 

With olive-boughs ſhall throng to praiſe 

The gallant Gaul, that bade all diſcord ceaſe. 


- 


j d Aujourdhui ma muje reveille 
= CL antique lutte des vieux Frangats. 
ws 


Avant que ma voix obeiſſe 

k f Au tranſport que ſaifit mes ſens, 
f | Montre mot, deeſſe propice 

1 Un temple digne de mes chants ! 
Mon æil a parcouru la terre 
T'y traute a peine la peuiſſicre 
Dun dome a ton nom confacre : 
Us tyran fiege aux Thermopyles, 
E: Hus les chaines les plus vites 
Le capitole eft encombre. 


\ 

Vingt fiecles de honte et de chaine 
| Ort peſe ſur ces licax divins ; 

C'eſt nous qui de Rome et de Þ Athenes 
Refuſerterous les deſt ins, 

Fraugais ſqysus ſeuls notre exemple 
Qu ma vox 04 eleve un temple 

Ou taus les peuples a Jamas 
Depouillaut des haines ſauvauges 
Lien ent de paimes et d'homages 
Ccuronner les heros Frangais, 
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Before this Pantheon, fair and tall, 
The piles of darker ages fall, 

And freemen here no longer trace | 
The monuments of man's diſgrace :; 
Before its porch, at Freedom's tree | 
Exalt the Gap or LiBERTY, + 

The cap“ that once Helvetia knew 
(The terror of the tyrant crew) 

And on our country's altar trace 

The features of each honour'd face— 
The men that ſtrove for equal laws, 
Or periſh'd, martyrs in their cauſe. 


Ye gallant chiefs, above all praiſe, 
Ye Bratuſes of ancient days ! 

Tho” fortune long has ſtrove to blaſt, 
Your virtues are repaid at lat. 

Your heavenly feaſts awhile forbear 
And deign to make my ſong your care; 
My lyre a bolder note attains, ; 
And rivals old Tyrtœus' ſtrains 

The ambient air returns the ſound, 
And kindles rapture all around. 


Which owes its origin to William Tell, the famous deliverer of Switzerland- 


Devant ce Pantheon ſublime 
Briſez ces palais infamans 

De nos opprobres et du crime 
Honteux et cruels monumMds, 

Au pied de ſes nobles portiques 
Plantez ces bonnets Helvetigues 
Devenus la terreur des reis: 

Et fur Pautel de la patrie 
Gravez Phonorable effigie 

Des martyrs ſacres de nos droits. 


Vous m*entendez, manes anguſtes - 
De Thraſibule et de Brutus “ 
Les Deſtins trop long tems injuſtes 
Couronnent enfin vos vertu. 
Paraiſſex, ombres adorees 
Fenez de vos fetes ſacrees 
Remplir les ſublimes concerts 
Deja ma lyre tranſportee 
Rivale des chants de Tyrtee 
De ſes jons etanne les airs. 


— 
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With thee begins the lofty theme, 
Eternal NaTurE—power ſupreme, 
Who planted Fatepom in the mind, 
The firſt great right of all mankind ; 
'Too long preſumptuous folly. dar'd 
To veil our race from thy regard ; 
Tyrants on ignorance form'd their plan, 
And made their crimes, the crimes of man, 
Let victory but befriend our cauſe 
And reaſon deign to dictate laws; 

At once mankind their rights reclaim 
And honour pay to thy great name.— 


But O! what cries our joys moleſt, 
What diſcord drowns ſweet muſic's feaft ! 
What demon, from perdition, leads 
Night, fire and thunder o'er our heads! 
In northern realms, prepar'd for fight 

A thouſand ſavage clans unite, — 

T'o avenge a faithleſs Helen's doom 

All Europe's ſlaves, determin'd, come 
Freedom's fair fabric to deſtroy 

And wrap in flames our modern Troy ! 


Theſe theſe are they—the murdering bands, 
Whoſe blood, of old, diſtain'd our lands, 
By our forefathers chac'd and ſlain, 

The monuments of death remain: 
Hungarians, wet wich human blood, 

Ye Saxons fierce, ſo oft ſub lucd 

By ancient Gauls on Galli, plains, 
Dread, dread the race thac itill remains: 
Return, and ſeek your dark abodes 

Your dens and caves in northern woods, 
Nor ſtay to tell eaci kindred ghoſt 

What thouſands from your tribes are loſt. 


C'eſt par toi ue Phymne commence 
Maitre juþreme, etre eternal j 
Toi gui fi de Vindejendance 
Le premier beſoin du mortel. 
Long tems Pignorance et Paudace 
Couvrirent ton auguſte face, 
Du maſgue impur de leurs forfaits 
Un feul combat, une victerie 
Venge nos droits et rend ta glarie 
Plus eclatanie que jamais. 
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A fend+ from hell, of murderous brood, 
Stare with a hapleſs huſband's blood, 
Unites with Danubet and the Spree, 
Vino arm to make the French their prey: 
Jo check their hoſts and chill with fear, 
Frencamen, advance to your frontier. 
There dig the ETERNAL TOMB of kings, 
O Poland's fate each monſter brings, 
Mos millions down, your cauſe defcats,- ' 
And Iſnael's horrid ſcenth repeats. 


© Ye nations brave, ſo long rever'd, 

” Whom Rome, in all her glory, fear'd ; 

E Whole ſtubborn ſouls no tyrant broke 

© To bow the neck to Cæſar's yoke— 

© Scyrutans! whom Romans never chatn'd ; 
© Germans! that unſubdued remain'd, 


An! ſee your ſons. a ſordid race, 


Wich d-ſpots leagu'd, to their diſgrace 
Aid the baſe cauſe that you abhor, 
And hurl on France the ſtorm of war. 


Our bold attempts ſhake modern Rome, 

dhe bids her kindred deſpots come; 

T entharine the ad, preſent empreſs of Ruſſta, who depoſed her huſband Peter 
the zd, anddeprived him of life in July 1762, While in priſon. | 
Ił1 1wo greai rivers of Germany; here metaphorically deſignating the Auſtrian 

> and Pruſhan powers. 

After carrying it by aſfauit. upwards of 30,000 perſons, men, women. and childrea 
ere ſliughtered by the Ruſſian barbazians, in leſs than three hours. 


Mais guels cris wiennent de nos fetes 
Troubley les cbæurs majeflueux ? 
Del demon ports fur nos tetes 
La nuit, le tonnerre, et les feux ? 
Verrans nous des hordes ſauvages 
fnonder encore not rivages, 
Des torrens du Septentrion 
Et pour venger une autre Helene 
Toute la force Europeene 
Inveſtit une autre Jlion. 


C'etoient ces Bandes homicides 
Dent le ſang werſe tant de fois 

e mes ancetres intrepides 
Atteſte encore les exploits 
Fiers Saxons, Hong res ſanguinairer, 
Eſclaves jadis de mes peres, 
Craignex leurs braves deſcendans 

entrez en ves ca vernes ſombret, 
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From Ttaly her forces draws 

To waſte their blood in TaRquin's caust: 
A hundred hords of foes advance, 
Embodying on the verge of France ; 7. 
Mongſt thete, to guide the flame of war, 
I ſee Porst 55 a's|| juſt a ſcore. 

While from the ſoil, by N ſpring 4 
SCEVOLA'sq to deſtroy each king. 


O Rome! what glory you conſign N 
To thoſe who court your ancient fame! 
Frenchmen, like Romans, now ſhall ſhine, 
And copying them, their ancient honours claim. 
O France, my native clime, my country dear, 
While youth remains, may I behold you free, 
Each tyrant cruſh'd, no threatening deſpot near 
To endanger Liberty! 
By you un'etter'd be all human kind, 
No ſlaves on earth be known a 
And man be bieſt, in friendſhip join'd, 
From Tyber to the Amazon! 


An ancient king of Etruria: who took Tarquin's part ag1inſt the Roman:. 
¶ Kevcla, who attempted the life of Porſenna in his own camp, but failed. 


* F 7 k w I Row" * 


Ou craginex d avertir leurs ombres 
Des revolies de vo enfans. 


Une Tiſiphone egaree 

Teinte encore du ſang d'un efoux 
Avec le De nube et la Spree 
S'unit et 5 Are contre nous 

A ces dppotes ſangaiuaires: 
Francais, ↄ e ſur vos ſronutierss 
Creuſer un eternel tombeau : 

Ou craignes pcur vctre batrie, 
E-! opprobe de Varſevie 

£t les werreurs d Iſinailou l 


Et vous qu an ſert de ſis conquetes 
Nome craignit pour ſes remparts, 
Peuples deut ts anuguſtes tetes 
Sindignant du joug des Ceſars, 
Scythes aux firs inacceſſibles, 

Fiers Germains, Teutons invincibles, 
LVoyez vos laches deſcendans 

"une main vie et ſarguinaire 
Sar tes bienfiiteurs ce la terre 
Lancer la fare des lyrans, 
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Ainſ, par des faits heroiques 

© Pome allarmant tous ſes voiſins 

| Vit tous les peuples Italigues 
Vendre leurs bras a ſes T arquins. 
Sur ſes frontieres inveſties 

Avec cent hordes ennemis 

Ia France voit wingt Porſennas < 


Contre tant de liberticides 


Nos phalanges tyrannicides 
Vomiront mille Scevolas, 


O Rome ! tu leguas ta glorie 


Aux peuples faits pour Pimiter ! 
Ct nous Frangais que la victoire 


Au meme faite veut porter / 


0 France, O ma chere patrie! 
8 Puiſſe je au printems de ma vie 


Te voir les deſpotes ſoumis : 
Et que par toi Juni vers libre 
De  Amazone juſſ au Tibre 
Noffre que des peuples amis ! 


O D — E. 


(oo ſave the Rights of Man! 

Give us a heart to ſcan 

Bleſſings ſo dear: | > 
Let them be ſpread around 

Wherever man is found, 

And with the welcome ſound 

Raviſh his ear. 


Let us with France agree, 
And bid the world be free, 
Mile tyrants fall! 

Let the rude ſavage hoſt 

Of their vaſt e air boaſt 
Freedom's almighty truſt 
Laughs at them all! 


Though hoſts of ſaves conſpire 
To quench fair Gallia's fire, 
Still hall they fail: 

Though traitors round her riſe, 
Leagu'd with her enemies, 

To war each patriot flies, 

And will prevail. 


— 
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No more is valour's flame 
Devoted to a name, 
Taught to adore— 
Soldiers of LIBERTY 
Diſdain to bow the knee, 
But teach Equatity 

To every ſhore. 


The world at laſt will join 
To aid thy grand deſign, 

D ear Liberty! 

To Ruſſia's frozen lands 
The generous flame expands: 
On Afric's burning ſands 
Shall man be free! ; 


In this our weſtern world 
Be Freedom's flag unfurl'd 
Through all its ſhores ! 
May no deſtructive blaſt 
Our heaven of joy o'ercaſt, 
May Freedom's fabric laſt 
While time endures. 


If e'er her cauſe require 
Should tyrants e'er aſpire 

To aim their ſtroke, 

May no proud deſpot daunt— 
Should he his ſtandard plant, 
Freedom will never want 

Her hearts of oak! 


RRB 


3 


Mr. B LAN CH AR PD; 


r 


The celebrated /Eronaut: on his zſcent in a BaLLooN, 
from the jail-yard in Philadelphia: 1793. 


By Science taught, on ſilken wings 
Beyond our grovelling race you riſe, 
And, ſoaring from terreſtrial things, 
Explore a paſſage to the ſkies— 

O, could I thus exalted fail, 

And riſe, with you, beyond the 1411 
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* Ah! when you roſ2, impell'd by fear 
* Each boſom heav'd a thouſand fighs ; 
* To you each female lent a tear, 
And held the 'kerchief to her eyes: 


All hearts ſtill follow'd, as you flew, 
All eyes admir'd a fight ſo new. 


Whoe'er ſhall thus preſume to fly, 

While downward with diſdain they look 
Shall own chis journey, through the ſky, 
The deareſt jaunt they ever took; 

And chooſe, next time, without reproach, 
A humbler ſeat in IXS X EET's 3 


The birds, that cleave the expanſe of air, 
Admiring, view your globe full-blown, 
And, chattering round the painted car, 
Complain your flight out-does their own: 
Beyond their track you proudly ſwim, 
Nor fear the loſs of life or limb. 


How vaſt the height, how grand the ſcene 
That your enraptured eye {urveys, . 
When, towering in your gay machin®, 
You leave the aitoniſh'd world te gaze, 
And, wandering in the ztherial blue, 

Our eyes, in vain, your courſe purſue. 


The os oF bar, how dazzling bright! 
In p.ler radiance g'eams the Moon, 

And Terra, whence you took your flight, 
Appears to you—a meer balloon : 

Its noiſy crew no longer heard, 

Towns, cities, foreſts, diſappear'd. 


Yet, travelling through the azure road, 
Soar not too high for human ken; 
ReſleR, our humble ſafe abode 

Is all that Nature meant for men: 
Take in your ſails before you freeze, 
And ſink again among the trees. 
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Dr. S AN GRA DOs FLIGHT. 


Ox prancing ſteed, with ſpunge at noſe, 
From town behold Sangrado fly; 
Camphor and Tar where'er he goes 
Th' infected ſhafts of death defy— 
Safe in an atmoſphere of ſcents, 
He leaves us to our own defence. 


*T'was right to fly! for well I ween 

In Stygian worlds, by Jove's decree, 

No bluſhing bloſſom e'er was ſeen, 

Or running brook, or budding tree: 
No ſplendid meats, no flowing bowls 
Smile o'er the meagre feaſt of ſouls, 


No ſprightly ſongs, to baniſh grief, 
No balls, the Sqygian beaus prepare, 
And he that fed on rounds of beef, 
On onion ſhells ſhall fatten Here 
Monarchs are there of little note, 
And Cæſar wears a ſhabby coat. 


Chlies on earth, of air and ſhape, 

Whoſe eyes deſtroy'd poor love-Jorn wights, 

There lower their topſails to the cap, 

Rig in their booms and furl their kites :;— 
Where Cupid's bow was never bent, 
What lover aſks a maid's conſent ? 


All this, and more, Sangrado knew, 
(In Lucian is thè ſtory told) | 
Took horſe—clapp'd ſpurs—and off he flew, 
Leaving hi; $1CK to fret ard ſcold; 
Some ſoldiers, thus, to honour loſt, 
In day of battle quit their poſt. 


From Philadelphia, in the time of the Yellow Fever==1795- 
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Taovenrs on the EukorEAN 
WAR SYSTEM: 


BY £& News-PrIiTER, 


| HE People in Europe are much to be prais'd 
That in fighting they chooſe to be paſſing their days : 
If their wars were aboliſh'd, there's room to ſuppoſe 
Our Printers would growl, for the want of new-news. 


May our tidings of warfare be ever from thence, 
Nor that page be ſupplied at CoLumBia's expence ! 
No kings ſhall riſe here, at the nod of @ court, 
Ambition, or Pride, with men's lives for to ſport, 


In ſuch a diſplay of the taſte of the time. 
'The murder of millions—their quarrels and crimes, 
A horrible em of ruin we ſcan, 

A hiftory, truly deicriptive of man: 


A Berns, that Nature defign'd to be bleſt— - 
With abundance around him—yet rarely at reſt— 


f 4 Being, che tives-bur a moment in yexrs, 
C 


t waſting his life in contention and wars, 


F Being, ſent hither all good to beſtow, 
pet filling the world with oppreſſion and wos! 


But confider, ye ſages (and pray be reſign'd) 


What ills would attend a reform of mankind— 


Were wars at an end, and no nation made thinner, 


| My neighbour, the gan- ſmitb, would go without dinner; 
The Printemt, themſelves, for employment would fail, 


And ſoldiers, by thouſands, be ſtarving in jail. 


LT — 
On the Death of a BILAcRKSUITR. 


Wirn the nerves of a Sampſon this fon of the fledge, 
By the anvil his livelihood got; 


Wich che ill of old Vulcan could temper an edge; 
And firuck—while his iron was hot. 


By forging he liv'd, yet never was tried, 
Or condema'd by the laws of the land; 
But ſtill it is certain, and can't be denied, 
He often vas barns in the hand. 
K e 


— 


— 
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With the ſons of St. Criſpin no kindred he claim'd, . 
With the /aft he had nothing to do; 

He handled no awl, and yet in his time 
Made many an excellent fooe. 


He blew up no coals of ſedition, but ſtill 
His bellows was always in blaſt ; | 
And I will acknowledge (deny it who will) 
That one Vice, and but one, he poſſeſs'd. 


Wt. £3 a 


No actor was he, or concern'd with the ſtage, 
No audience, to awe him, appear'd; 

Yet oft in his ſhop (like a crowd in a rage) 
The voice of a Hing was heard. 


Tho? /eelling of axes was part of his cares, 
In thieving he never was found ; | 
And, tho' he was conftantly Seating on bart 
No veſſel he e'er ran aground. 


222 eb 


Alas and alack ! and what more can I ſay 

Of Vulcan's unfortunate ſon fm . 

The prieſt and the ſexton have bore him away, 
And the ſound of his hammer is done: 


Cali 7 * ha, 
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ON THE | 
MEMORABLE NAVAL 


E N G AG E M E N IT 


Between the French Republican Frigate P Ambuſeade, Captain 
BomyarD ; and the Britiſh Royul Frigate Boſton, Captain 
CounRTNEY ; off the coaſt of Nxw-Jeagrr. 


jo 
: 


Rxrsor v for a chace, 
All Frenchmen to face | 
Bold BosTox from Halifax ſail'd, W * 
With a full flowing ſheet, 
The pride of the * 

Not a veſſel ſhe ſaw, but ſhe hail'd; 

With Courtney, commander, who never did fear, 
Nor return'd from a fight with “ a flea in his ear,” 


As they ſteer'd for the Hoox, 

Fach ſwore by his book 

« No prayers ſhould their vengeance retard; 
* They wonld plunder and burn, 
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n They would never return 5 
Unattended by Car TAI Bour amd! 

No Gaul can reſiſt us, when once we arouſe 

« We'll drown the monſieurs in the waſh of our bows !”? 
A fail now appear d, 

When tow' rd he! they ſeer'd, 

Fach crown'd with his Liberty-Cap z 

Under coleurs of France did they boldly advance, 

a And a ſmall privateer did entrap— 

The time may have been when their nation was brave, 
Zut neu, their beſt play is to cheat and deceive. 


5 

5 Arriv'd at the fpot - 

Where they meant to diſpute, 

Thus Courtney ſent word, in a heat, 

« Since fighting's our trade, 

« Their bold AMBUSCADE 

« Muſt be ſunk or compell'd to retreat: 

« Tell captain Bompard if his ſtomach's for war 

« To advance from his port and engage a bold tar!“ 


oy N 4 


Brave captain Bompard 

When this challenge he heard, | 

Though his ſails were unbent from the yards, 

His topmaſts ſtruck down, 

And his men half in town 

Yet ſent back his humble regards— | 
The challenge aceepted ; all hands warn'd on board 

Bent their ſails, ſwore revenge, and the frigate unmoor'd. 


6 39 


. SEE Ie eng ns. 5, 
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The Boſton, at ſea, 
Being under their lee 
For windward manceuvred in vain 3 

"Till night coming on 

Both lay by *till dawn, 

Then met on the watery plain, 

The wind at north-eaſt, and a beautiful ay | 
And the hearts of the Frenchmen in trim for the fray. 


So, to it they went 
With determin'd intent 
The fate of the day to decide 
By the virtues of powder ; 
(No argument louder 
Was eber to a ſubjeR apply'd) 
A Gaul with a Briton in battle contends, | 
Let them ſtand to their guns, and we'll fee how it ends, 
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As the Frenchman ſail'd. paſt | 

Boſton gave him a blaſt, Js | 
Glaſs bottles, caſe-knives, and old fails, 
A ſcore of round ſhot, e 
And the devil knows what, 

To cripple his maſts and his fails. ; 
The Bolton ſuppos'd it the beſt of her play | 
To prevent him from chacing—ib ſhe rah away. 


* * 


The Frenchman moſt cool, 
No hot-headed fool,) - F 
eturn'd the broad- ſide in a trice; 

So hot was the blaſt | 
He diſabled one maſt, 
And gave them ſome rigging to ſplice, | 

Some holes for to plug, where the bullets had gone, 
Some yards to replace, and fome heads to put on.” 


Three glaſſes, and more, 

Their cannons did roar, 

Shot flying in horrible ſquads ; 

Midſt torrents of ſmoke 

The ReyvuBLican ſpoke, 

And frighten'd the Anglican gods! = 
Their frigate ſo maul'd, they no longer defend her, 


And, Courtney ſhot down—they bawl'd out to ſurrender ! 


« O la! what a blunder 

« To provoke this French thunder! 

« We think with the devil he deals— 

«© But ſince we diſlike 

« To ſurrender ænd ſtrike, 

« Let us try the ſucceſs of our heels: 

« We may fave the king's ſrigate by running 2 Way, 
« The Frenchman will have us—all hands—if we ſtay!“ 


4 


So, ſquaring their yards, 

On all captain Bompards 

A volley of curſes they ſhed— 

arg got Their DisCHanGe, ., 
They bore away large, 

While the Frenchman purſued, as they fled, h 
But vain was his haſte—while his fails he repair'd, 
He ended the fray in a chace Mn,” 
The Gaul got the beſt of the fight, 'tis deelar'd; 
The Briton—the beſt of the race! RR 


6 e 
3 5 
„ Stine hes 


Ka 
> 
* 
- . 
r 


4 4 LE 0 7 W . 
0s * * 2 " — 
— LAY 
8 Wen. wo. 
v % 4 


C - . 
* ee 


POEMS ON SEVERAL .OCCASIONS. 453 


oN iE 
DEMOLITION 
or THe 


FRENCH MONARCHY. 


* 


Fzou Bourbon's brow.the.crown remov'd, 
ow in the duſt is laid; - 4 
And, parted now from all ſhe lov'd, +4 
Manr1a's* beauties fade: 

What ſhall relieve her ſad diſtreſs, 

What power recall that former ſtate 

When drinking deep her ſeas of bliſs, 


she ſmil'd, and look'd fo ſweet !— 


With aching heart and haggard eye 

She views the palace, f towering high, —_ 
Where, once, were paſs'd her brighteſt days, 
And nations ſtood, in wild amaze, 

Louis! to ſee you eat. 


This gaudy viſion to reſtore 

Shall fate its laws repeal, 

And cruel deſpots riſe once more 

To plan a new BasTiLLE! | | 
Shall, from their ſheathes, ten thouſand blades 
In glittering vengeance ſtart | 
To mow down flaves, and ſlice off heads, 
Taking a monarch's part: 

Ah no !—the heavens this hape refuſe ; 
Deſpots! they ſend you no ſuch news 
Nor Conde, fierce, nor Frederick, ſtout, 

Nor Catharine brings this work about, 

Nor Brunfwick's warlike art: | 


Nor uE, that once; with fire and ſword, 
This weſtern world alarm'd: . 
Throughout our clime whoſe thunders roar'd, 
Whoſe legions round us ſwarm'd—' | 
Once more his tyrant arm invades 
A races that dare be free: | 
His Myrmidons, with murdering blades, 
In one baſe cauſe agree 
Ill fate attend on every ſcheme | 
That tends to darken REeasoN's beam: 
Maria Antcinztte, late queen of France. + Thuilleriew—within view 
of which the royal family of France were at this time impriſoned, 1792 
Alluding to Mr. Edmund Burke's rant upon this ſubject. = 
y George III. 5 The French Republic ans. ' 


8 
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And, rifing with gigantic might | 
In VisxTtvue's caule, I ſee unite 
Worlds, under FrxEEbon's Txee! 


Valour, at length, by Fortune led, EF, | 
The RicnTs or Man reſtores ; 
And GarTLIA, now from bondage freed, 
Her riſing ſun adores: 

On EQUAL RIGHTS, her fabric plann'd, 
Storms idly round it rave, 

Nor longer breathes in Gallic land 

A monarch, or a ſtave! 

At diftance far, and ſelf-remov'd . 
From all he own'd and all he lev'd. 0 1 
See !——turn'd his back on Freedom's blaze, 
In foreign lands the Emigrant ſtrays, 5 
Or finds an early grave! 


1 COP IDS ins Fee 


Enro!l'd with theſe—and cloſe immur'd, 2 
The gallant chief“ is found, | . 
That, once, admiring crowds ador'd, 
Through either world renown'd, _T 
Hex, bold in arms, and firm in heart, 

He help'd to gain our caufe, 

Yet could not from a tyrant part, 

But, turn'd to embrace his laws! 

Ah! hadft thou ſtay'd in fair Auverene,+ 
Add rRUrRH from Pal NE vouchſaf'd to learn: 
There, happy, honour'd, and retir'd, | 
Both hemiſpheres had ſtill admir'd, 

Still crown'd you with applauſe. 


See !—doom'd to fare on famiſh'd. ſteeds, 

The rude Hungarians fly; 

Brunſwick, with drooping courage leads 

Death's meagce family: | | 
In diſmal groups, o'er hoſts of dead, ws 
Their madneſs they bemoan, 8 


No friendly hand to give them bread, 

No TrnionviLLe their own |! 

The Gaul, enrag'd, as they retire 

Hurls at their heads his blaze of fire 

What hoſts of Frederick's reeking crew 

Dying, have bid the world adieu, 
To dogs their fleſh been thrownt 
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n Fayette; at this time in the Pruſſian priſon of Spandau. 
+ The province oh France, where the Marquis's family- eſtate lay. 
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Eſcap'd from death, 2 mangleg train 
In ſcatter*d bands retreat: 0 

Where, bounding on SiLEs14's plain, 
The Deſpot® holds his ſeat ; 

With feeble ſtep, I ſee them go 

The heavy news to tell 

Where Oder lazy waters flow, 

Or glides the ſwiſt Meſelle; 

Where Rhine his various journey moves 
Through marſhy lands and ruin'd groves, 
Or, where the vaſt Danubian flood . 
(So often ſtain'd by Auſtrian blood) 
Foams with the autumnal ſwell. 


% 
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Zut ſhall they not ſome tidings bear 
Of Freedom's ſacred flame, ; 
And ſhall not groaning millions hear 
The long abandon'd name? 
Through ages paſt, their ſpirits broke, 
T ſee them ſpurn old laws, | 
/ Indignant, burſt the Auſtrian yoke, 
And clip the EacLe's+ claws: . 
From ſhore to ſhore, from ſea to ſea 
They join, to ſet the wretched free, 
And, driving from the ſervile court 
Each titled flave—they help ſupport 
Taxes Democratic Cavust! 


O France ! the world to thee muſt owe 
A debt they ne'er can pay : 

The R1GcuyTs or Man you bid them know, 
And kindle Reason's Dar ! 

CoLUMBIA, in your friendſhip bleſt, 
Your gallant deeds ſhall hail— 

On the ſame ground our fortunes reſt, 
Muſt flouriſh, or muſt fail: 

But—ſhould all EuaorE's ſlaves combine 
Againſt a cauſe fo fair as thine, 

And Asi aid a league ſo baſe— 

Defeat would all their aims diſgrace, 

Ax D LIP ERATY Prevail! 


„ 


* 


The Monarch of Pruſſia. + The imperial ſtandard of Gertaany 


PHILADELPHIA, 
December 19——1792. 
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